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In this story of a well-to-do man, his court¬ 
ship and marriage, his mistress, his business 
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method, which has been compared with 
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A Note on Svevo 



Italo Svevo is actually the pen-name of Ettore Schmitz, 
who was bom in Trieste on 19 December 1861. His mother was 

Italian; his father, German-Austrian. There may also have been 

a Jewish strain in his family; in any case Ettore Schmitz marnecl 
Livia Veneziano, one of the daughters of a vcry weaUhy ltal an- 
Jewish manufacturer of special paints for the hulls ofi ships. Fro 
1873 to 1878, young Schmitz studied in Germany, where he 
attended a business-school; when he returned to his native seapor, 
he devoted another couple of years to commercial studies at the 
Rivoltella School, then was employed until 1897, in a ban 
where he observed the background of his first novel, Una V , 
published in 1893 under his pen-name and written while he was 
still a bank-clerk. In 1897 Schmitz became partner in his father- 
inTaw-s business and, in 1898, published his second novel, 
Scnilita During the remaining years of his life, he seems to ave 
devoted most of his time and energies to successful commercial 
activities, often travelling to Venice or Vienna and sometimes to 

France, England, Germany, even Ireland. 

In 1923, Svevo began to be known as a writer when he pub¬ 
lished his longest and most famous novel. La coscienza di Zeno 
he also published a few stories, some short, others almost long 
enough to be novels, which all belong to the later period of his 
writing and appeared mostly in periodicals after the great success 
of Zeno: La Madre (1910), Una burla riuscita (*9 2 h). y ,n0 
eeneroso (1926), La novella del buon vecchio e della bella fanct- 
ulla (1926). Dalle metnorie di un cane, a short piece, was no 
included in the posthumous volume of Svevo s collected stones 
which however, contains the beginning of II veccb.one, another 
long novel that he had just begun writing when he was killed, in 
a motor accident near Trieste, in September 1928. 
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CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

In the decade that followed the First World War, critics and 
journalists of many nations began to discuss Italo Svevo. In 
hundreds of articles, interpretatively or disconnectedly, they 
tended generally to appreciate details of his fiction without eluci¬ 
dating the structural significance of the whole work; or else to 
protest enthusiastically that Svevo is greater than other writers 
to whom other critics had compared him. Federico Sternberg, in 
L’Opera di halo Svevo, a pamphlet published in Trieste in 1928, 
thus insisted that his recently deceased friend was a greater 
writer than Proust. Benjamin Cremieux, a French critic, had 
dared recommend the Confessions of Zeno to French readers by 
suggesting that they would discover, in the Italian novel, qualities 
that they had already admired in A la recherche du temps perdu; 
this alone was enough to rouse Sternberg’s indignation. 

Only a few of these many articles and essays, of the 'Twenties 
and the early ’Thirties, are now worth reading; a careful study 
of Svevo’s fiction teaches us more about his qualities, faults or 
peculiarities, about his life and beliefs. In January 1929, II con- 
vegno, a Milan periodical, devoted a special issue to Svevo, with 
a useful bibliography and one excellent essay, Svevo e Schmitz 
(Svevo, Schmitz e Zeno might have been a more apt title), by 
Giacomo De Benedetti, who investigated the novelist’s plural 
personality, as businessman, citizen of Trieste, novelist and hero 
of his own stories. 

Svevo’s works are indeed difficult to place properly in the com¬ 
plex and conflicting traditions of the Italian novel. The society 
that he describes is not typically Italian; his characters illustrate 
many qualities and faults of the Austrian bourgeoisie; his langu¬ 
age, far from being the literary Tuscan of classical idealists or a 
colourful dialect such as the regional realists or Veristi affected, 
is rather the sophisticated and nerveless jargon of the educated 
Triestine bourgeoisie which spoke Italian neither as a literary nor 
as a national language, but as a convenient and easy manifesta¬ 
tion of local patriotism. Svevo himself was an Austrian citizen 
until the end of the First World War, when two of his novels had 
already been published. All his fiction is clearly set in pre-war 
Trieste, except the very last part of the Confessions of Zeno (the 
war in and around Trieste), La Novella del buon vecchio (war-time 
Trieste), Una burla riuscita (post-war inflation in Trieste) and II 
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vecchione (Italian Trieste after the war). The characters of Svevo's 
stories are mostly of the Italian-speaking bourgeoisie, though their 
names are often Croat or German, and many of them are described 
as speaking German. Characters picked from the people, however 
are described as speaking Triestine or Friulian dialect, mixtures of 
Italian and Slovenian or Croatian, and the " Buon Vecchio does 
not wish to teach the “bella fanciulla ” correct Italian, when he 

decides to educate her, but German. 

Many Italian critics have mistakenly placed Svevo's work in 
the tradition of late Italian Verismo, as another example of the 
Nineteenth-Century regional realism which, with Verga, put Sicily 
back on the literary map and, in D'Annunzio’s early stones, 
revealed the primitive life of the peasants of the Abruzzi. Svevo 
would thus be the verista chronicler of middle-class Triestine char¬ 
acters, streets, manners and modes. Most foreign critics, especially 
Cremieux and the French, have vaguely placed Svevo, because of 
his use of psychology, in the general trend of international 
“ advanced ” literature of the period between the first two World 
Wars, with Marcel Proust and James Joyce, though some critics 
have more wisely derived Svevo's psychology from Flaubert s 
realist novels, Madame Bovary, L’educatwn sentimentalc, Un 
camr simple and Bouvard et Pecuchet. It might prove more profit¬ 
able and conclusive, however, to place Svevo in a context of 
Austrian literature, and to compare him to Austrian novelists 
whose culture was not strictly German and who sometimes wrote 
in one or the other of the many languages spoken within the 
polyglot empire. Svevo thus shares some characteristics with such 
writers as Arthur Schnitzler, Robert Musil or Franz Kafka, all of 
whom wrote in German, and with a few Czech and Hungarian 
novelists. It seems as if the Austrian Empire, though not always 
strong enough to impose one language on all its subjects, yet 
diffused a common culture among the various peoples that lived 

within its borders. , f 

Svevo’s heroes all seem to be tormented by an intense lust for 

self-improvement, spiritual or social, for education, wisdom or 

learning, to better them or their positions; however mature or 

old, they still think themselves unprepared for the serious business 

of living. Zeno thus hopes always to cure himself of his vice of 

smoking, long hesitates between law and chemistry as professions, 
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then does nothing till circumstances force him into business where, 
much to his own surprise, he is successful. The heroes of Una 
Vita, As a Man Grows Older (Senili td) and Una burla riuscita 
(The Hoax) are not content with their petty clerical jobs, consider 
these far beneath their intelligence and culture, and hope or 
intend, some day, to devote all their time and talents to writing. 
The heroes of As a Man Grows Older and The Hoax, though each 
may have published a novel some years earlier and both still enjoy, 
in provincial society, considerable reputations as local intellectuals, 
are both unable to write anything new. The hero of The Hoax, 
for his own amusement or to compensate his inferiority complex, 
does indeed compose some animal fables that are included in the 
narrative; but Zeno, who never pretends to be a writer, also 
effortlessly composes two such fables and Svevo himself, in his 
years of literary sterility, wrote La Madre, another such animal 
fable to which he attached very little importance. If Zeno still 
manages to write his autobiography, it is only because this is part 
of the discipline of his psychoanalysis, whereas most of Svevo’s 
other heroes are content to dream of writing something in the 
vague future or are unable to express themselves at all. The heroes 
of Una Vita and The Story of the Nice Old Man indeed attempt to 
compose philosophic treatises, but they make no real progress in 
clarifying their thoughts or in consigning them to paper in an 
ordered form. In a bourgeois society of culture-snobs, illusions of 
intellectual grandeur thus compensate social or emotional malad¬ 
justment; but these illusions are no longer required to produce any 
tangible result, even if they may have in the past. 

Such “ hopeless ” characters appear in other Austrian novels; 
the Viennese Erriehungsroman had slipped from the more aristo¬ 
cratic level of Vilhelm Meister to that, so much more ineffectual, 
of the higher or lower urban bourgeoisie. In Robert MusiTs Der 
Mann chne Eigenschaften, Ulrich thus leaves the army to be an 
engineer and becomes a mathematician; throughout this vast 
novel, while developing his personality as an individual, the hero 
then skilfully avoids playing an active part in a society which he 
prefers to observe. The hero of Schnitzler’s Leutnant Gustl, in his 
doubts and hesitations about a duel, is even more closely related 
to a Svevo character, the hero of Una Vita, who finally evades a 
duel by committing suicide. 
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In his History of Italian literature, Attilio Momigliano notes 
that Svevo has been compared to Otto Weinmger, Proust Joyce 
and Freud. Neglecting the others, Momigliano concludes that 
Svevo’s arid psychology alone should distinguish him from Proust 
so much more lyrical: Svevo is more interested in intelligence 
than in fantasy/his psychology astonishes and convinces m its 
details but seems uncertain and diffuse in the whole , his char¬ 
acters offer too many possibilities and follow patterns tha are 

too synthetic. True, Svevo is more interested m the CaUS f^ v ° 
action than, as Proust, in emotion and memory; but Proust never 
re d Svevo and Svevo can have read Proust only after he himseff 

tad S» « leas, two of hi, thro, groat J 

three Tovce indeed, knew whole passages of Svevo s As a Man 
Grows older by heart; in 1906 Svevo and Joyce had met in Jnest 
and Joyce had given English lessons to Svevo. They remainedgrea 
c • a\t^a offpr 1021 Tovce recommended Zeno to his larisian 

gitfcs m 

analogy' there were coincidences rather than reciprocal influences 
even if Svevo and Joyce had both been strongly influenced by 
Flaubert and Maupassant before they first met in Trieste. 

H De Benedetti likewise compares Svevo’s characters to We 

mrnmm 

Wagnerian woman-hater who “mmUted ^u'cide, ^ 

,„ s ,„d ” fe „ the leaven of hi, 

toiotX, od . I™ th P « y sugg. S .i» >«1 

rsa 

law, Guido Speier, na i\ in Una Vita, seems to have 
sh'ared*theni Too!" Bu^ no Aing is easier and more misleading than 
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to explain an author’s peculiarities by pointing out that he is a 
Jew. The multiplicity of Svevo’s characters, their disquieting 
instability, anxiety, torturing self-analysis and hesitation, their 
endless preoccupation with reason and causality, like that of 
mediaeval Cabbalists trying to explain the cosmogony in terms of 
rational philosophy, all these are characteristic of W^eininger s 
logical Jew, an “evil” rationalist in a “good” irrational world; 
and they have ail been attributed generally, by anti-semitic critics, 
to other Jewish or partly Jewish artists, to Heine, Proust, Marcel 
Schwob, Kafka or Alberto Moravia. 

Robert Musil, in Der Mann ohnc Eigenschaften, also draws 
interesting portraits of two different types of Jew: Leo Fischl, a 
middle-class Viennese businessman, is a Jewish petit-bourgeois 
who, like Flaubert’s Homais, believes in progress and democracy, 
in science and realism, while Arnheim, a great Prussian Jew, is a 
caricature of Walther Rathenau, idealist of genius, great thinker 
and great statesman, gifted with a multiplicity of talents that 
assure him success in many fields. But Arnheim’s restlessness 
somehow undermines everything and arouses the suspicions and 
antipathy of Ulrich; and beneath his apparent ease, Arnheim is 
perhaps as nervous and unsure of himself as Fischl, whose faith 
in progress and democracy is again and again so grotesquely 
disappointed. 

If we attribute, however, all these symptoms of a disease com¬ 
mon among Jews, Jewish authors and Jewish characters, to the 
one fact that the patients are Jews, we are making the same mis¬ 
take as a physician who, observing that a disease attacks only 
human beings, confuses this symptom with its cause and declares 
that the patients are ill because they are all human. The Jew, such 
as Weininger describes him consciously and Svevo perhaps uncon¬ 
sciously, is indeed a victim of a psychological disease: living in a 
society that considers him different and often treats him excep¬ 
tionally, he either tends to imagine himself more different than 
he really is, so that he lives up to the character attributed to him, 
or else tries to cross the line ”, to ignore difference in treatment 
and to pretend that he is not a Jew or that there “ ain’t no such 
thing as a Jew. Both pseudo-assimilation and Zionism, and also 
the ambivalence of the individual hesitating between these 
extremes, are thus determined by society’s evaluation of the Jew 
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rather than by his being Jewish. If Svevo reveals Jewish traits in 
his style or his characters, he is indeed but illustrating the environ¬ 
mental influence of Austrian society which achieved the same 
results in other Jewish writers, in Kafka or Schmtzler, or in the 
Jewish characters of “Aryan” writers such as Robert Musil, 
rather than the influence of any real Jewish heredity or tradition. 

The influence of Freud, in Svevo’s later work, is certainly impor¬ 
tant. Zeno consults a psychoanalyst and discovers that he has an 
CEdipus complex: besides, the whole novel illustrates Freudian 
theory as clearly as a case-history, though A Sentimental Journey, 
Adolphe and La Nouvelle Heloise, written long before Freud s 
theories were formulated, also make excellent case-histories today. 
The Italian poet Eugenio Montale, writing a few days after Svevo s 
death, came closer to the truth, however when he observed that 
Zeno is “ tortured with the trick of bovarysme This term, 
invented by Jules de Gaultier to designate a peculiarity of the 
characters of Flaubert’s realistic novels, designates what Paul 
Bourget called “ le mal d’avoir connu l’image de la realite avant 
la realite ” and what Gaultier himself describes as le pouvoir 
departi a l’homme de se concevoir autre qu il " • Among 

Flaubert’s characters, Homais erroneously believed himself to be 
a positivist scientist; Madame Bovary, a great romantic hero.n 
bom to brilliant and spectacular loves; and Bouvard and Pecuchet 
thought they could acquire all knowledge by reading cheap 
compendia of pseudo-scientific vulgarization. But instead o: hav¬ 
ing only one wrong conception of themselves Svevo s bovaryste 
heroes tend to have several such conceptions and to wander shift¬ 
lessly from one misdirected ambition to another, one unsuccessful 
venture to another; they thus achieve the too many possibilities 
which Momigliano criticized and which relate them so closely to 
Musil’s Der Mann ohne Eigenschaften another bovarysU. The 
French critic Benjamin Cremieux is therefore right when he finds 
Una Vita “strongly influenced by Flaubert . But the nature of 
this influence and its exact significance cannot be found in Svevo s 
style and subject; it is to be found as indeed m Musi too, in 
Svevo’s approach to subject and in the way he handles it 

In Svevo’s first novel, Una Vita, the hero, Alfonso N.tti is a 
country lad who, in Trieste, becomes an unimportant employee 
of the Y busy Mailer Bank. Though conscious, at times, of some 
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moral or cultural superiority, Nitti yet feels incompetent and lost 
in this prosperous and enterprising world. In a moment of weak¬ 
ness or ambition, he becomes the lover of Annie Mailer, his rich 
employer’s daughter, a vain and corrupt culture-snob. Nitti’s 
passion is far more insincere and conscious of its insincerity than 
Madame Bovary’s love for Leon. Annie is also insincere, both 
amused and frightened by her own daring. The reader thus gradu¬ 
ally realizes the inevitability of their parting. Nitti is reduced, by 
the insincerity of his love and the very real misery of such unreal 
happiness, to a passive listlessness which ends in suicide. 

This is not, however, the romantic escape of Werther. In the 
age of neo-classical tragedy, the stoical hero had preferred death to 
slavery or disgrace. Later, Werther and the early Romantics, aristo¬ 
cratic idealists in an age of increasingly bourgeois opportunism, 
had preferred death, as an act of proud defiance, to the disappoint¬ 
ments of an inglorious life. The later. Romantics and decadents 
had sometimes advocated suicide as the poete maudit’s final affir¬ 
mation of individuality in a hostile world. All these still were, or 
tried to be, masters of their own destinies. But Alfonso Nitti’s 
despair goes even further than the confused defeatism of the 
decadent; weaker and even more completely defeated by reality 
and his surroundings, Nitti is led to suicide without any will to 
resist or defy fate, or to affirm himself even self-destructively. Life 
and reality are his enemies: he remains innocent of his own death. 
In Svevo’s more consciously modern later novel, in Zeno, Guido 
Speier’s suicide is even a manifestation of a neurotic drive or 
of economic pressure, no longer at all of individual reason or 
will. 

The end of Una Vita is death; that of Svevo's next novel. As a 
Man Grows Older, is hallucination, when the hero finds courage 
and a strange balance while the author gradually develops a new 
Stoicism. As a Man Grows Older reveals moreover another aspect 
of bovarysme: a false literary idealism which, applied to love, 
makes Emilio Brentani, a weak character afflicted with literary 
ambitions, believe that Angiolina, a commonplace provincial tart, 
is a veritable Beatrice. Emilio adorns Angiolina with all the 
qualities of the great heroines of literature; but she is gradually 
dragging him down, as Odette dragged Proust’s Swann, to her, 
own shoddy level. With the illness and death of his sister Amalia, 
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a mouse-like spinster whom Emilio neglects but who heroically 
conceals until her delirium her unrequited love for his best friend, 
he discovers how shabby his own jealous love has been. He then 
abandons Angiolina and returns to this futile life of dreams and 
vague ambitions; in his mind, he blends Angiolina and Amalia 
all the austere qualities of the spinster and the beauty of the tart 
and now lives in the imaginary company of a fantastic compound 

of irreconcilable personalities, real enough to him. 

Reviewing a few years ago the reprint of the English transla¬ 
tion of the Confessions of Zeno, the anonymous critic of the 
London Times pointed out that the episodes of the War, towards 
the end of the book, were not properly integrated within tht ‘ 
the structure of the work as a whole, and that As a Man Grows 
Older has far more unity as a work of art. In his studies of Proust, 
Robert Vigneron had similarly proved that Prousts unexpec ed 
experiences of love, for the original of Albertine and of the F 
World War, had introduced important elements into h.s work 
when he had already planned it as a whole and written a large 
part of it- and that these elements were never properly integrate! 
wYthin the existing structure, the beginning and end of which 
had been completed before Proust wrote all the middle o h, 
great work. The supreme unreason of war seems indeed to u 
farely within the reasonable structure of a proposed work of art. 
When war forces itself upon his attention, the creative writer is 
mduced0 hi, fundamental behef, From, ihu, became a «»d 
tional though sceptical patriot; Thomas Mann, in The Magic 
Mountain, a militarist who never questions the ethics of war, and 
Svevo treated the whole business as a sort of supreme Jewish ] 

Tn which all humanity is involved in the traditional role of the 

^Th^^As^M™ Grows Older thus lacks the final apocalyptic 
touch w 8 hich upsets the balance of the Confe iss.ont1 of Zeno as a 
work of art but at the same time raises it to the level ot a leveia 

F “ he 7 Uer a n g°e V It 

leYYr^whentfie full attention of some privileged artists could 
beTv’oS as in the last decades of the 

rTZn of the Screw or The Aspern Papers, 
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among the works of Henry James, offer us the same kind of unity 
in their structure and tone. Among Svevo's later works. The Hoax 
and The Story of the Nice Old Man likewise seem to illustrate 
this perfection, which is proof that Svevo was a truly great writer, 
one who knew what he wanted to create and was able to achieve 
it, not the chance author of one phenomenal work. 

As a Man Grows Older was published in 1898, five years after 
Una Vita. Critics and readers paid even less attention to it than 
to Svevo’s first novel, though Momigliano, Joyce and others, many 
years later, declared that As a Man Grows Older was Svevo’s best, 
most subtle and most poetic creation. La coscienza di Zeno was 
published twenty-five years later, in 1923. Did Svevo devote all 
the intervening years to the creation of his masterpiece? In the 
preface to the later edition of As a Man Grows Older, Svevo states 
that he was discouraged by the unsuccess of his second novel and 
abandoned writing for a long while; and his business, an impor¬ 
tant paint-factory that belonged to his wife’s family, certainly 
claimed most of his time, in the difficult years before, during and 
after the War. With Zeno, however, Svevo entered upon a second 
period of literary production, in its beginning scarcely more 
successful than the first. Though Trieste was now Italian, Italian 
readers were nearly as inaccessible, to the Triestine author whose 
style was not Tuscan nor regionalistic, as when he had been 
Austrian. Thanks to Joyce, a fragment of the new novel then 
appeared in French, in Le navire d’argent, early in 1926; the com¬ 
plete translation was later published by the Nouvelle revue 
frangaise, in 1927. Zeno’s success in Paris was immediate, and at 
once brought Svevo fame even in Italy. In 1926 alone, over fifty 
articles praised Svevo’s work in Italian newspapers and periodicals, 

t \ lan tw * ce as man Y a s had yet been devoted to him in his 
w ole liteiaiy life. During the remaining two years of his life, 
Svevo was perhaps one of the most discussed and feted writers in 
Europe; after his death, his fame rapidly diminished, though he 

still mtluenced a few younger Italian novelists, especially Alberto 
Moravia. y 

The works of Svevo’s second period, Zeno and the later stories, 
distinguish themselves from the earlier work by a greater subject¬ 
ivity m the treatment of the hero, who tells his story in the first 
person both in Zeno and in the unfinished II vecchione, and by a 
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greater objectivity in the treatment of detail, mcident, setting and 
feality. The characters are thus better integrated and their doubts 

and hesitations seem more justified, more clearly mot ™^ J 
their experiences; and their misfortunes, though no less poignant, 
seem less tragic or even become frankly humorous according to 
the mood of the reader. However maladjusted, Svevo's later heroes 

remain incurably and innocently hopeful in misfortunes 

and Zeno even wonders how man ever wandered in o this wor d 
where he fs so obviously a stranger. This congenital inability to 

keep in step with the surrounding world (and what intell '^ nt or 
good man, intent upon eternity, can feel at home in our evol and 
foolish age?), is the cause of all the unhappiness of Svevo s heroes 
and precludes the success of all conscious action in their lives I 
make P s them bungle everything that they ever attempt, so that 
thev are pleasantly surprised if chance or unconscious action bring 
success 6 Relegatedto the margin of social and economic activity 
instead of acting, they generally dream analyse and comment ^ 
the action of others or on the workings of chance, Sued oe a 

ment is also a characteristic of many Austrian heroes of Mugs 
Mann oh ne E.genschaften Schn.tzler s Mnt-. M • Jlke 

be iun° S ,n 0f so K m?characters of Luigi 

'Txszzrgz* r a is. 

Svevo s most Gent , ] ewis h name of Speier suggests 

7eno P s en rWal in and 1S then his brother-in-law, represents indeed the 
opposite type ofthe more virile » extrovert " who takes success for 
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granted and, at first, seems to achieve it with ease. In As a Man 
Grows Older, Emilio Brentani also finds such a contrary in Balli; 
but Balli is not made ridiculous, as is Speier, by repeated failure. 
The introvert heroes of Svevo’s two earlier novels indeed remain 
unsuccessful. In Una Vita, Nitti is finally defeated by his rival 
when Annie Mailer jilts him to marry Macario; in As a Man 
Grows Older, there is no competition, but Brentani is forced to 
observe Balli’s more successful general adjustment to life. In 
Svevo’s later fiction, it is the introvert who is successful: the hero 
of The Hoax makes a fortune out of the trick of which he was 
supposed to be victim, whereas Guido Speier, in Wife and Mistress, 
one of the chapters of Zeno, gets involved in a series of foolhardy 
adventures which, in another chapter, A Business Partnership, 
then lead him to bankruptcy and suicide, while Zeno, though 
convinced of his own clumsiness and impotence, yet manages to 
betray his wife and to have a mistress without experiencing any 
of the jealousies and complications which his brother-in-law Guido 
creates with his amorous intrigues. 

Zeno Cosini is nevertheless a sub-human type, the very anti¬ 
thesis of the Wagnerian or Nietzschean superman whom 
D’Annunzio and other Italian novelists tried to portray. Yet Zeno 
finds, in his own degradation, helplessness and clumsiness, a real 
greatness and triumph, far more human than the arrogance of the 
heroes of D’Annunzio’s II F uoco or II Piacere. Zeno is indeed, as 
Cremieux aptly remarked of all Svevo’s characters, a sort of 
Triestine brother of Charlie Chaplin; and this little sub-man 
becomes a real superman through a stoical consciousness of his 
weaknesses which allows him to overcome them. Such a con¬ 
sciousness is the only greatness that man, through humility, can 
ever hope to attain; without it, the superman is a fool or a 
phoney, wrestling blindly with fate and both preparing and 
hastening the fall which his arrogance deserves. Federico Stern¬ 
berg wisely defines the fragile happiness of Zeno as 44 the balance 
of the unbalanced ”, while Momigliano compares Svevo’s world 
to that of another sub-human Italian literary hero of the same 
decade, G. A. Borgese’s Rube: “ His characters are intelligent but 
disoriented . . . and thus unadapted to social living.” 

The structure of Zeno is moreover as important as its psychology 
and illustrates a new departure in the technique of novel-writing. 
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With no real continuity of time and narrative, the book unfolds 
as a series of detached episodes or essays which aU, except for th 
oreface are written by Zeno in the first person. The Palace is 

biography would be a good prelude to his analysis . but Z 

in spite of its uncomplimentary aUusions to himself and 
Sd Svevo's style too has changed since his earlier works : it seems 

no longer tends on y ° u ^ ’ WQrlds an( j t he private con- 
inward too, towards the sub] . of the writer an d 

figurations of emotion and mea " in 8 d Auden 

hfc readers. It is perhaps significant that Joth^vw. ^ ^ ^ 

studied modern Austrian psyc 8^ ^ q{ Gwwlt whic h may 

was very much interested in th and Kafka . With the 

have influenced also th cultural traditions or interests 

r x- xsxxsxrx s 
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sion, reaching out in all directions, past, present and future, from 
each central episode, instead of following the simple line of 
traditional narrative. The order of Svevo’s minor episodes is often 
determined by their psychological significance, or their emotional 
relationship to other episodes. Proust, at the Guermantes ball m 
Le temps rctrouve, lost all sense of time and confused grown 
daughters with their mothers whom he had known years earlier; 
in II vecchionc, Svevo’s aged hero mistakes a girl whom he sees in 
the present for one whom he knew in the distant past, now a 
woman as old as himself, and remarks: 44 1 am not able to find 


my way very surely in time.” 

Zeno experiences this same uncertainty in time, when he tries, 
in the Preamble, to write his autobiography. He had read a psycho¬ 
analytic text-book, followed its instructions, prepared paper and 
pencil. But his experiment fails. In a sleepy chaos of boredom and 
doubt, the promised resurrection of the past refuses to materialize; 
finally, Zeno abandons his pursuit of the past, since he is now 
so far from the images which should precede sleep, and decides to 
repeat the experiment on the morrow. 

The second episode. Smoking, describes Zeno’s success: the past 
is recaptured, through no conscious effort, by a natural weakness 
which leads Zeno, as so often before, to ponder the problem of his 
dreadful addiction to tobacco. His whole past suddenly unfolds 
from the memory of an old-fashioned cigarette-package, bearing 
the Austrian crest of the double-headed eagle, of a type that is no 
longer sold in Trieste. Proust remembered the whole past of 
Combray when he tasted a madeleine, dipped in tea, like those 
that he used to eat when he visited his old aunt in her house 


there; Zeno’s memories, in the same manner, now unfold from 
this memory of his first cigarettes. He had intended to write his 
autobiography, following the laws of factual causality, ah ovo; 
now he discovers that his whole life, all his emotional develop¬ 
ment and i nhappiness, seem to have been determined by his 
smoking. Oscar Wilde once said he could resist everything except 
temptation, and Zeno tells us how, unable to cure himself of 
smoking by merely refusing to smoke, he was forced to adopt the 
more drastic course of having himself interned in a nursing-home, 
which involved him in bribing and seducing the nurse to procure 
himself some cigarettes, then in suspecting his wife of betraying 
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him with the doctor and finally in escaping by night l.ke a 

criminal from a prison or a lunatic from an asylum>• 

Zeno’s resurrection of the past seems almost necromantic 
identifies his own birth with that of the vice which, he thinks has 
wrecked his life. He thus establishes some sympathetic connect 
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The story of my marriage tells how Zeno, unable to extricate 
himself from a misunderstanding or a deliberately planned trap, 
is forced to marry, without loving her, the second and ugly 
Malfenti daughter, a girl who really loves him, after he had been 
refused by the eldest and the third, each of whom he had loved; 
but in this woman who was not even of his own choice, Zeno 
finds the ideal wife. 

In the last chapter. Psychoanalysis, Zeno describes how, pur¬ 
sued throughout life by a feeling of maladjustment, disease or 
madness, he finally consults a psychoanalyst whom he finds far 
more mad than himself. Nor is this a factual criticism of psycho¬ 
analysis or of analysts in general; it is rather a necessary element 
of Svevo’s dialectical plot. The analyst tells Zeno to write an 
autobiography; the order in which the memories return to the 
patient and the configurations which they form in his mind may 
reveal their significance and the source of his neurosis. When the 
analyst finally tells Zeno that he is cured but must continue his 
treatment for “ re-education ”, Zeno protests that he is not cured, 
refuses to continue his treatment and stops writing his auto¬ 
biography. At this point, the war separates Zeno from his family, 
his analyst and his business-associate, all of whom have fled 
Trieste. He now finds himself perfectly adjusted and cured, even 
successful on his own as a businessman in very hard times. From 
Switzerland, the analyst then writes to Zeno that he is not cured 
and asks for the remaining sections of the autobiography, which 
Zeno hastens to write and send. . . . 

When he wrote Zeno and the other works of his second period, 
Svevo had, it seems, become reconciled to man’s helplessness and 
to the inevitable duality of intention and achievement, character 
and surroundings, ambition and real life. His later heroes are 
happier than those of his earlier works and, though no better 
fitted for life than Alfonso Nitti or Emilio Brentani, are treated 
less hard by fate, causality and their surroundings; they even 
sometimes achieve success, though much to their surprise and 
rarely as a result of planned effort. In Una Vita, it is Nitti, the 
hero, who commits suicide. In A Business Partnership, Zeno is 
convinced of his own inefficiency, yet never loses his head when 
business becomes difficult, whereas Guido, the “ virile extrovert ”, 
becomes hysterical and commits suicide like a disappointed 
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Romantic; and it is the introvert hero who then saves Guido’s 
widow's fortune. In The Hoax, probably written not much later, 
Svevo tells how an elderly bank-clerk with literary ambitions is 
misled, by a practical joker, into accepting a phoney contract for 
the German translation of his early novel; he then sells the 
royalties “forward" and, owing to the inflation of the Austrian 
currency, discovers that, thanks to this valueless contract, he had 
made a small fortune in Italian currency, like any “ bear " in the 
foreign exchange market, though he would never have dared, 
without his valueless contract, to gamble at all in this manner. 
Zeno had similarly earned his father-in-law’s admiration by for¬ 
getting to sell some shares when their value was rapidly falling, 
then selling them at a profit months later, when their value had 
risen again and Malfenti had already sustained a considerable loss 
by selling “ at the right moment 

Zeno found peace when he concluded that all humanity is evil 
and foolish. He then describes, in a fable to end all fables, what 
will be the end of our world. But his Day of Jehoshaphat is no 
longer Dante’s: “ When all the poison gases (of the war) are 
exhausted, a man, made like all other men of flesh and blood, 
will, in the quiet of a room, invent an explosive of such potency 
that all the explosives in existence will seem like harmless toys 
beside it. And another man, made in his image and in the image 
of all the rest, but a little weaker than them, will steal that 
explosive and crawl to the centre of the earth with it, and place 
it just where he calculates it would have the maximum effect. 
There will be a tremendous explosion, but none will hear it and 
the earth will return to its nebulous state and go wandering 
through the sky, free at last from parasites and disease."* 

Svevo’s plots follow rigidly dialectical schemes which resolve 
contraries in a steady progression through endless dilemmas, 
reversals and other devices, from the unhappiness of Una Vita 


* This essay was first written and published in Horizon during the war- 
years. The invention of the atom-bomb had not yet added further 
verisimilitude to the ironic predictions of Zeno; and the recent publica¬ 
tion, in post-war Italy, of a vast mass of critical and biographical material 
concerning Svevo, including a posthumous volume of his stories and a 
pamphlet of memoirs written by his widow, had not yet corroborated 
much that I already suspected. 
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or the beginning of Zeno to the happiness of the end of Zeno or of 
II vecchione, from confusion to order, strife to peace. Time thus 
becomes functional in the narrative, no longer what E. M. Forster, 
in Aspects of the Novel, calls 44 and then . . . and then ", but a 
real 44 because Plot-devices and humour also acquire a structural 
value and slapstick misunderstandings generate plot rather than 
adorn it. Few contemporary novelists have handled plot in this 
44 tragic ” and unrealistic manner with the two-edged ironies of 
Jewish jokes; and the styles and plots of those who have, Proust, 
Kafka, Thomas Mann or Musil, are not always as humorous or as 
imitative of real life as Svevo’s. In Svevo’s later novels, the strong 
man, Guido Speier, turns out to be weak; the weak fool, Zeno, or 
the hero of The Hoax, turns out to be strong and wise; the lunatic 
reveals himself sane; the sane man commits suicide. Whether 
their context be that of comedy or of tragedy, such episodes can 
reveal what Dante called literal, moral, allegorical and anago- 
gical meaning; and it seems as if the novel has thus at last 
achieved an art-form which allows its action, without extrane¬ 
ous commentary, to illustrate deep philosophic thought and 
conviction. 


Svevo may, it seems, have also been influenced by Dostoiewsky. 
But Zeno and his other fools rarely have the more unequivocally 
tragic quality of the hero of The Idiot; on the contrary, their 
greatness is that of heroes of comedy such as those of Moliere, 
though such episodes as that of the broken vase, in The Idiot, 
abound also in Zeno, where they acquire a new, almost farcical 
and still intensely tragic significance. 

In the difficult decline of the Roman Empire, when civilization, 
as in our atomic age, seemed to be menaced from within by itself 
as much as from without, educated Romans began to believe that 
the end of the world was near; some turned to the pessimistic 
doctrines of Augustinian Christianity, which affirmed that man 
was foolish and evil, others to the pagan doctrines of Zeno the 
toic, who explained that the world, every few thousand years, 
sank into chaos and flames to rise again, purified and new, as a 
phoenix from its own ashes. Svevo was perhaps thinking of the 
b oic when he named his most memorable hero: Zeno Cosini is 
certainly far more stoical, in his misfortune, than Svevo’s .earlier 
heroes. In II vecchione, the unfinished last novel, the hero is a 
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very old man, stoically at peace with the world; had Svevo, an 
old man, finished this work, it would have contrasted clearly with 
As a Man Grows Older, his youthful anticipation of old age. All 
passion spent, Svevo found peace, wisdom, mature strength, 
objectivity, not in hallucination but in reality. 

EDOUARD RODITI 




Preface 


I am the doctor who is sometimes spoken of in rather unflatter¬ 
ing terms in this novel. Anyone familiar with psychoanalysis will 
know to what he should attribute my patient’s hostility. 

About psychoanalysis I shall here say nothing, for there is quite 
enough about it elsewhere in this book. I must apologize for 
having persuaded my patient to write his autobiography. Students 
of psychoanalysis will turn up their noses at such an unorthodox 
proceeding. But he was old and I hoped that in the effort of recall¬ 
ing his past he would bring it to life again, and that the writing 
of his autobiography would be a good preparation for the treat¬ 
ment. And I still think my idea was a good one, for it gave me 
some quite unexpected results, which would have been better still 
if the patient had not suddenly thrown up his cure just at the 
most interesting point, thus cheating me of the fruits of my long 
and patient analysis of these memoirs. 

I take my revenge by publishing them, and I hope he will be 
duly annoyed. I am quite ready, however, to share the financial 
spoils with him on condition that he resumes his treatment. He 
seemed to feel intense curiosity about himself. But he little knows 
what surprises lie in wait for him, if someone were to set about 
analysing the mass of truths and falsehoods which he has collected 
here. 



Introduction 




See my childhood? Now that i am separated from it by 
over fifty years, my presbyopic eyes might perhaps reach to it if 
the light were not obscured by so many obstacles. The years like 
impassable mountains rise between me and it, my past years and 
a few brief hours in my life. 

The doctor advised me not to insist too much on looking so far 
back. Recent events, he says, are equally valuable for him, and 
above all my fancies and dreams of the night before. But I like to 
do things in their order, so directly I left the doctor (who was 
going to be away from Trieste for some time) I bought and read a 
book on psychoanalysis, so that I might begin from the very begin¬ 
ning, and make the doctor's task easier. It is not difficult to under¬ 
stand, but very boring. I have stretched myself out after lunch in 
an easy chair, pencil and paper in hand. All the lines have disap¬ 
peared from my forehead as I sit here with mind completely 
relaxed. I seem to be able to see my thoughts as something quite 
apart from myself. I can watch them rising, falling, their only 
form of activity. I seize my pencil in order to remind them that 
it is the duty of thought to manifest itself. At once the wrinkles 
collect on my brow as I think of the letters that make up every 
word. The present surges up and dominates me, the past is blotted 
out. 

Yesterday I tried to let myself go completely. The result was 
that I fell into a deep sleep and experienced nothing except a 
great sense of refreshment, and the curious sensation of having 
seen something important while I was asleep. But what it was I 
could not remember; it had gone for ever. 

But today this pencil will prevent my going to sleep. I dimly 
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see certain strange images that seem to have no connection with 
my past; an engine puffing up a steep incline dragging endless 
coaches after it. Where can it all come from? Where is it going? 
How did it get there at all? 

In my half-waking state I remember it is stated in my textbook 
that this system will enable one to recall one’s earliest childhood, 
even when one was in long clothes. I at once see an infant in long 
clothes, but why should I suppose that it is me? It does not bear 
the faintest resemblance to me, and I think it is probably my 
sister-in-law’s baby, which was born a few weeks ago and dis¬ 
played to us as such a miracle because of its tiny hands and 
enormous eyes. Poor child! 

Remember my own infancy, indeed ! Why it is not even in my 
power to warn you, while you are still an infant, how important 
it is for your health and your intelligence that you should forget 
nothing. When, I wonder, will you learn that one ought to be 
able to call to mind every event of one’s life, even those one would 
rather forget ? Meanwhile, poor innocent, you continue to explore 
your tiny body in search of pleasure; and the exquisite discoveries 
you make will bring you in the end disease and suffering, to which 
those who least wish it will contribute. What can one do? It is 
impossible to watch over your cradle. Mysterious forces are at 
work within you, child, strange elements combine. Each passing 
moment contributes its re-agent. 

Not all those moments can be pure, with such manifold chances 
of infection. And then—you are of the same blood as some that 
I know well. Perhaps the passing moments may be pure; not so 
the long centuries that went into your making. 

But I have come a long way from the images that herald sleep. 
I must try again tomorrow. 


The Last Cigarette 


When i spoke to the doctor about my weakness for smok- 

^S he told me to begin my analysis by tracing the growth of that 
habit from the beginning. 

Write away ! ” he said, “ and you will see how soon you begin 
to get a clear picture of yourself.” 

I think I can write about smoking here at my table without 
sitting down to dream in that armchair. I don’t know how to 
begin. I must invoke the aid of all those many cigarettes I have 
smoked, identical with the one I have in my hand now. 

I have just made a discovery. I had quite forgotten that the first 
cigarettes I ever smoked are no longer on the market. They were 
made first in 1870 in Austria and were sold in little cardboard 
boxes stamped with the double-headed eagle. Wait a minute ! Sud¬ 
denly several people begin to collect round one of those boxes; I 
can distinguish their features and vaguely remember their names, 
but this unexpected meeting does not move me in any way. I must 
try and look into it more closely. I will see what the armchair can 
do. No, now they have faded away and change into ugly, mock¬ 
ing caricatures. 

I come back discouraged to the table. 

One of the figures was Giuseppe, a youth of about my own age 
with a rather hoarse voice, and the other was a brother of mine, 
a year younger than me, who died some years ago. Giuseppe 
must have been given quite a lot of money by his father, and 
treated us to some of those cigarettes. But I am positive that he 
gave my brother more than me, and that I was therefore obliged 
to try and get hold of some for myself. And that was how I came 
to steal. In the summer my father used to leave his waistcoat on a 
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chair in the lobby, and in the pocket there was always some change 
to be found; I took out the coin I needed for buying one of those 
precious little boxes, and smoked the ten cigarettes it contained 
one after the other, lest I might be betrayed if I carried about with 
me such a compromising booty. 

All this was lying dormant in my mind and so close at hand. It 
had never come to life before, because it is only now that I realize 
its possible significance. So now I traced my bad habits back to 
the very beginning and (who knows?) I may be cured already. I 
will light one last cigarette, just to try, and probably I shall throw 
it away in disgust. 

Now I remember that my father surprised me one day while I 
was holding his waistcoat in my hand. With a brazenness which 
I should never have now and which horrifies me even so long after 
(perhaps this feeling of disgust is going to be very important in my 
cure), I told him that I had suddenly felt a great curiosity to count 
the buttons. My father laughed at my mathematical or sartorial 
bent and never noticed that I had my fingers in his waistcoat 
pocket. To my credit be it said, his laughing at me like that for 
being so innocent when I knew I was guilty was quite enough to 
prevent me ever stealing again. At least, I did steal afterwards, but 
without realizing it. My father used to leave half-smoked Virginia 
cigars lying about on the edge of a table or a chest of drawers. I 
thought it was his way of getting rid of them and I really believe 
that our old servant Catina used to throw them away. I began 
smoking them in secret. The very fact of hiding them sent a kind 
of shudder through me, for I knew how sick they would make me. 
Then I would smoke them till cold drops of perspiration stood on 
my forehead and I felt horribly bad inside. No one could say that 
as a child I lacked determination. 

I remember perfectly how my father cured me of that habit too. 
I had come back one summer’s day from a school excursion, tired 
and very hot. My mother helped me to undress and then made me 
lie down in a dressing-gown and try and go to sleep on the sofa 
where she was sitting sewing. I was very nearly asleep, but my 
eyes were still full of sunlight and I couldn’t quite get off. The 
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delicious sensation one has at that age, when one is able to rest 
after being very tired, is so real to me even now that I almost feel 
as if I were still lying there close to her dear body. 

I lemember the large airy room where we children used to play 
and which now, in these days when space is so precious, is divided 
in two. My brother plays no part in the scene, which surprises me 
because he must have been on that excursion too and would surely 
have been resting with me. Was he asleep, perhaps, at the other 
end of the great sofa? I picture the place, but it seems to be empty. 
All I see is myself resting there so happily, my mother, and then 
my father, whose words still echo in my ears. He had come in 
without noticing I was there, for he called out aloud • 

“ Maria ! ” 

My mother made a soft hushing sound and pointed to me, lying 
as she thought drowned in sleep, but in reality wide awake, and 
merely afloat upon the ocean of sleep. I was so pleased at my father 
having to treat me with such consideration that I kept perfectly 
still. 

My father began complaining in a low voice: 

“ 1 really think I must be going mad. I am almost sure I left half 
a cigar lying on that chest half an hour ago, and now I can’t find 
it. I must be ill. I can’t remember anything.” 

Only my mother’s fear of waking me prevented her from laugh¬ 
ing. She answered in the same low voice: 

“ But no one has been into this room since luncheon.” 

My father muttered: 

“I know that. And that is just why I think I am going mad.” 

He turned on his heel and went out. 

I half opened my eyes and looked at my mother. She had settled 
down again to her work, and she still had a smile on her face. She 
would surely not have smiled like that at my father’s fears if she 
believed he was really going mad. Her smile made such a deep 
impression on me that I immediately recognized it when I saw it 
one day long afterwards on my wife’s lips. 

Later on, lack of money was no obstacle to my satisfying my 
craving, but any prohibition sufficed to excite it. 
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I smoked continually, hidden in all sorts of secret places. I 
particularly remember one half-hour spent in a dark cellar, because 
I was so terribly unwell afterwards. I was with two other boys, 
but the only thing I remember about them is the childish clothes 
they wore: two pairs of short knickers which I see standing up 
quite solidly as if the limbs that once filled them had not been 
dissolved by time. We had a great many cigarettes and we wanted 
to see who could smoke most in the shortest time. I won, and 
stoically hid the physical distress this strange experiment caused 
me. Afterwards we went out into the sunshine again. I had to shut 
my eyes or I should have fainted on the spot. By degrees I 
recovered and boasted of my victory. Then one of the boys said: 

“ I don’t care about losing. I only smoke so long as I enjoy it.” 

I remember his sensible words, but have quite forgotten the 
boy’s face, though it was probably turned towards me while he 
spoke them. 

But at that time I didn’t know whether I liked or hated the taste 
of cigarettes and the condition produced by nicotine. When I dis¬ 
covered that I really hated it all, it was much worse. That was 
when I was about twenty. For several weeks I suffered from a 
violent sore throat accompanied by fever. The doctor ordered me 
to stay in bed and to give up smoking entirely. I remember being 
struck by that word entirely, which the fever made more vivid. I 
saw a great void and no means of resisting the fearful oppression 
which emptiness always produces. 

When the doctor had left, my father, who was smoking a cigar, 
stayed on a little while to keep me company (my mother had 
already been dead some years). As he was going away he passed 
his hand gently over my feverish brow and said: 

“ No more smoking, mind ! ” 

I was in a state of fearful agitation. I thought: “ As it’s so bad 
for me I won’t smoke any more, but I must first have just one 
last smoke.” I lit a cigarette and at once all my excitement died 
down, though the fever seemed to get worse, and with every puff 
at the cigarette my tonsils burned as if a firebrand had touched 
them. I smoked my cigarette solemnly to the end as if I were 
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fulfilling a vow. And though it caused me agony. I smoked many 
more during that illness. My father would come and go, always 
with a cigar in his mouth, and say from time to time: 

“ Bravo! A few days more of no smoking and you will be 
cured! ” 

It only needed that phrase to make me long for him to get out 
of the room instantly so that I might begin smoking again at 
once. I would pretend to be asleep in order to get rid of him 
quicker. 

This illness was the direct cause of my second trouble: the 
trouble I took trying to rid myself of the first. My days became 
filled with cigarettes and resolutions to give up smoking, and, to 
make a clean sweep of it, that is more or less what they are still. 
The dance of the last cigarette which began when I was twenty 
has not reached its last figure yet. My resolutions are less drastic 
and, as I grow older, I become more indulgent to my weaknesses. 
When one is old one can afford to smile at life and all it contains. 

I may as well say that for some time past I have been smoking a 
great many cigarettes and have given up calling them the last. 

1 find the following entry on the front page of a dictionary, 
beautifully written and adorned with a good many flourishes: 

2 February, 1886. Today I finish my la w studies and take up 
chemistry. Last cigarette!! 

That was a very important last cigarette. I remember by what 
hopes it was attended. I was irritated by canon law, which seemed 
to me so remote from life, and I fled to science in the hope of find¬ 
ing life itself, though imprisoned in a retort. That last cigarette 
was the emblem of my desire for activity (even manual) and for 
calm, clear, sober thought. 

But when I could no longer accept all the endless combinations 
of carbonic acid gas I went back to law. That was a mistake, alas, 
and that too had to be celebrated by a last cigarette. I have come 
across the date on the cover of a book. That was an important one 
too, and I applied myself with the utmost ardour, to the intricate 
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problems of “mine” and “thine”, and shook off for ever the 
series of carbon combinations. I had proved myself unsuited to 
chemistry because of my lack of manual skill. How was it possible 
for me to have any when I went on smoking like a Turk? 

While I sit here analysing myself a sudden doubt assails me: 
did I really love cigarettes so much because I was able to throw 
all the responsibility for my own incompetence on them? Who 
knows whether, if I had given up smoking, I should really have 
become the strong perfect man I imagined? Perhaps it was this 
very doubt that bound me to my vice, because life is so much 
pleasanter if one is able to believe in one’s own latent greatness. 
I only put this forward as a possible explanation of my youthful 
weakness, but without any very great conviction. 

Now that I am old and no one expects anything of me, I con¬ 
tinue to pass from cigarette to resolution and back again. What is 
the point of such resolutions today? Perhaps I am like that aged 
dyspeptic in Goldoni, who wanted to die healthy after having 
been ill all his life! 

Once when I was a student I changed my lodgings, and had 
to have the walls of my room repapered at my own expense 
because I had covered them with dates. Probably I left that room 
just because it had become the tomb of my good resolutions, and 
I felt it impossible to form any fresh ones there. 

I am sure a cigarette has a more poignant flavour when it is 
the last. The others have their own special taste too, peculiar to 
them, but it is less poignant. The last has an aroma all its own, 
bestowed by a sense of victory over oneself and the sure hope of 
health and strength in the immediate future. The others are 
important too, as an assertion of one’s own freedom, and when 
one lights them one still has a vision of that future of health and 
beauty, though it has moved a little further off. 

The dates on my walls displayed every variety of colour and I 
had painted some of them in oils. The latest resolution, renewed 
in the most ingenuous good faith, found appropriate expression 
in the violence of its colours, which aimed at making those of the 
preceding one pale before it. I had a partiality for certain dates 
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because their figures went well together. I remember one of last 
century which seemed as if it must be the final monument to my 
vice: “Ninth day of the ninth month, in the year 1899.“ Surely 
a most significant date! The new century furnished me with 
other dates equally harmonious, though in a different way. “ First 
day of the first month in the year 1901.“ Even today I feel that 
if only that date could repeat itself I should be able to begin a 
new life. 

But there is no lack of dates in the calendar, and with a little 
imagination each of them might be adapted to a good resolution. 
I remember the following, for instance, because it seemed to me to 
contain an undeniable categorical imperative: “ Third day of the 
sixth month, in the year 1912, at 24 o’clock.” It sounds as if each 
number doubled the one before. 

The year 1913 gave me a moment’s pause. The thirteenth 
month, which ought to have matched the year, was missing. But 
of course such exact mathematical correspondence is hardly 
necessary to set off a last cigarette. Some dates that I have put 
down in books or on the backs of favourite pictures arrest one’s 
attention by their very inconsequence. For example, the third day 
of the second month of the year 1905 at six o’clock! It has its 
own rhythm, if you come to think of it, for each figure in turn 
contradicts the one that went before. Many events too, in fact all 
from the death of Pius IX to the birth of my son, I thought 
deserved to be celebrated by the customary iron resolution. All 
my family marvel at my memory for anniversaries, grave or gay, 
and they attribute it to my nice sympathetic nature ! 

In order to make it seem a little less foolish I tried to give a 
philosophic content to the malady of “the last cigarette”. You 
strike a noble attitude, and say: “ Never again ! ” But what 
becomes of the attitude if you keep your word? You can only 
preserve it if you keep on renewing your resolution. And then 
Time, for me, is not that unimaginable thing that never stops. 
For me, but only for me, it comes again. 

Ill-health is a conviction, and I was born with that conviction. 

I should not remember much about the illness I had when I was 
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twenty if I had not described it to a doctor at the time. It is 
curious how much easier it is to remember what one has put into 
words than feelings that never vibrated on the air. 

I went to that doctor because I had been told that he cured 
nervous diseases by electricity. I thought I might derive from 
electricity the strength necessary to give up smoking. 

The doctor was a stout man and his asthmatic breathing 
accompanied the clicking of the electrical machine that he set in 
motion at my very first visit. This was rather a disappointment, 
for I thought the doctor would make an examination of me and 
discover what poison it was which was polluting my blood. But 
he only said that my constitution was sound, and that since I 
complained of bad digestion and sleeplessness he supposed my 
stomach lacked acids and that the peristaltic action was weak; 
he repeated that word so many times that I have never forgotten 
it. He prescribed me an acid that ruined my inside, for I have 
suffered ever since from overacidity. 

When I saw that he would never discover the nicotine in my 
blood himself, I thought I would help him, and suggested that my 
ill-health was probably due to that. He shrugged his great 
shoulders wearily: 

“ Peristaltic action—acid. It has nothing to do with nicotine ! ” 

He gave me seventy electric treatments, and I should be having 
them still if I had not decided I had had enough. I did not hasten 
to my appointments so much because I expected miraculous 
results, as because I hoped to persuade the doctor to order me to 
give up smoking. Things might have turned out very differently 
if I had had a command like that with which to fortify my 
resolutions. 

This is the description I gave the doctor of my illness: 

“ I am incapable of studying, and on the few occasions when I 
go to bed early I lie awake till the first bells begin to ring. And 
that is why I continue to waver between law and chemistry, 
because both those sciences oblige one to begin work at a stated 
time, whereas I never know at what time I shall be able to get 
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“ Electricity cures every form of insomnia,” announced /Escula- 
pius, his eyes fixed as usual on his quadrant instead of on his 
patient. 

I began talking to him about psychoanalysis as if I expected 
him to understand it; for I was one of the first, though timidly, 
to dabble in it. 

I told him of my troubles with women. I was not satisfied with 
one or even with many; I desired them all ! My excitement as I 
walked along the streets was intense; whenever I passed a woman, 
I wanted to possess her. I stared at them insolently, because I 
wanted to feel as brutal as possible. I undressed them in imagina¬ 
tion down to their shoes. I held them in my arms and only let 
them go when I was sure that I knew every part of them. 

I might have spared my breath. All my sincerity was wasted. 
The doctor snorted: 

“ I hope the electrical treatment won’t cure you of that disease. 
A fine state of things that would be ! I would never touch a high 
frequency again if I thought that it was going to have that effect.” 

He told me what he thought to be a very spicy anecdote. Some¬ 
one who was suffering from my complaint went to a famous 
doctor hoping to be cured; but the doctor having treated him 
with complete success was obliged to leave the town, otherwise 
the patient would have torn him limb from limb. 

“ My excitement is not normal,” I yelled. ” It comes from the 
poison burning in my veins ! ” 

The doctor muttered sympathetically: 

“ No one is ever satisfied with his lot.” 

And it was in order to convince him that I did what he had 
neglected to do, and studied all the symptoms of my disease in 
detail. 

My absent-mindedness! That was another obstacle to my 
studies. When I was at Graz preparing for my first examination 
I carefully made a note of all the texts I should need up to the 
very last exam. The result was that a few days before my examina¬ 
tion I discovered I had been studying things that I should only 
need several years later. So I was obliged to put off taking it. It is 
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true that I had not studied anything very closely, but that was 
the fault of a girl who lived over the way, and who flirted out¬ 
rageously with me, though it went no further. 

If she appeared at the window I had no eyes for my books. What 
a fool, to waste one’s time over such things 1 I remember her 
small, pale face at the window, its oval framed in gay auburn 
curls. I used to sit and gaze at her and dream of crushing her 
whiteness and ruddy gold on my pillow. 

/Esculapius murmured: 

“ Nevertheless flirting has something to be said for it. At my 
age you won’t want to flirt any more.” 

Today I am convinced he knew nothing whatever about flirt¬ 
ing. I have reached fifty-seven and I can guarantee that if I don’t 
give up smoking, and if psychoanalysis does not cure me, my 
dying eyes will be lifted in desire to the nurse by my death-bed, 
supposing she does not happen to be my wife, and that my wife 
allows me to have a pretty one ! 

I was frank as if I were making my confession. I was not in 
love with women as a whole, but only with parts of them. I was 
always attracted by small feet, especially if well shod, by a slender 
and well-rounded neck, and by very small breasts. I was proceed¬ 
ing to enumerate all the other parts of the female anatomy when 
the doctor interrupted with: 

4 All those parts make up the women as a whole.” 

Then I said something that seemed to me of great importance: 

44 Sane, normal love embraces the whole woman with every 
quality of mind and character.” 

Up to that time I had never experienced such a love, and when 

I did, even that did not restore me to health, but it is worth 

recording that I detected symptoms of disease in what the 

specialist regarded as healthy, and that my diagnosis turned out 
to be right. 

I found more understanding of my complaint in a friend of 
mine who was not a doctor. It is true he could not cure me, but 
he struck a new note in my life which still echoes there. 

My friend was a rich man who employed his leisure in reading 
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and writing. He talked much better than he wrote, so that few 
suspected how profoundly learned he really was. He was a great 
fat man, and when I knew him he was very energetically under¬ 
going treatment for getting thin. In a very short time his success 
was such that people made a point of walking beside him in the 
street, in order to enjoy the contrast between their own robustness 
and his emaciation. I envied him his strength of will, and so 
long as his cure lasted I was always going to see him. He invited 
me to feel how his stomach was getting smaller day by day, and 
out of pure envy I said to him one day, maliciously hoping to 
weaken his purpose: 

But what will you do with all that loose skin when your 
cure is finished? ” 

He replied with the utmost calm, which gave quite a comic 
expression to his emaciated face: 

“ ^o days’ time I shall begin my massage treatment.” 

He had arranged every detail of his cure beforehand, and one 
felt sure he would keep to it with the utmost regularity. 

It gave me a great feeling of confidence, and I described my 
malady to him. I remember the description quite well. I explained 
to him that giving up three meals a day seemed to me nothing 
compared with the task of making a fresh resolution every moment 
not to smoke another cigarette. If you use up all your energy in 
making resolutions you have no time for anything else, for it 
takes a Julius Caesar to be able to do two things at once. It is true 
there is no need for me to do any work so long as my agent Olivi 
is alive, but didn’t he think it a disgrace for somebody like me 
to spend his whole time dreaming, or strumming on the violin, 
for which I have really no aptitude? 

My fat friend, now so much reduced, was silent for a while. He 
was a man of method and first he had to think it all out. Then 
with a magisterial air, very becoming to one with his reasoning 
powers, he explained that I was really suffering from my resolu¬ 
tions much more than from the cigarettes. I ought to try and 
cure myself without making any resolutions. According to him 
my personality in the course of years had become divided in two. 

B* 
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one of which gave orders while the other was only a slave which, 
directly the supervision was relaxed, disobeyed its master s orders 
out of sheer love of liberty. So that what I ought to do was to 
give it absolute freedom and at the same time look my vice in the 
face as if it was something new and I were meeting it for the 
first time. I must not fight it, I must first forget it and treat it 
with complete indifference, turning my back on it as if it were 
not worthy to keep me company. Simple, wasn’t it? 

In fact it did seem to me quite a simple matter. And it is true 
that having with much difficulty banished every resolution from 
my mind I managed to refrain from smoking for several hours. 
But when my mouth was cleansed from the taste of smoke it had 
an innocent feeling like that of a new-born baby, and I felt a long¬ 
ing for a cigarette. Directly I had smoked it I felt remorse and 
again began making the very resolution I had tried to suppress. 
The way was longer, but the end was the same. 

That wretch Olivi suggested one day that we should have a 
bet together in order to strengthen my resolution. 

I think that Olivi must always have looked exactly the same as 
he does now. I always see him like this—rather bent, but solidly 
built; and to me he has always looked just as old as he does today, 
when he is eighty. He has always worked for me, and he still 
does; but I don’t really like him, for I always think he has 
prevented my doing the work he does himself. 

We made a bet: the first who smoked was to pay and then 
we should both be released from all obligation. In this way my 
agent, who was appointed to see that I did not waste my father’s 
fortune, was doing his best to diminish my mother’s, over which 
I had complete control! 

That bet proved excessively damaging to me. I was no longer 
alternately master and slave, but only a slave, and to Olivi, whom 
I hated. I immediately began to smoke. Then I thought I would 
cheat him by going on smoking in secret. But in that case why 
have made a bet at all? So I set about hunting for a date that 
should match the date of the bet, in order to smoke one last 
cigarette to which I should somehow feel that Olivi had given 
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his consent. But I continued to rebel, and smoked so much that 
I got into a state of acute mental agony. In order to shake off 
the burden I went to Olivi and confessed. 

The old man smiled as he pocketed his money, then immedi¬ 
ately drew from his pocket a huge cigar which he lit and smoked 
with immense enjoyment. It never occurred to me for an instant 
that he might possibly have been cheating too. Evidently I am 
made quite differently from other people. 

My son was just three years old when my wife had a bright 
idea. She advised me to cure myself by going for a while into a 
sanatorium. I at once agreed, first because I wanted my son when 
he grew old enough to form judgments of his own, to find me 
calm and balanced, and secondly because Olivi was ailing and 
spoke of leaving; in which case I might be obliged to take his post 
at a moment’s notice, and felt quite unequal to such an exertion 
with all that nicotine in my body. 

We thought first of going to Switzerland, the traditional home 
of sanatoriums, till we heard of a Doctor Muli, who had opened 
a place of the sort in Trieste itself. I got my wife to go and see 
him, and he offered to put a small suite at my disposal with a 
special attendant to supervise me, and several others to assist her. 
My wife smiled as she described it to me and occasionally burst 
out laughing. She was so amused at the idea of my being shut up, 
and I laughed quite as heartily myself. It was the first time she 
had ever joined in my efforts to cure myself. Up till then she had 
refused to take my disease seriously and only said that smoking 
was one way of living, and not such a bad one either. I think that 
after our marriage she was relieved to find I never regretted 
my liberty; I was much too occupied in regretting other 
things. 

We went to the sanatorium the very day on which Olivi had 
told me he could on no account stay on after the following month. 
We packed some fresh linen in a trunk and went off that evening 
to Dr. Midi's. He let us in himself. In those days Dr. Muli was a 
good-looking young man. It was midsummer, and he looked the 
picture of elegance dressed in white from top to toe, with his 
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small nervous figure and sunburnt face which set off his piercing 
black eyes. He at once roused my admiration, and evidently the 
feeling was mutual. 

I guessed the cause of his admiration and felt slightly embar¬ 
rassed. I said: 

“ I suppose you don’t believe I need a cure and can’t understand 
why I take it so seriously.” 

With an almost imperceptible smile that I found rather insult¬ 
ing, the doctor replied: 

‘‘But why not? It may very well be that cigarettes do you 
personally more harm than we doctors generally admit. I only 
can’t understand why, instead of giving up smoking suddenly 
altogether, you did not make up your mind to cut down the 
number of your cigarettes. There is no harm in smoking, but of 
course it is bad for one to smoke to excess.” 

I must confess that in my anxiety to give up smoking altogether 
the possibility of smoking less had never occurred to me. I said 
with decision: 

“ In any case, now that I am here let me try your cure.” 

‘‘Try? ” The doctor smiled condescendingly. “Once you have 
submitted to it the cure is bound to succeed. It will be impossible 
for you to escape unless you use physical force on poor Giovanna. 
The formalities which would have to be gone through before 
you were free would last so 5 .:g that in the interval you would 
quite have forgotten your vice.” 

We had arrived at the suite of rooms destined to me, which 
could only be reached by going up to the second floor and then 
coming down to the ground floor. 

Do you see? That door, which is locked, is the only means of 

communication with the rest of the ground floor, where the exit 

is. Even Giovanna hasn’t got the key to it. If she wants to get out 

she is obliged to go up to the second floor, and she keeps the 

key of that door we came through on the small landing. Besides, 

there is always someone in charge on the second floor. Not so 

bad, is it, for a maternity home, which is what this was meant 
for? ” 
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And he laughed, perhaps at the idea of shutting me up with 
babies. 

He called Giovanna and introduced her to me. She was a little 
woman of uncertain age, which one might put somewhere 
between forty and sixty. She had small, very bright eyes and 
her hair was quite grey. The doctor said to her: 

“ This is the gentleman whom you have got to be prepared to 
box with." 

She looked me up and down, blushed and said in a shrill voice: 

“I shall do my duty, but I am certainly not going to fight with 
you. If you threaten me I shall call the male attendant, who is 
very strong, and if he doesn’t come at once I shall just let you 
go wherever you like. I’m not going to risk being killed by you.” 

I heard afterwards that the doctor had promised her a con¬ 
siderable bonus for looking after me, and this had made her 
thoroughly nervous. But at the moment her words made me 
very angry. A nice position I had put myself in of my own accord. 

“ Go to blazes ! ” I shouted. “ Who’s going to touch you, I 
should like to know?” Then, turning to the doctor, I said: 

Please see that I am not annoyed by this woman ! I have 
brought some books with me and I wish to be left in peace.” 

The doctor said a few soothing words to Giovanna. She tried to 
excuse herself by a fresh attack upon me. 

“ I have my children to live for, two sweet little girls.” 

I shouldn’t stoop to kill you,” I replied, in a tone hardly 
calculated to reassure the poor woman. 

The doctor sent her away on pretence of fetching something 
from the floor above, and to pacify me he proposed replacing her 
by someone else, adding: 

“ She is not a bad sort, and if I tell her to behave more tactfully 
I don’t think she will give you any cause for complaint.” 

As I did not want to seem to attach so much importance to the 
person who would have to look after me, I said at once that I 
would put up with her. I was in an excited state and felt the need 
of controlling myself, so I took out my last cigarette but one and 
began smoking it greedily. I explained to the doctor that I had 
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only brought two and that I was going to stop smoking on the 
stroke of midnight. 

My wife said good-bye and went away at the same time as the 
doctor. She smiled and said: 

“ Be strong and carry it through." 

I suddenly felt that her smile, which I loved so much, was 
mocking me. Immediately a new suspicion awoke in my mind, 
which was to be responsible for the swift failure of an undertak¬ 
ing on which I had entered with such serious purpose. I felt 
suddenly unwell, but it was only when I was left alone that I 
realized the nature of my disorder. I was frantically, madly 
jealous of the young doctor. He was handsome, he was free! His 
colleagues called him 44 The Venus de Medici ". What was there 
to prevent my wife falling in love with him? As he went out 
after her I saw him looking at her elegantly shod feet. It was the 
first time I had been jealous since we were married. How miserable 
I felt! No doubt my abject state as a captive had something to do 
with it. I fought against the idea. That smile was just my wife’s 
usual smile and not one of mockery because she had succeeded in 
getting rid of me. Yet it was she who suggested my being shut up, 
though she attached no importance to my vice. But surely she 
had only done it to humour me? Surely I had not forgotten that 
one did not so very readily fall in love with my wife? It is true 
the doctor eyed her feet, but of course he had only been planning 
what shoes he should buy for his mistress. Suddenly I discovered 
I had smoked my last cigarette; and it was not yet midnight but 
eleven o clock, an impossible hour for a last cigarette. 

I opened a book. I read it without understanding a word. I saw 
visions. The page I was looking at suddenly turned into a photo¬ 
graph of Dr. Muli in the full glory of his beauty and elegance. I 
could bear it no longer! I called Giovanna. Perhaps if I talked 
a little I should feel calmer. 

She appeared, and at once eyed me suspiciously. She cried in 

her shrill voice: 44 Don’t imagine that you will be able to make 
me neglect my duty." 

For the moment I invented some lies to set her mind at rest. I 
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said I had never dreamt of such a thing, but that I was tired of 
reading and should prefer to have a chat with her. I made her sit 
down facing me. I was completely put off by her elderly appear¬ 
ance, contrasting strangely with her eyes which were still young 
and restless like those of a timid animal. I felt very sorry for 
myself, having to put up with such a companion ! It is true that 
even when I am at liberty I am not very good at choosing the 
companions who would be most congenial to me. On the contrary 
it is generally they who choose me, as in the case of my wife. 

I begged Giovanna to entertain me a little, and when she said 
she couldn’t think of anything that would interest me I asked 
her to tell me about her family, adding that almost everyone 
living had at least one. 

She readily obeyed and told me that she had been obliged to 
put her two little girls into a home. 

Her story entertained me and I could not help laughing at the 
thought of how easily she had dismissed the result of her two 
pregnancies. But she was of a very argumentative disposition, and 
when she wanted to prove to me that it was impossible for her to 
do otherwise, seeing how badly she was paid, and that it was very 
unfair of the doctor to say that two kronen a day were quite 
enough for her, since the home looked after her children, I soon 
began to have enough. But it was impossible to stop her. 

“What about all the extras? ” she shouted. “They only give 
them food and clothing, but there are heaps of other things they 
need.” And out she came with a whole list of things she was 
obliged to get for her children, which I have forgotten now, for I 
tried to concentrate on other things so as to escape from her pierc¬ 
ing voice. But my ears were already too full of it, and I felt as if 
I deserved some recompense. 

“Don’t you think I might have just one cigarette? I would 
willingly pay you ten kronen for it, but you will have to wait till 
tomorrow for I haven’t a penny here.” 

Giovanna was terribly shocked at my suggestion. She literally 
screamed, and said she should call the attendant at once. In fact 
she got up and went to the door. 
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To pacify her I had at once to withdraw my suggestion, and 
more with a view to keeping myself in countenance than because 
I really wanted it, I said casually: 

“ I suppose one can at least get something to drink in this 
prison? ” 

To my surprise Giovanna replied at once in quite a natural 
conversational voice: 

“ Yes, of course! The doctor gave me this bottle of brandy 
before he went away. Look ! it is still unopened. It was quite a 
fresh bottle.” 

I was in such a state that my only hope seemed to lie in getting 
drunk. So this was the result of having trusted my wife so 
implicitly. 

At that moment it seemed to me that the vice of smoking was 
really not worth all the trouble I was taking about it. I had not 
been smoking for the last half-hour and I had already forgotten 
all about it, so occupied was I in thinking of my wife and Dr. 
Muli. So I was already completely cured, but I had made a hope¬ 
less fool of myself. 

I drew the cork and poured out a small glass of the yellow 
liquid. Giovanna stood watching me with her mouth wide open, 
but I did not venture to offer her any. 

“Can I have some more when I have finished this? ” 

Giovanna politely assured me that I could have as much as I 
liked and that the housekeeper had orders to get up at midnight 
even, if I expressed a wish for anything. 

Meanness has never been a fault of mine and I had soon filled 
Giovanna s glass to the brim. She emptied it almost before she 
had finished thanking me, and her eyes were already fixed eagerly 
on the bottle. So it was really she who put into my head the 
idea of making her drunk. It was none too easy! 

I can’t remember exactly what it was she said, in the pure 
Triestian dialect, after swallowing several more glasses, but I had 
quite . -le feeling that I was sitting by someone to whom I could 
have listened with considerable pleasure had I not been occupied 
wuh quite other thoughts. 
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First of all she confided to me that this was just the kind of 
work she really enjoyed. She thought everyone ought to have the 
right to pass an hour or two every day in a comfortable armchair, 
with a bottle of really good brandy in front of them. 

I tried to converse a little too. I asked her if that was how her 
work had been arranged while her husband was alive. 

She burst out laughing. In her husband's lifetime she had had 
kisses and blows alternately and, compared with all she had had 
to do for him, what she did now was child’s play, even before 
I had arrived with my cure. 

Then Giovanna grew thoughtful and asked me if I thought the 

dead could see what the living were doing. Yes, I thought so. But 

then she wanted to know whether, when people were dead, they 

would discover everything that had happened while they were 
alive. 

For a moment this question actually succeeded in distracting 

me from my own troubles. It was pronounced in a very soft voice 

as if Giovanna had purposely lowered it so that the dead should 
not hear it. 

“Were you unfaithful to your husband, then? ” I asked. 

She begged me not to talk so loud and then confessed that she 
had been unfaithful, but only during the first few months of their 

marriage. Then she had got used to blows and had loved her 
husband. 

To keep the conversation going, I said: “Did you have your 
first child then by the other man? ” 

Still in low voice she said yes, she thought so, on account of 
certain resemblances. She regretted very much having betrayed 
her husband. She laughed as she said this, because for some 
reason one always does laugh at it, however much one may mind. 
But she had only minded since his death, for it was of no impor¬ 
tance before that, as he knew nothing about it. 

Moved by a certain brotherly sympathy, I tried to diminish 
her grief by saying that I thought the dead probably did know 
everything, but that there were certain things they would not 
bother their heads about. 
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“ It is only the living who care! ” I cried, banging my fist on 
the table. 

I bruised my hand, and there is nothing like physical pain for 
awakening new ideas. It suddenly occurred to me that while I was 
torturing myself with the thought that my wife was taking 
advantage of my being shut up to betray me with the doctor, he 
might possibly be in the house all the time, in which case I could 
set my mind at rest. I asked Giovanna to go and see, telling her 
I had something urgent to say to the doctor and promising her 
another bottle as a reward. She protested that she didn’t care to 
drink so much, but at once agreed to go, and I could hear her 
staggering up the wooden staircase which led to the second floor 
where our clausura ended. She slipped as she was coming down 
again, making a great deal of noise, and screaming. 

“ Curse you ! ” I muttered fervently. If only she had broken 
her neck my position would have been simplified a good deal. 

However, she came back wreathed in smiles, for she had 
reached a stage when bodily pain makes very little impression. 
She said she had spoken to the attendant who was just going to 
bed, but that she could always call for him in case I gave any 
trouble. She shook her finger at me threateningly as she said this, 
but with a sly smile. Then she added more dryly that the doctor 
had not returned since he went away with my wife. Quite a long 
time ! In fact the attendant had been hoping he would come back 
because there was a patient he wanted him to see. But he had 
given up all hope of his coming now. 

I watched her carefully to see whether the smile on her face 
was a habitual one or whether it was quite new and occasioned by 
the fact that she knew the doctor was with my wife instead of 
with me, his patient, as he ought to have been. I was in such a 
rage that my brain positively reeled. I must confess that even at 
such a moment two personalities seemed to be at war within me; 
the more reasonable of which said: “Idiot! Why should you 
imagine your wife is unfaithful to you just now? There is no 
need for her to shut you up. She gets plenty of other opportuni¬ 
ties. The other, the one that insists on smoking, called me an 
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idiot too, but in quite a different sense: " Don’t you see how 
easy it becomes with her husband away? And with the doctor 
too, who is paid by you! ” 

Giovanna, who went on drinking steadily, said: “ I forgot to 
shut the door on to the second floor. But I don’t want to have to 
go up those two flights again. There is always someone about up 
there, and you would cut a fine figure if you made any attempt 
to escape." 

“ Rather ! ’’ said I, with the very small degree of hypocrisy now 
necessary to take in the poor little woman. I swallowed some 
more brandy myself, and said that now I was allowed so much 
drink I didn’t care two straws about the cigarettes. She believed 
me at once and then I said it was not really I who wanted to give 
up smoking. It was my wife who insisted on it. I ought to tell her, 
I added, that after I had smoked about ten cigarettes I became a 
perfect terror. No woman would be safe who happened to meet 
me at such a moment. 

Giovanna threw herself back in her chair and burst out laugh¬ 
ing noisily. 

“ So it is your wife who prevents you smoking the necessary 
ten cigarettes? " 

“ Yes, that's it. At least she used to prevent me." 

Even with all that brandy inside her poor Giovanna was by no 
means such a fool. She was suddenly overcome by such a fit of 
laughing that she almost fell off her chair. When she recovered 
her breath she sketched, in broken words, a wonderful little 
picture suggested by my disease: 

"Ten cigarettes . . . half an hour ... set the alarm . . . 
and then. . . ." 

I corrected her. " Ten cigarettes take me about an hour to smoke. 
It takes about another hour to produce the full effect—sometimes 
a few minutes more, sometimes less." 

Giovanna suddenly became quite serious and got up from her 
chair without too great difficulty. She said she must go to bed as 
she had rather a headache. I invited her to take the bottle with 
her, because I had had quite enough. I hypocritically said that 
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next day I should ask them to order me in some good wine. 

But it was of something else than wine she was thinking. As 
she left the room with the bottle under her arm she gave me a 
look which made my blood run cold. 

She had left the door open and a few moments later a packet of 
cigarettes fell in the middle of the floor. I at once picked it up. It 
contained eleven cigarettes. To be on the safe side, poor Giovanna 
had put in one extra. They were common Hungarian cigarettes; 
but the first I smoked was delicious. I experienced a great sensa¬ 
tion of relief. At first I only thought what fun it was to have 
scored off that house which might be good to shut babies up in, 
but not me. Then came the thought that I had scored off my wife 
too and paid her back in her own coin. Otherwise why should my 
jealousy have suddenly changed to a quite harmless curiosity? 
I sat quietly in my chair smoking those vile cigarettes. 

After about half an hour I remembered that I must escape from 
this house where Giovanna was waiting for her reward. I took off 
my shoes and went out into the corridor. The door of Giovanna’s 
room was ajar and, judging by her loud regular breathing, she 
must be asleep. I went cautiously up the two flights of stairs to 
the second floor and, once on the other side of that door of which 
Dr. Muli was so proud, I put on my shoes. I went through to 
another landing and began slowly to go downstairs, so as to arouse 
no suspicion. 

When I had reached the first-floor landing, an elegant young 
woman dressed as a nurse followed me and said politely: 

“Are you looking for anyone? ” 

She was very pretty and I should not at all have minded finish¬ 
ing my ten cigarettes in her company. I smiled at her rather 
aggressively, and said: 

“Is Dr. Muli not in? ” 

She looked extremely surprised and said: “He is never here 
at this hour.” 

“ I wonder if you could tell me where I should be likely to 
find him. Someone is ill in my house and wants to see him.” 

She kindly gave me the doctor’s address, and I repeated it 
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several times to make her think I wanted to be sure of remember¬ 
ing it. I was in no great hurry to be gone but she turned her back 

on me impatiently. I was positively being thrown out of my 
prison. 

In the hall the door was opened for me at once by a woman. I 

had no money with me, so I muttered: “ I’ll give you something 
another time.” 

You never can tell what will happen in the future. Things often 
repeat themselves with me: it was not at all impossible that I 
might pass that way again. 

It was a warm, clear night. I took off my hat to enjoy the free 

fresh air. I marvelled at the stars as if I were seeing them for the 

first time. I felt that next day, when I was well away from that 

sanatorium, I should want to give up smoking. Meanwhile I got 

some good cigarettes in a cafe which was still open, because I 

really could not end my career as a smoker with one of poor 

Giovanna’s cigarettes. The waiter knew me and let me have them 
on tick. 

When I got to my house I rang the bell furiously. The servant 
came to the window first, and after a certain time my wife 
appeared. While I waited I thought with perfect calm: it would 
seem that Dr. Muli really is here. But directly she saw who it 
was, my wife made the empty street ring with her laughter, so 
obviously sincere that it ought to have banished all my doubts. 

When I got in I cast an inquisitive and suspicious eye round 
the house. I promised to tell my wife my adventures on the 
following day, though she seemed to think she knew all about 
them already. 

“ Why don’t you go to bed? ” she asked. 

I replied, just as an excuse: “I believe you have taken advan¬ 
tage of my absence to change the position of that chest of 
drawers.” 

The fact is I often feel the furniture has been moved, and my 
wife very often does move it, but at that moment I was hunting 
in every corner to see if I could find a trace of the elegant little 
body of Dr. Muli. 
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My wife had some good news for me. On her way home from 
the sanatorium she had run into Olivi’s son, who told her the 
old man was much better, after taking some medicine prescribed 
by a new doctor. 

As I fell asleep I thought what a good thing it was I had left 
the sanatorium, for now I would cure myself slowly at my leisure. 
My son, sleeping peacefully next door, was certainly not likely 
to begin either criticizing me or imitating me for a very long time. 
There was absolutely no hurry. 



The Death of my Father 


My doctor has gone away on a holiday and I never asked 
him whether he meant me to give the story of my father’s life as 
well as my own. If I were to describe my father too minutely, it 
might appear an essential condition of my cure that he should 
have been analysed first, in which case all my trouble will have 
been in vain. However, I go boldly on, because I am convinced 
that even if my father did need the same treatment as me it 
would have been for quite a different complaint. So, to save time, 
I will only go into my father’s story in so far as it helps me to 
recollect my own. 

15,iv. 1890—4.30 a.m. My father died. L.C. 

For whoever it may interest let me explain that the last two letters 
stand for “ last cigarette ”. I find this note on the flyleaf of a 
volume of Positive Philosophy by Ostwald, over which I pored 
optimistically, hour after hour, but never succeeded in under¬ 
standing. Probably no one will believe me, but this brief note 
records the most important event in my life. 

My mother died before I was fifteen. I wrote some poems to her 
memory—not a very good substitute for tears; and in the midst 
of my grief I could not get rid of the feeling that the serious 
business of life must begin for me from that moment. My grief 
seemed to be the token of a new and intenser life. I was at that 
time genuinely religious, and this also helped somewhat to 
lighten the blow. I felt my mother was still alive, though very far 
away, and that she would rejoice in any success I might achieve. 
This was a very comforting conclusion. I remember my state of 
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mind perfectly at that moment. My mother’s death and the 
healthy emotion it caused made me feel that everything was 
going to get better. 

My father’s death, on the contrary, was an unmitigated cata¬ 
strophe. Paradise had ceased to exist for me, and at thirty I was 
played out. Yes, it was all up with me. I realized for the first time 
that the most important, the really decisive part of my life lay 
behind me and would never return. But my grief was not so 
purely selfish as this would seem to suggest. No ! I mourned for 
him and for myself, but for myself only because he was dead. Up 
to that moment I had passed from cigarette to cigarette, and from 
subject to subject at the University, with an indestructible faith 
in my possibilities. And I cannot help believing I should not have 
lost that happy and inspiring faith if my father had not died. 
His death destroyed the future that alone gave point to my 
resolutions. 

How often, when I look back on it, have I wondered at the 
curious fact that this despair about my future overwhelmed me 
only when my father died, and not before! All this happened 
fairly recently and I don’t need to dream, as our psychoanalytic 
friends prescribe, in order to remember every detail of the tragedy 
and my tremendous grief. I remember everything, but I under¬ 
stand nothing. Up to the time of my father’s death I had never 
devoted myself to him. I made no effort to get into touch with 
him; I even avoided him so far as I could without giving offence. 
At college they all knew him by my nickname for him: Old Silva 
Free-Fist. It needed his illness to draw me to him, and he 
was hardly ill before he was dead; the doctor at once gave him 
up. 

When I was at Trieste we saw each other at most for about an 
hour a day. We had never been so much together, nor for so long, 
as when I was mourning for his death. If only I had been nicer 
to him and mourned for him less, I should not have been so ill. 
It was difficult for us to be together, because intellectually we had 
so little in common. We both looked at each other with a rather 
pitying smile, which in him had a certain bitterness because of 
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his anxiety about my future. Mine, on the contrary, was all 
indulgence; I regarded his little weaknesses as of no importance 
because I attributed them chiefly to age. It was he who first 
expressed doubts about my strength of will—too soon, I think. I 
cannot help suspecting, though I have no scientific proof of it, 
that he lacked confidence in me just because I was his child; 
which, in itself, was quite enough—and here science supports 
me—to diminish my confidence in him. 

He had however the reputation of being an able man of 
business; but I knew that for many years past it was Olivi who 
had managed his affairs. In this incapacity for business he 
resembled me, but it was the only thing we had in common; if it 
comes to comparing us, I am bound to say that of the two I was 
the stronger character. Everything I have put down in my note¬ 
books proves quite clearly that I have, and have always had, a 
strong impulse to become better; this is perhaps my greatest mis¬ 
fortune. My many dreams of strength and balance can only be 
interpreted in this sense. All this was quite outside my father's 
ken. He was perfectly satisfied with himself as he was, and I doubt 
if he ever made any effort to improve himself. He smoked all day 
long and, after my mother’s death, all night too when he could 
not sleep. He drank in moderation, as a gentleman should; just 
enough at dinner to be sure of falling asleep directly he put his 
head on the pillow. But he regarded tobacco and alcohol as whole¬ 
some drugs. 

As regards women, I was told by relations that my mother had 
had some cause for jealousy. It seems that the quiet little woman 
had to interfere sometimes to keep her husband within bounds. He 
let himself be guided by her whom he loved and respected, but 
apparently she never succeeded in making him confess he had 
been unfaithful, so that she died in the belief that she had been 
mistaken. However my kind relations say that she once almost 
caught her husband cn flagrant delit with her dressmaker. He 
pleaded a fit of distraction, and with such persistence that she at 
last believed him. The only consequence was that my mother never 
went to that dressmaker again, nor did my father. In his place I 
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think I should have ended by confessing, but probably without 
giving up the dressmaker; for where I halt, there I take root. 

My father, like so many family men, was an adept in the art of 
least resistance. He was at peace with his family and with himself. 
He only read safe and moral books, not out of hypocrisy but from 
genuine conviction. I think he really believed in those sermons, 
and that it quieted his conscience to feel himself sincerely on the 
side of virtue. Now that I am getting old and begin to approach 
the patriarchal state, I too feel that it is worse to preach immor¬ 
ality than to practise it. One may be driven to commit murder 
by love or hatred, but one can only advocate murder out of sheer 
wickedness. 

We had so little in common that he confessed to me that I was 
one of the human beings who gave him most cause for anxiety. 
My pursuit of health had led me to study the human body. He, 
on the other hand, had succeeded in banishing from his memory 
all thoughts of that terrible machine. As far as he was concerned 
the heart did not beat, and he had no need to remind himself of 
valves and veins and metabolism to explain why he was alive. 
Only no movement! for experience taught one that whatever 
moved must in the end wear out. For him the earth was motion¬ 
less and solid, poised between its poles. Of course he never said 
so, but it pained him if something was said which did not con¬ 
form to this conception. He interrupted me one day in sheer 
disgust when I said something about the antipodes. The thought 
of all those people standing upside down made him feel quite sick 
and giddy. 

He reproached me for two other things—my absent-minded¬ 
ness and my tendency to laugh about serious things. As regards 
absent-mindedness, the only difference between us was that he 
kept a notebook in which he put down everything that he wanted 
to remember, and looked at it several times during the day. This 
made him feel that he had conquered his weakness and he was 
no longer worried by it. He insisted on my keeping a notebook, 
but I only used it for putting down a few last cigarettes. 

As for my supposed contempt for serious things, I think his 
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fault was to take too many things in this world seriously. For 
example: when, after leaving the law for chemistry, I obtained 
his permission to go back again to law, he said good-naturedly: 
“ It is quite clear to me that you are mad.” 

I was not the least offended, and was so grateful to him for 
giving his consent that I thought I would reward him by telling 
him something to make him laugh. I went to Dr. Canestrini to 
be medically examined and get a certificate of sanity. It was no 
easy matter, for I had to submit to a long and minute examination. 
When I had got my certificate I carried it off in triumph to my 
father; but I could not even win a smile. In an agonized voice and 
actually with tears in his eyes, he exclaimed: “ Ah, then you 
really are mad ! ” 

This was all the thanks I got for my exhausting but innocent 
little comedy. He never forgave me for it, and therefore he would 
never laugh at it. Go to a doctor as a joke? Have a certificate 
stamped on purpose, just as a joke? Sheer madness ! 

Compared with him I felt myself strong, and I sometimes 
think that the loss of this weaker person with whom I could 
compare myself to my own advantage made me feel that my 
value had definitely diminished. 

I had a clear proof of his weakness when that scoundrel Olivi 
insisted on his making his will. Olivi was in a great hurry to get 
a will made which appointed him guardian of my affairs, and he 
spent much time and energy in persuading the old man to go 
through all the formalities of drawing it up. At last my father 
gave in, but his great beaming face became quite overcast. He 
was always thinking about death, as if the act of making his will 
had brought him nearer to it. 

One evening he said to me: “ Do you think that death is the 
end of everything? ” 

Not a day passes but I meditate on the mystery of death, but I 
had not yet reached the point of being able to give him the 
information he wanted. I invented, to please him, a very cheerful 
view of our life beyond the grave. 

“ I think that pleasure will survive, but that there will be no 
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more need for pain. Perhaps death will remind us of the pleasures 
of love. It must surely be accompanied by a feeling of happiness 
and repose, after the continuous work of building up the body. 
Death must surely be the crown of life ! ” 

It was a complete fiasco. We had just had dinner and were still 
at table. My father got up without a word, emptied his glass and 
then said: 

“ This is not the moment to philosophize, especially with you ! ” 
And out he went. 

I followed him sadly. I should have liked to have stayed with 
him and tried to distract him from his gloomy thoughts. But he 
sent me away, saying that I reminded him of death and the 
pleasures he used to enjoy. 

He could not get his will out of his mind till he had spoken to 
me about it. Whenever he saw me he thought about it. One 
evening he burst out with: 

44 1 must tell you I have made my will.” 

Hoping to rid him of his obsession, I at once overcame the 
surprise this news caused me and said : 

44 1 shall never have to bother about one, for I hope to outlive 
all my heirs ! ” 

My laughing at such a serious matter upset him at once, and 
restored to him all his old desire to punish me so that he found 
it easy enough to tell me the fine trick he had played me in 
making Olivi my guardian. 

I must confess that I behaved very dutifully. I refrained from 
making the smallest objection, so anxious was I that he should not 
again fall a prey to such melancholy thoughts. I said that what¬ 
ever he might appoint I should submit to. 

Perhaps, I added, 44 my conduct will be such that you will 
feel called upon in time to make a new will.” 

This pleased him because he saw that I anticipated a long life 
for him a very long one indeed. But he exacted from me an oath 
that, supposing he did not alter his will, I would not try to inter- 
feie with the powers he had given Olivi. I took an oath, since my 
woid of honour did not satisfy him. I was so docile and accom- 



THE DEATH OF MY FATHER 


6l 

modating that when I am tortured by the thoughts that I did 
not love him enough before he died, I always try to call up that 
scene. To be frank I must say that it was fairly easy for me to 
resign myself to his will because at that time I positively wel¬ 
comed the idea of being obliged not to work. 

About a year before he died I was able to interfere efficaciously 
in the interests of his health. He confided to me that he did not 
feel well, and I persuaded him to go and see a doctor and to let 
me go with him. The doctor wrote a prescription and told us to 
come back in a few weeks’ time. My father refused to, saying 
that doctors and gravediggers were both equally odious, and he 
would not take his medicine because that also reminded him of 
doctors and gravediggers. He stopped smoking for a few hours, 
and for one whole meal drank no wine. When he decided to give 
up this treatment he felt much better, and seeing him so cheerful 
I thought no more about it. 

After that he sometimes seemed to be depressed; but I should 
have been more surprised if he had been cheerful considering how 
old and lonely he was. 

One evening towards the end of March I came home a little 
later than usual, for the rather trivial reason that I had run into 
a learned friend who had insisted on treating me to his ideas on 
the origins of Christianity. It was the first time that I had ever 
been asked to give a thought to the subject, and I only submitted 
to the long lecture to please my friend. It was raining a little and 
very cold. Everything seemed dreary and dismal, including the 
Greeks and Hebrews my friend was discussing, but I put up with 
his tiresome lecture for a good two hours. My usual weakness ! I 
am so bad at refusing anyone anything that I don’t mind betting 
I might at any moment be persuaded, if you tried hard enough, 
to take up astronomy—for a short time at least. 

I came in at the garden gate from which a short carriage drive 
leads up to the house. Our servant Maria was at the window 
looking out for me, and when she heard me coming she called 
out in the dark: 

“Is that you, Mr. Zeno? ” 
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Maria was one of those servants who are a thing of the past. 
She had been with us for fifteen years. She put aside part of her 
wages monthly into the savings bank, to provide for her old age; 
but she never profited by her economy, for soon after my marriage 

she died, still in our service. 

She told me that my father had come in several hours before, 
but that he had insisted on waiting dinner for me. When she had 
urged him to begin without me, he had spoken rathei sharply to 
her and sent her away. Then he had inquired for me several times, 
and seemed to be worried because I did not come in. Maria hinted 
that my father probably was not feeling very well. She said he 
had difficulty in speaking and seemed short of breath. The fact is 
she was alone with him so much that she often got it into her 
head that he was ill. The poor woman had not much to think 
about, alone in that house, and she assumed that we should all 
die before her, as my mother had done. 

I hurried to the dining-room, curious to see what was the 
matter. My father rose hastily from the sofa on which he was 
lying and welcomed me joyfully; but his greeting left me rather 
cold for I thought it was meant as a reproach. It was however 
quite sufficient to reassure me, because joy always seems to be a 
token of health. I could not discover any trace of the difficulty in 
speaking or breathing which Maria had mentioned. Instead of 
scolding me he only apologized for being so obstinate. 

“You must forgive me/' he said gaily. “ You and I are alone in 
the world, and I wanted to see you before going to bed.’’ 

If only I had behaved simply and embraced him—my dear 
father who, because he was ill, had become so tender and affec¬ 
tionate. But instead I began coldly to diagnose the situation : Why 
has old Silva suddenly grown so lamb-like? Can it be that he is 
ill? I looked at him suspiciously and all I could find to say, in a 
tone of reproach, was: 

“But why did you keep dinner back all this time? You could 
have had yours and then waited for me.’’ 

He laughed gaily and said: “ It is more fun to eat when there 
are two of us.” 
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I thought his cheerfulness was a sign that he was hungry; my 
mind was quite at rest, and I sat down to dinner. My father 
shuffled to the table in his slippers, rather insecurely, and sat down 
in his usual place. He sat and watched me eating, only taking a 
few mouthfuls himself, and then pushing his plate away as if he 
could not bear the sight of it. But there was still the same smile on 
his old face. Only I remember, as clearly as if it were yesterday, 
that several times when I looked straight at him, he turned his 
face away. That is supposed to be a sign of insincerity, but I now 
know that it is a sign of illness. A sick creature will not let one 
look it straight in the eye, lest one should detect its weakness 
there. He was still waiting for me to tell him how I had spent 
all those hours he had been expecting me. And seeing how much 
he wanted to hear, I stopped eating a moment and said coldly that 
I had been busy discussing the origins of Christianity. 

He looked puzzled, and said rather doubtfully: 

“Are you occupied with religion too, then? ” 

I saw that it would have been a great consolation to him if I 
would have consented to talk to him about it. But so long as my 
father was alive (no longer) I always felt contrary, and I replied 
in one of those well-worn phrases, which you may hear any day 
in the cafes near the university: 

“ I look upon religion simply as a phenomenon to be studied 
like any other.” 

“Phenomenon?” he repeated in bewilderment. He searched 
for a reply and opened his mouth in readiness to make it. Then 
he hesitated and looked at the second course, which Maria was 
just handing to him; but he would not touch it. So the better to 
gag himself he stuck a cigar-end between his teeth, lit it, and at 
once let it go out. He had thus gained time to reflect quietly. He 
looked at me fixedly for a moment and then said: 

“You don’t mean to laugh at religion? ” 

And I, who have always been the perfect type of Bohemian 
student, answered with my mouth full: 

“ I don't laugh at it, I study it! ” 

He said nothing, but went on staring at the cigar-end, which he 
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had put down on a plate. I understand now why he said that to 
me. I understand now everything that passed through his already 
clouded mind, and I only wonder why I understood so little at 
the time. I think it was because I lacked the sympathy which 
makes one understand so many things. Later on it was easy 
enough. My father avoided saying anything which might shock 
my scepticism, for he could not face a direct conflict at that 
moment; but he thought he might venture cautiously on a flank 
attack, as more suited to the resources of an invalid. I remember 
how he caught his breath, and what difficulty he had in getting 
his words out. Preparing for a battle is very exhausting. But I felt 
that he would not be content to go to bed until he had put me in 
my place, and I resigned myself to the discussion, which after all 
never came. Still staring at his now extinguished cigar-end, he 
said: 

“ I feel that I have much experience and a great knowledge of 
life. One cannot have lived all these years in vain. I know a great 
many things but, alas, I don’t know how to make you understand 
them. How I wish I could ! I feel that I can see the meaning of 
things to a certain extent and can also distinguish between what 
is true and what is false.” 

It was no good arguing about it. I went on eating and muttered, 
without much conviction : ” Yes, Father.” 

I didn’t want to offend him. 

44 It is a pity you came in so late. Earlier in the evening I was 
less tired and could have explained it to you much better.” 

I thought he wanted to begin worrying me again about coming 
in late, and I suggested we might put off discussing things till 
next day. 

44 It is not a matter of discussing things,” he said in a dreamy 
voice. 44 It is about something quite different—something that it 
is impossible to discuss, but which you will understand directly I 
have told you. But it is so difficult to talk about.” 

My suspicions were aroused. 44 Don’t you feel well? ” I said. 

“ I can’t really say I feel ill, but I am very tired and shall go to 
bed at once.” 



THE DEATH OF MY FATHER 65 

He rang the bell and called for Maria at the same time. When 
she came he asked if his room was quite ready. He got up at 
once and went towards the door, dragging one foot after the 
other. As he passed me he bent down and offered me his cheek 
to kiss, as he did every evening. 

When I saw how insecurely he walked my old doubts returned 
and I asked him again if he felt unwell. We both repeated the 
same question and answer several times, he assuring me that he 
was not ill, but tired. Then he added: 

Now I shall think over what I want to say to you tomorrow. 

I know I shall be able to convince you.” 

I felt quite moved. “Father,” I said, “I shall be delighted to 
listen to you.” 

When he saw how ready I was to profit by his experience he 
seemed to hesitate about leaving me; surely he ought to take 
advantage of such a favourable moment. He passed his hand over 
his forehead several times and sat down on the chair he had 
leaned on when he offered me his cheek to kiss. He sighed. 

It is curious,” he said, “ I can’t find anything to say, abso¬ 
lutely nothing.” 

He looked round as if he was hoping to get from outside what 
he could not find within himself. 

‘ Yet there are so many things I know. I feel as if I knew almost 
everything. It must be the result of my great experience.” 

He already felt less acutely his inability to express himself. He 
smiled as if he rejoiced in the sense of his own greatness. 

I don’t know why I did not send for the doctor at once. I must 
confess with shame and remorse that I thought my father’s words 
were inspired by a conceit that I had often noticed in him. But I 
could not help seeing that he was very feeble, and that alone 
prevented me from arguing with him. I was glad to see him so 
uappy in the illusion that he was strong just when he was at his 
weakest. Besides I felt flattered by his affection and by h is want- 
in g to hand on his knowledge to me, however convinced I may 
have been that I had nothing to learn from him. To flatter him 
an d set his mind at rest, I told him that he mustn’t overstrain 
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himself in trying to find the exact words he wanted on the spot, 
because the wisest men often store up in the corner of their brain 
things that they find too complicated to express, and trust to 
time for them to become simpler. 

He replied: 

“ What I am after is not at all complicated. It is only a matter 
of finding a single word, and I know I shall find it. But not 
tonight, for I shall sleep right through now and not be troubled 
by the least little thought/’ 

But he still did not rise from his chair. He kept gazing at me 
and said at last, hesitatingly: 

“ I am afraid I shall not be able to tell you what I really think 

because you always make game of everything. 

He smiled at me as if he wanted to beg me not to take offence 
at his words, got up from his chair, and held out his cheek to me 
a second time. I made no attempt to convince him by argument 
that there are many things in this world that one can and ought 
to laugh at; instead I tried to reassure him by kissing him warmly 
on both cheeks. Perhaps my gesture was too emphatic, for he at 
once escaped from my embrace, looking more troubled than ever, 
but he certainly understood that I wanted to show him sympathy, 
for he waved his hand to me affectionately. 

“ And now to bed ! ” he cried merrily, and went out of the 

room, followed by Maria. 

When I was left alone (how strange it seems) I did not give my 
father’s health a thought, but found myself respectfully regretting 
that an intelligent man like my father, with such high ideals, 
should not have had the opportunity of a better education. As I 
write now, having very nearly reached my father’s age, I know 
for a fact that it is perfectly possible for someone to be conscious 
of possessing a very lofty intellect even though that consciousness 
is the only proof he has of it. It is rather like this: you take a 
deep breath and are filled with a sense of the wonder and greatness 
of Nature as she is revealed to us. whole and immutable; and in 
doing that you participate in the mind that planned the whole of 
creation. I thought that last lucid moment, in which my father 




THE DEATH OF MY FATHER 67 

became conscious of intellectual power, originated in a sudden 
religious awakening, and that it was my telling him about my 
study of the origins of Christianity which induced him to speak 
to me about it. But I know now that this feeling was a symptom 
of haemorrhage of the brain. 

Maria came in to clear away and told me that she thought my 
father had gone to sleep at once. So I went to bed too, quite 
reassured. Outside the wind howled and moaned. From my bed 
it sounded like a lullaby, which grew farther and farther away as 
I sank deeper into sleep. 

I don’t know how long I had been asleep when I was wakened 

by Maria. It appears that she had been to my room to call me 

several times before and then had run away again. I was conscious 

of a certain disturbance in the depths of my sleep; then through 

my half-open eyes I recognized the old woman dancing about the 

room; and finally I realized what was happening. She was trying 

to wake me, but by the time I was really wide awake she had left 

the room. The wind was still trying to sing me to sleep, and to 

tell the truth I felt profoundly annoyed at being snatched from 

my dreams so brutally, as I went along to my father’s room. I 

reflected that Maria was always thinking my father was in danger. 

I determined to remonstrate with her if this was another false 
alarm. 

My father’s bedroom was not very big, and it was over¬ 
furnished. When my mother died he tried to help himself to 
forget by moving into another room, but he took with him all 
the old furniture from the bigger room. The room was all in 
shadow, only dimly lighted by a small gas-jet above the low table 
by his bed. Maria was supporting my father, who was lying on 
his back with the upper part of his body projecting from the bed. 
His face, which was covered with perspiration, glowed red in the 
‘ gaslight. His head was leaning against Maria’s faithful breast. He 
was groaning with pain and his mouth hung open helplessly, 
while the saliva trickled from his chin. He was gazing motionless 
at the opposite wall, and took no notice when I came in. 

Maria said she had heard him groaning and had arrived just 
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in time to prevent him from falling out of bed. At first, she said, 
he had been rather restless, but now he seemed to have quieted 
down; only she did not dare to leave him alone. I think she wanted 
to apologize for having waked me, but I at once realized that she 
had acted rightly. She went on crying all the time she was talking 
to me. I did not cry; on the contrary I told her to control herself 
and not add to the horror of that hour by weeping. I had not 
really grasped yet what had happened. The poor creature did her 
best to calm her sobs. 

I put my face close to my father’s ear and said in a loud voice: 

“Why are you groaning, Father? Do you feel ill? 

I think he heard me, for his groans became fainter, and he 
turned his eyes from the wall facing him as if he were trying to 
look at me; but he could not quite turn them so far. I shouted 
the same question in his ear three times, and always with the 
same result. My courage soon broke down. My father was already 
closer to death than he was to me; my cries could no longer reach 
him. Terror seized me, and immediately the words we had 
exchanged only the evening before came back to me. So few hours 
had passed, yet he was already on his way to discover which of 
us was right. How strange! My sorrow was accompanied by 
remorse. I hid my face in my father’s pillow and burst into the 
same hopeless sobs for which I had chidden Maria. 

It was now her turn to calm me, but she went a strange way 
about it, talking of my father as if he were already dead, though 
he lay groaning with his eyes wide open. 

“ Poor dear,” she said. “ To think of his dying like that, with 
all his fine thick hair too.” She stroked it as she spoke. It was true; 
my father’s head was covered by a great mane of curly white 
hair, whereas mine, at thirty, was already very thin. 

I had quite forgotten that there were such things as doctors 
in the world, and that sometimes they were supposed to be able 
to save one. I had already seen death on that face contorted with 
pain, and I had given up hope. It was Maria who first thought 
of the doctor, and she went to wake the gardener to send him 
to the town. 
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I stayed alone for about ten minutes, which seemed an eternity, 
supporting my father. I remember I tried to put into my hands 
all the tenderness with which my heart was suddenly filled. He 
could no longer hear my words. What could I do to make him 
feel how much I loved him? 

When the gardener came I went to my room to write a note, 
and had great difficulty in framing the few words necessary to 
give the doctor an idea of the case so that he might know what 
medicines to bring with him. I kept seeing before me the immin¬ 
ent and certain death of my father, and asking myself: 44 What 
is there for me to do in the world now? ” 

Then followed several long hours of waiting. I have a fairly 
clear remembrance of those hours. It soon became unnecessary to 
support my father, for he lay back quite unconscious on the bed. 
His groaning had ceased; he seemed to have lost all sense of every¬ 
thing. His breathing was hurried; half unconsciously mine became 
so too. It was impossible for me to go on breathing long at that 
pace, so I allowed myself short intervals of rest, hoping thereby 
that I might induce a quieter heart-beat in my patient. But it 
hurried on and never tired. We tried in vain to make him take a 
spoonful of tea. His torpor became less profound when it was a 
question of defending himself against our interference. He kept his 
teeth resolutely shut. His obstinacy did not leave him even in a 
state of unconsciousness. Long before dawn the rhythm of his 
breathing changed. It fell into periods alternating between what 
seemed almost like the breathing of a healthy man and bursts of 
hurried respiration, with sometimes a long terrible interval when 
it seemed to stop altogether, which made Maria and me feel that 
death must be close at hand. But then the sequence of periods 
would begin again, a colourless music, infinitely sad. That noisy, 
uneven breathing seemed to become part of the room. From that 
time and for long, long afterwards it was always there. 

I flung myself on a sofa, while Maria sat up on a chair near the 
bed. My bitterest tears were shed on that sofa. Tears throw a 
veil over our faults and allow us to accuse Fate without fear of 
contradiction. I wept because I was losing my father for whom I 
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had always lived. It did not matter that I had been so little with 
him. Had not all my efforts to become better been made in order 
to give satisfaction to him? It is true that the success I strove for 
would have been a personal triumph for me as against him who 
had always doubted me, but it would have been a consolation to 
him as well. And now he could wait no longer and was going 
away convinced of my incurable incapacity. The tears I shed were 
indeed bitter. 

While I sit writing, or rather engraving these tragic memories 
on my paper, I realize that the image that obsessed me at the first 
attempt to look into my past—the image of an engine drawing a 
string of coaches up a hill—came to me for the first time while I 
lay on the sofa listening to my father’s breathing. That is just 
what engines do when drawing an enormous weight: they emit 
regular puffs, which then become faster and finally stop alto¬ 
gether; and that pause seems dangerous too, because as you listen 
you cannot help fearing that the engine and the train must go 
tumbling head over heels down into the valley. How curious 
that is ! My first real effort to remember had carried me back 
to the night that was the most important in my life. 

Dr. Coprosich arrived at the house before it grew light, accom¬ 
panied by a male nurse, who was carrying a box of drugs. He 
was obliged to come on foot because he had been unable to find a 
carriage, on account of the violent storm. 

I received him in tears, and he was very kind to me, and urged 
me not to give up hope. But I may as well say at once that from 
the moment of our first meeting there are few men who have 
aroused in me such violent antipathy as Dr. Coprosich. He is still 
alive, though very decrepit; and he is greatly esteemed by every¬ 
body in the town. When I see him tottering along through 

the streets to get a little air and exercise, all my former dislike 
revives. 

At that time the doctor cannot have been more than forty. He 
had devoted himself to the study of legal medicine, and though 
he was notorious as being a very patriotic Italian, the Imperial 
Courts of Justice entrusted him with the most important missions. 
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He was a thin, nervous type. The real insignificance of his face 
was disguised by his baldness, which made him appear to have a 
very lofty brow. Another defect also added to his importance; 
when he took off his spectacles (as he constantly did when 
meditating on anything), his myopic eyes looked round or above 
his interlocutor, and were strangely like the colourless eyeballs 
of a statue, threatening or perhaps ironical. His eyes became very 
disagreeable then. But directly he put on his spectacles (as he 
always did for the least word) they became at once the eyes of 
any honest bourgeois, submitting whatever he says to a careful 
examination. 

He sat down to rest for a few minutes in the hall. He asked me 
to describe exactly what had happened from the moment of the 
first alarm till his arrival. He removed his spectacles and fixed his 
uncanny eyes on the wall behind my back. I tried to give an 
exact account, which was not very easy considering the state I 
was in. I remembered that Dr. Coprosich could not bear people 
who know nothing about medicine to use medical terms, as if they 
were pretending to some knowledge of the subject. And when I 
happened to mention “stertorous breathing” he put on his 
spectacles in order to say: “Go slow with your definitions. We 
shall soon see what the trouble is.” I told him of my father’s 
strange demeanour, of his anxiety to see me and of his anxiety to 
get to bed. I did not repeat to him my father’s strange speeches; 
perhaps I was afraid I should have to repeat my answers too. But 
I told him what difficulty my father had had in expressing him¬ 
self; and how he seemed to be revolving something in his mind 
which he could not succeed in formulating. The doctor, putting 
on his great spectacles again, exclaimed triumphantly: 

“ I know what was going on in his head.” I knew too, but I 
didn’t say so for fear of making him angry: it was the cerebral 
haemorrhage. 

We went into the sick man’s room. The male nurse helped 
him to turn over in all directions that poor lifeless body, for what 
seemed to me a century. He examined him thoroughly, and tried 
in vain to make the patient help himself a little. 
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“ That will do/’ he said after a time. He came up to me with 
his spectacles in his hand, and his eyes on the floor, and 
said: 

" You must be brave. It is a very serious case.’' 

We went to my room, and he washed his face and hands. He 
was without his spectacles of course, and when he raised his head 
to dry it, it looked like the strange little head of an amulet, carved 
by an unskilful hand. He said he remembered that we had been 
to see him several months ago, and he expressed surprise that we 
had not been again. He imagined that we had left him for another 
doctor; he had stated very clearly then that my father ought to 
have treatment. He was terrifying, scolding me there without his 
glasses. He raised his voice and demanded an explanation. His 
eyes roved everywhere in search of it. 

Of course he was quite right and I deserved his scolding. Also I 
don’t think it was that which made me hate Dr. Coprosich. I tried 
to excuse myself by telling him how my father hated doctors and 
drugs; I wept as I spoke and the doctor generously tried to calm 
me by saying that even if we had called him in earlier his know¬ 
ledge would only have availed to delay the catastrophe, not to 
avert it. 

But as he proceeded to inquire into the causes leading up to my 
father s illness, he found occasion to reproach me. He wanted to 
know if my father had complained of his health during the last 
months, whether he had eaten and slept well. I was not able to 
tell him anything definite; I had not even noticed whether my 
father s appetite was good or bad, though we had had our meals 
together day after day. I was overwhelmed by a sense of guilt, but 
the doctor did not press his questions. I told him that Maria 
always thought my father was dying, and that I had laughed 
at her for it. 

He stood drying his ears and gazing up at the ceiling. 

He will probably recover consciousness, in part at least, in 
the course of the next few hours,” he said. 

‘‘Is there any hope then? ” I exclaimed. 

‘‘None whatever!” he answered dryly. “But leeches have 
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never been known to fail in a case like this. He will certainly 
become partly conscious, but will probably lose his reason.” 

He shrugged his shoulders and put the towel back in its place. 
That shrugging of his shoulders seemed to suggest that he had 
not much opinion of his own work, and 1 felt encouraged to 
speak. I was terrified at the thought that my father might become 
conscious only to realize that he was dying, but if I had not seen 
the doctor shrug his shoulders I should not have dared to express 
my fears. 

“ Doctor! ” I implored. “ Doesn’t it seem to you wicked to let 
him recover consciousness? ” 

I burst into tears. My nerves were so shaken that I felt a per¬ 
petual desire to cry, and I gave way to it now unrestrainedly; I 
wanted him to see me crying, thinking he would the more readily 
forgive me for desiring to criticize him. 

He said to me very kindly: 

“ There, there, you must try to control yourself. Your father 
will never be sufficiently conscious to realize his condition. He is 
not a doctor. One has only not to tell him that he is dying, and 
he will never find out. But something worse may happen to him; 
he may go mad. I brought a strait-jacket with me in case that 
should happen, and the nurse will stay here.” 

More terrified than ever I begged him not to apply the leeches. 
Whereupon he calmly told me that the nurse had already applied 
them, because he had told him to before leaving my father's room. 
Then I flew into a rage. Could anything be more wicked than to 
force a desperately ill person to come to, when there was not the 
smallest chance of saving his life and only misery lay before him; 
perhaps too the unspeakable torture of a strait-jacket? In an 
absolute fury, but still crying piteously all the time, as if implor¬ 
ing for mercy, I declared that it seemed an unheard-of cruelty 
not to let a condemned man die in peace. 

I hate that man because he then got angry with me too. And 
for one thing I can never forgive him. He got so excited that he 
forgot to put on his spectacles, and yet succeeded in discovering 
exactly where my head was, and fixing it with his terrible eyes. 

C* 
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He said it looked as if I wanted to cut the slender thread of hope 
which still existed. He said it crudely, just like that. Here I joined 
battle with him. Weeping and shouting with rage I protested that 
only a few seconds before he had said himself that there was 
absolutely no hope of saving my father. I refused to let my house 
and its inmates be made use of for such an experiment. There 
were plenty of places in the world where they specialized in 
it! 

He replied very severely, and with an almost menacing calm: 

44 1 was explaining to you the scientific standpoint in such a 
case, but who knows what may happen in half an hour's time or, 
let us say, by tomorrow? If I have succeeded in keeping your 
father alive I have left a loophole for any contingency.” 

Then he put on his glasses, and with the manners of a pedantic 
official went on to make countless other demonstrations of the 
important role a doctor might sometimes play in the economic 
fortunes of a family. One half-hour of life, more or less, might 
alter the whole character of a patrimony. 

If I went on crying now it was because I pitied myself for 
having to listen to such stuff at a moment like that. I was 
exhausted and in no mood to argue. So it was too late to stop 
them applying the leeches ! 

The doctor has a great deal of power beside a sick bed, and I 
treated Dr. Coprosich with all respect. Perhaps that was why I 
did not dare to propose a consultation, a thing for which I 
reproached myself for many a long year. My remorse is dead 
now, together with all the other matters I have to relate; so I can 
speak of them as coldly as if they had happened to a stranger. 
All that remains to me of those days is my hatred of the doctor, 
and that will never die. 

After a little while we went into my father’s bedroom again. 
We found him lying on his left side. They had put a bandage on 
his forehead to cover the wound that the leeches had made. The 
doctor wanted to test at once whether he had recovered conscious¬ 
ness, and shouted in his ear. My father made not the faintest 
movement. 
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“ So much the better! ” I said courageously, but still in tears. 

“ The y cannot fail to take effect," remarked the doctor. “ Can't 
you see that his breathing has become different? " 

It was quite true that his breathing, which was now uniformly 
quick and laboured, no longer had that periodic character which 
had frightened me so much, earlier. 

The nurse said something to the doctor to which he assented. 
It was about trying on the strait-jacket. They took the horrible 
thing out of the bag, and between them raised my father, forcing 
him to sit upright on the bed. Then suddenly he opened his eyes. 
They were dim, and still unaccustomed to the light. I was in an 
agony of fear lest he should wake up and see everything. But 
instead of that when his head fell back on the pillow his eyes 
closed too, like those of certain dolls. 

The doctor was triumphant: 

“ There, that is quite different," he said in a low voice. 

Yes, it was quite different, and for me it meant something 
horribly threatening. I kissed my father warmly on the forehead, 
and said to him in my secret heart: 

“ Oh, may you sleep till eternal sleep overtakes you ! " And so 
I prayed that my father might die. The doctor, however, guessed 
nothing, for he said cheerfully: 

“ You must admit that you are glad to see him come to." 

Dawn had come by the time the doctor went away—an over¬ 
cast, hesitating dawn. The wind seemed to me less violent though 
it still blew in gusts, and blew the frozen snow about. 

I went with the doctor as far as the garden. I behaved to him 
with exaggerated politeness so that he should not guess what I 
really felt towards him. My face expressed only consideration and 
respect. It was not till I saw him going down the garden path to 
the gate that I allowed myself a grimace of disgust. He looked 
such an insignificant black little thing in the snow, staggering 
down the path, and occasionally stopping, as each fresh gust 
smote him, in order to withstand it better. But the grimace was 
not enough; I felt the need of violent movement after my long 
effort at self-control. I walked up and down the path for several 
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minutes in the cold, with nothing on my head, stamping my feet 
furiously in the deep snow. But I don’t really know whether my 
childish fury was directed against the doctor or against myself. 
Myself perhaps first, because I had desired my father s death, but 
had not dared to say so. It was true that I had desired it solely 
out of filial affection, but the fact that I had remained silent about 
it made it a crime which weighed heavily on my mind. 

The sick man was still asleep. He said only a few words which 
I could not hear, but he said them in a calm, confidential tone, 
contrasting strangely with his hurried breathing, which gave 
such an impression of unrest. Would he soon be conscious again 
and realize the worst? 

Maria and the male nurse were both sitting by his bed. I felt 
confidence in the latter, and was only irritated by a certain air of 
exaggerated conscientiousness. He rejected Maria’s proposal to 
give the invalid a spoonful of broth, a remedy in which she had 
great faith. The doctor had not said anything about giving him 
broth, and the nurse wanted to wait for his next visit before 
venturing on anything so important. I thought him much more 
overbearing than was necessary. Poor Maria did not press the 
matter, nor did I. But I made another grimace of disgust. 

They persuaded me to lie down now, so that I could sit up with 
the hired nurse during the night. Two were enough at a time if 
the invalid needed anything, and we could take it in turns to rest 
on the sofa. I lay down and fell asleep at once, losing conscious¬ 
ness completely without the faintest flicker of a dream. 

Last night, however, after I had spent the whole of yesterday 
in trying to recall what I have here set down, I had an exceed¬ 
ingly vivid dream which with one enormous bound carried me 
back over the years to the very time I have been speaking of. I 
saw myself and the doctor standing in the room where we had 
been discussing the leeches and the strait-jacket. The room looks 
quite different now because it is my wife’s and my bedroom. I 
was instructing the doctor in the various steps he should take 
to cure my father, while he, spectacles in hand, and with a dis¬ 
tracted look, was shouting that it was not worth while doing all 
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these things. I did not see him as he is now, old and decrepit, but 
keen and vigorous as he was then. This is what he was saying: 
“We must not apply leeches; they will only recall him to life and 
suffering.” I meanwhile was banging a book of prescriptions with 
my fist and shouting: “ Bring leeches ! I will have those leeches ! 
And the strait-jacket too ! ” 

Apparently I made a noise in my dream, for my wife woke me 
up in the middle of it. Distant shades ! It seems one can only 
recapture you by an optical illusion which turns you upside 
down. 

My sleeping so peacefully is the last thing I can remember 
about that day. Then followed several weary days which seem to 
me now to have been all exactly alike. As the weather improved 
they said my father’s condition improved too. He could walk 
across the room now by himself, and began his daily progress 
from bed to sofa, in search of air. Sometimes he would watch for 
a few minutes through the closed windows the sunlit, dazzling 
snow which still covered the garden. I would go in from time 
to time expecting to find that return of consciousness prophesied 
by Coprosich, and resolved to overcloud it again by discussion. 
But though my father’s eyesight and hearing seemed to improve 
daily there was no real return of consciousness. 

All the time my father was ill my heart was filled with a strange 
mixture of grief and resentment. The principal element in this 
resentment was my rage against Coprosich, which only grew 
greater the longer I tried to conceal it. But I also felt furious with 
myself for not daring to renew my discussion with the doctor, and 
tell him that I did not care a fig for all his science, and that I 
hoped my father would die and be saved all that suffering. 

And finally I began to feel resentment against my father. Any¬ 
one will understand who has tried watching day after day, for 
weeks on end, by the bed of somebody who is ill, when one knows 
nothing about nursing and is therefore obliged to be a passive 
spectator. I felt the need of a real rest in order to clear up my 
mind and take some of the sting out of the grief I felt on my 
father’s account and on my own. Instead of which I was obliged 
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to be constantly fighting with him, now forcing him to take 
his medicine and now preventing him leaving the room. And 
conflict always produces anger. 

One evening Carlo, the nurse, called me in to see a further 
improvement in my father. Greatly excited I rushed in, fearing 
that the old man had become conscious of his condition and would 
upbraid me for it. 

My father was standing in the middle of the room in his under¬ 
clothes, with his red silk night-cap on his head. He still had great 
difficulty in breathing, but from time to time said a few words 
quite intelligibly. Just as I went in he said to Carlo: 

“ Open ! ” 

He wanted him to open the window. Carlo replied that he 
could not because it was too cold. For a little while my father 
forgot what it was he had asked. He sat down in an armchair by 
the window and stretched out his legs so as to be more comfortable. 
When he saw me he said: 

“Have you been asleep? ” I don’t think he heard my reply. 
This was not the kind of recovery I had feared. When you are 
actually dying you have other things to do than to think about 
death. His whole being was concentrated on the effort to get his 
breath. Instead of listening to my answer he shouted to Carlo 
again: 

“ Open ! ” 

He could not rest. He got up from the chair and tried standing. 
Then with a great effort, and with the help of the nurse, he lay 
down on the bed, lying first for an instant on his left side, and 
then changing almost immediately to his right, for he knew that 
he could hold out in this position for several minutes on end. 
Then he called the nurse again to help him to his feet, and went 
back to the armchair, where he remained sitting much longer 
than before. 

The same day, on one of his frequent journeys from the bed 
to the armchair, he stopped in front of the glass and looked at 
himself in it for quite a long time. Then he murmured: 

“ I look like a Mexican ! ” 
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It must have been to break the awful monotony of his journey 
to and from the armchair that he started trying to smoke that 
day. But he got no further than filling his mouth once with 
smoke and puffing it out again, exhausted. 

Once Carlo called me in during a moment of complete 
consciousness: 

“Am I seriously ill then? ” he had asked in a terrified voice; 
but it was only one brief flash followed by a moment’s delirium. 
He sat up in bed and thought he had just woke up, and that he 
was spending the night in an hotel in Vienna. It was probably 
the longing to cool his burning mouth which made him dream of 
Vienna where there is such lovely water and so cold. He went 
on to speak of the delicious water which awaited him at the 
nearest fountain. 

He was a restless patient, but otherwise very good. I was con¬ 
tinually afraid of his becoming irritable when he discovered how 
ill he really was, so that his gentleness did nothing to diminish 
my fatigue; but he always patiently accepted any new sugges¬ 
tion that was made to him, because he was always hoping to get 
relief from one of them. When the nurse offered to go and get 
him a glass of milk he accepted with genuine delight. But he was 
soon as eager to get rid of the milk as he was to have it, and 
because it was not taken from him after he had had one small 
sip, he threw it on the ground. 

The doctor never showed any sign of being disappointed by the 
invalid’s condition. Every day he noticed a slight improvement, 
but he regarded the catastrophe as inevitable. One day he arrived 
in his carriage and was in a great hurry to be off again. He told 
me to persuade my father to lie down as much as possible, because 
a horizontal position was better for the circulation. He spoke to 
my father about it too, who heard what he said and promised 
to do so with an air of complete understanding, but nevertheless 
remained standing in the middle of the room and seemed to fall 
back at once into a state of absent-mindedness, or rather into that 
pre-occupation with his lack of breath which I described above. 

The following night I experienced for the last time the fear of 
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that much-dreaded return of consciousness. He was sitting by 
the window in an armchair, and gazing through the panes out 
on to the clear starlit sky. His breathing was still laboured, but 
he was so absorbed in watching the sky that it did not seem to 
trouble him. Perhaps it was his efforts to get his breath which 
made him seem to nod his head as if in sign of assent. 

I thought with horror: Now at last he is considering the prob¬ 
lem he has always avoided. I tried to discover which exact point 
of the sky it was that he was gazing at. There he sat, upright, 
with the intense and concentrated effort of someone who is trying 
to peer through a window too high up. I thought he was looking 
at the Pleiades. During his whole life he had probably never gazed 
into the distance for so long on end. Suddenly he turned his whole 
body towards me, still sitting upright in his chair. 

“ Look ! Look ! ” he said, with a stern, commanding air. He 
returned once more to his study of the sky, and then said to me 
again: 

“Did you see? Did you see? ” 

He tried to go back again to the stars, but he could not: he sank 
exhausted into the armchair, and when I asked him what it was 
he had wanted to show me, he did not seem to remember that 
he had wanted to show me anything—he probably did not even 
hear me. The word he had been searching for, which he so much 
wanted to confide to me had escaped him for ever. 

The night was long, but not particularly fatiguing either for 
me or for the nurse. We let the sick man do as he liked, and he 
went on walking about the room in his queer costume, quite 
unconscious that he was waiting for death. Once he tried to go 
out in the passage, where it was very cold. I would not let him 
and he obeyed at once. Another time when his nurse, who had 
heard the doctor’s orders, tried to prevent him getting up, my 
father rebelled. He shook off his stupor and wept and swore as 
he struggled to raise himself. I insisted on his being allowed to 
move about exactly as he pleased. He quieted down at once, and 
returned to his life of silence and his vain pilgrimage in search 
of relief. 
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When the doctor came he allowed himself to be examined, and 
even tried to do as he was told and to take a deep breath. Then, 
turning to me, he said: 

“What is he saying? " 

He forgot me for a moment, but soon came back again: 

“When can I go out? " 

The doctor, encouraged by his docility, urged me to tell him 
that he ought to lie down more. My father only listened to voices 
he knew, like mine and Maria's and the nurse's. I had no faith in 
the value of that prescription, but I repeated it to him and put a 
touch of severity into my tone. 

“ Yes, yes," my father agreed, and at once got up and went 
to the armchair. 

The doctor watched him and murmured with resignation: 

“ It is clear that it relieves him a little to change his position." 

I went to bed soon afterwards, but I could not close my eyes; 
I was probing the future, and trying to discover in it some motive 
for continuing my efforts at self-improvement. I cried a great deal, 
more on my own account than for my poor father who roamed 
his room perpetually in a vain effort to find peace. 

When I got up Maria went to lie down, and I joined the nurse 
at my father's bedside. I was very tired and depressed, and my 
father was more restless than ever. 

Then came that terrible, unforgettable scene which threw its 
shadow far into the future, and deprived me of all my courage 
and of all joy in life. The intensity of my grief was only mitigated 
when time had blunted all my feelings. 

The nurse said: 

“ What a good thing it would be if we could persuade him to 
stay in bed. The doctor attaches so much importance to it." 

I had been lying down on the sofa. I got up at once and went 
over to the bed where my father was lying at the moment, 
struggling more than ever to get his breath. I was resolved to 
insist on his remaining on the bed for at least half an hour, as 
the doctor had ordered. Surely it was my duty to do so. 

Suddenly my father started struggling to escape the pressure 
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of my hands which were holding him down, and began edging 
himself towards the other side of the bed. I kept my hand firmly 
on his shoulder and forced him down, while at the same time I 
ordered him in a loud voice not to move about. He obeyed for a 
few seconds, startled by the sternness of my voice. Then he 
exclaimed: 

44 I am dying ! ” 

And he sat straight up. I in my turn was startled by his cry 
and relaxed the pressure of my hand, so that he succeeded in 
sitting on the edge of the bed, exactly facing me. I think he was 
furious at finding himself held down by force, even for a moment, 
and that he had the impression that it was I who was depriving 
him of the air he needed so much, just as I was shutting out the 
light by standing, while he was sitting down. With a supreme 
effort he struggled to his feet, raised his arm high above his head, 
and brought it down with the whole weight of his falling body 

on my cheek. Then he slipped from the bed on to the floor and 
lay there—dead ! 

I did not realize he was dead, but my heart contracted with 
grief at the thought of the punishment that the dying man had 
tried to administer to me. I raised him with Carlo’s help and got 
him back on to the bed. Then, crying like a child who has been 
punished, I shouted in his ear: 

It was not my fault ! It was that cursed doctor who wanted 
to make you lie down ! ” 

It was a lie. Then I promised, like a child, never to do it 
again : 

“ * wi U ^t you do exactly what you like.” 

The nurse said : 

“He is dead.” 

They had to use force to get me to leave the room. He was dead 
and it was impossible for me to prove my innocence. 

When I was alone I tried to recover myself. I began reasoning: 
it was out of the question that my father, who was not in his 
right mind, could have taken such perfect aim at my cheek with 
the direct intention of punishing me. 
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But how could I ever know for certain that my reasoning was 
just? I even thought of consulting Coprosich about it. He, as a 
doctor, might be able to throw some light on a dying man’s ability 
to plan and execute a design like that. Perhaps I had only been a 
victim of a supreme effort on my father’s part to recover his 
breath. But I never spoke to Coprosich about it. I could not bear 
to go and tell him what sort of a parting I had had from my 
father, especially as it was he who had actually accused me of not 
showing him enough kindness. 

It was another terrible blow to me when, later in the evening, 
I heard Carlo say to Maria in the kitchen: 

“ You should have seen how the old man raised his arm and 
gave his son a great blow in the face. It was the last thing he 
did.” Carlo had seen it then, so of course Coprosich would hear 
all about it. 

When at last I went back to the death chamber I found they 
had already dressed the corpse. His beautiful white hair had been 
brushed, no doubt by the nurse. Death had already stiffened the 
body, which lay there proud and menacing. His large, shapely, 
powerful hands were livid, but were disposed so naturally that 
they seemed ready to grasp and punish. After that I felt that I 
could not bear to see him again. 

At the funeral I tried to recall my father as I had always known 
him since childhood, indulgent and weak; and I persuaded myself 
that the blow he had given me when he was dying could not have 
been intentional. I became gentle and kind, and the memory of 
my father was always with me and grew ever dearer to me. It was 
like a delightful dream; now that we were in perfect agreement, 

I was the weak one and he the strong. 

I returned to the religion of my childhood and held to it for 
a long time. I imagined that my father could hear what I said, 
and I was able to tell him that it had not been my fault, but the 
doctor’s. The lie was no longer of any importance because now 
he understood everything and so did I. For some time I continued 
these conversations with my father, which were as sweet and 
secret as an illicit love; to everyone else I went on laughing at 
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religious practices, though in reality—I will confess it here—I 
daily with my whole heart commended my father’s soul to the 
care of some unknown being. It is the essence of true religion that 
one does not need to make a loud profession of it in order to get 
the consolation which at certain moments one cannot do without. 



The Story of My Marriage 


In the minds of middle-class young men life is associated 
with a career, and in early youth that career is usually Napoleon's. 
They do not of course necessarily dream of becoming Emperor, 
because it is possible to be like Napoleon while remaining far, far 
below him. Similarly, the most intense life is summarized in the 
most rudimentary of sounds, that of a sea-wave, which from the 
moment it is born until it expires is in a state of continual change. 
I too, like Napoleon and like the wave, could at any rate look 
forward to a recurring state of birth and dissolution. 

My life seemed only able to supply one note without any 
variation, a fairly high note for which some people envied me, 
but nevertheless terribly monotonous. During my whole life my 
friends have never changed their opinion of me, and I think that 
since I attained years of discretion my conception of myself has 
not changed very much either. 

Perhaps it was the tedium of producing and hearing that 
solitary note which put into my head the idea of getting married. 
Those who have not experienced it are inclined to think marriage 
more important than it really is. The mate you choose renews, 
for better or for worse, her own race in your children, but Mother 
Nature who ordains it thus, and yet cannot lead us straight to the 
goal (because when we get married it is not of children that we 
are thinking), persuades us that our wife will bring about our 
own renewal—a curious illusion which the facts in no way sup¬ 
port. In fact one may live together quite unchanged, except that 
one may come to feel dislike for a being so different from oneself 
or envy for a being so superior. 

The odd thing about my matrimonial adventure is that it began 
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by making the acquaintance of my future father-in-law, and feel¬ 
ing a great admiration and affection for him before I knew that he 
had daughters of a marriageable age. But obviously it was no 
conscious purpose which drove me towards a goal of which I was 
completely ignorant. I deserted a girl who at one moment I 
thought would have suited me, and attached myself wholly to my 
future father-in-law. I almost feel inclined to believe in fate. 

The desire for novelty which I secretly cherished in my soul 
found satisfaction in Giovanni Malfenti, who was so entirely 
different from me and from anyone whose friendship I had 
enjoyed up to that time. I had a considerable degree of culture 
owing to my having studied at the university; and still more 
owing to my long, and I think very instructive period of doing 
nothing. He, on the other hand, was an important business man, 
ignorant and pushing. But his ignorance gave one an impression 
of quiet strength which fascinated me. I loved to watch him and 
. envied him for what he was. 

Malfenti was about fifty, with a constitution of iron; a huge, 
tall man weighing more than two hundred pounds. The few ideas 
that he kept in his great head had been weighed, analysed, and 
sifted by him with such care and lucidity, and their application 
to the numerous cases that arose each day so perfectly thought 
out that they seemed to have become part of himself, like his 
limbs or his character. I was lacking in ideas like that and I clung 
to him in the hope of enriching myself. Olivi had advised my 
going to the Tergesteo,* for he said it would be a good preparation 
for commercial life for me to frequent the Bourse, and that I might 
be able from thence to give him some useful tips. I sat down at 
the table presided over by my future father-in-law, and there I 
remained; for it seemed to me that I had at last discovered a true 
chair of commerce, such as I had been in search of for a very long 
time. 

He soon noticed my admiration for him and responded with an 
affection that at once struck me as paternal. Did he know from 
the very beginning how things were going to turn out? When, 

* Hie Bourse of Trieste. 
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in the enthusiasm produced in me by his great activity, I declared 
one evening my intention of getting rid of Olivi and managing 
my affairs myself, he strongly dissuaded me and even seemed 
rather alarmed at my proposal. He had nothing against my devot¬ 
ing myself to commerce, but I must always remain in close touch 
with Olivi, whom he also knew. 

He was very ready to help me, and went so far as to write with 
his own hand in my notebook three commandments that he held 
should suffice to make any business prosper: 

(1) It is not essential to work yourself, but you are lost if you 
can't make others work for you. 

(2) There is only one great cause for remorse—to have failed 
to look after one’s own interests. 

(3) Theory is very useful in business, but only when the busi¬ 
ness has already been settled. 

I knew these and ever so many other wise sayings by heart, but 
they were never any use to me. When I admire anyone I at oirce 
try to be like him. So I began to imitate Malfcnti. I soon began 
to feel myself as astute as he was, and once I even thought I was 
the sharper of the two, for I fancied I had discovered a weak 
point in his way of carrying on business, and decided to tell him 
of it at once in order to win his respect. At the Tergcsteo one day 
I heard him calling someone a blockhead to his face, and went up 
to his desk and began taking him to task. I explained to him that 
he was making a mistake in proclaiming his cunning far and 
wide. The really cunning business man, I said, ought to aim at 
appearing as stupid as possible. 

He laughed at me. On the contrary, he said, his reputation for 
cunning was most useful to him. A great many people came to 
ask his advice and brought him all kinds of fresh news, while the 
sound advice he gave them was based on experience dating from 
the Middle Ages. Sometimes the people who brought him informa¬ 
tion ended by buying his goods. At this point he would begin to 
shout, for he had at last discovered the final argument that was to 
convince me: if you wanted to buy or sell profitably you always 
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went to the man who had the greatest reputation for cunning. 
All you could hope for from your stupid man was to cheat him 
of his profit, but his goods were always sure to cost more than 
the other’s because he had probably been cheated when he bought 
them in the first instance. 

I was the person whom he thought most of in his little circle 
at the Tergesteo. He confided to me his business secrets, and I 
never betrayed them. He had chosen his confidant so well that he 
twice succeeded in cheating me after I became his son-in-law. The 
first time his sharpness cost me a lot of money, but as it was Olivi 
who was taken in I did not mind so much. Olivi had sent me to 
get some tips from him, which I did. But they turned out so badly 
that Olivi never forgave me, and afterwards whenever I was 
about to open my mouth to give him a new tip he would ask: 
“Who did you get that from? Your father-in-law? ” In order to 
defend myself I was obliged to begin defending Giovanni, and I 
ended by feeling that I had been the cheater instead of the 
cheated: a very agreeable sensation. 

But on the other occasion I was the victim, though I could not 
even then bear any ill-will to my father-in-law. Sometimes he 
provoked my envy, sometimes my mirth. My misfortune seemed 
to me a perfect illustration of his principles; never had he 
explained them to me so well. He laughed about it too with me. 
He said he was only laughing because he found my folly so comic. 
Once however he did confess to having played a trick on me. It 
was at the wedding of his daughter Ada (not, alas, to me) after 
he had drunk some champagne, which had an exciting effect on 
his great body accustomed only to drink plain water. 

Then he revealed what had happened, shouting in order to 
overcome his mirth, which almost prevented him from speaking: 

“ And then out came that decree ! It knocked me flat, and I 
was just working out how much it would cost me when in came 
my son-in-law. He said he wanted to take up commerce. ‘ Here’s a 
splendid chance for you,’ I said. He flung himself on the document 
and signed it right away, lest Olivi should arrive and interfere; 
and the deed was done ! ” Then he began singing my praises. “ He 
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knows the classics by heart. He knows who said this and who 
said that. But he doesn’t know how to read the newspaper ! 

It was quite true. If only I had seen that decree, which had 
appeared in an inconspicuous place in the five newspapers I read 
every day, I should not have fallen into the trap. But even so I 
should have had to take in at once the whole bearing of the new 
law, which was not such an easy matter, for it concerned the 
reduction of a customs tax which in its turn would send down 
the value of certain goods. 

The following day my father-in-law denied having made such 
a confession. The whole business assumed the same aspect it had 
before the wedding breakfast. “ Wine is a great inventor, he 
calmly said, and maintained that the decree had not been pub¬ 
lished till two days after he had concluded the affair with me. He 
said it was clear that if I had seen it I should have realized its 
import. I felt flattered by this, but it was not said to spare my 
feelings, for he assumed that everyone who read the papers was 
bound to keep his own interests in mind all the time. But when I 
read the papers I at once became metamorphosed into public 
opinion, and if I see that a tax has been reduced my thoughts 
turn at once to Cobden and Liberalism. This seems to me so 
uplifting an idea that I have no room left for my own particular 
merchandise. 

Once I really did succeed in winning his admiration, though 
unfortunately on account of my least admirable qualities. He and 
I had both had shares for some time past in a sugar factory, which 
was supposed to be going to work miracles. The shares, however, 
began to go down, only a little, but quite regularly, and Giovanni, 
who had no idea of swimming against the stream, sold his and 
advised me to sell mine. I entirely agreed, and decided to order 
my broker to do so, and I made a note of it in the little book that 
I had lately started for that purpose. But no one looks in his 
pocket during the daytime, and for several days on end I kept 
coming across my entry in turning out my pockets befoie going 
to bed, when it was of course too late to do anything. Once I 
could not help calling out from sheer annoyance, and so as not 
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to have to explain to my wife I told her I had bitten my tongue. 
Next time in my rage at such incompetence I bit my hand. “ Look 
out for your foot,” said my wife laughing. By this time I had 
got so used to it that I ceased mutilating myself. I only stared 
in stupefaction at the accursed little book that was too thin to 
make itself felt during the day, and then forgot all about it till 
the following evening. 

One day a heavy shower drove me to shelter at the Tergesteo. 
There I happened to meet my broker, who told me that during 
the last week those shares had almost doubled in price. 

“ I’ll sell them now,” I cried, triumphantly. 

I hastened at once to my father-in-law, who had already heard 
of the rise in price of the shares and was lamenting having sold 
his and, a little less perhaps, having persuaded me to sell mine. 

“ Patience ! ” he said, laughing. “ It's the first time you have 
lost in consequence of taking my advice.” 

The other affair had not been by his advice, but only at his 
suggestion, which according to him was quite a different matter. 

I laughed heartily. 

“ But I didn’t take your advice ! ” I was not content with my 
good luck. I wanted to take credit for it. I told him I was going 
to sell my shares next day, and assuming an air of great impor¬ 
tance I tried to make him believe that I had received information 
that I had forgotten to hand on to him, and which had induced 
me not to follow his advice ! 

He looked extremely offended and turned away as he answered: 

“An-one v'fh a head like yours has no right to go into 
businc ^rul when you have played a caddish trick like that on 
anyone least you can do is not to confess it. You have much 
to learn, young man.” 

I hated to see him angry. It was much more amusing to have 
him score off me. I told him exactly what had happened. 

4 You see it is precisely someone with a head like mine who 
ought to go into business.” 

His good humour returned immediately, and he laughed with 
me. 
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“ It is not really a profit but a compensation, in your case," he 
said. “That head of yours has already cost you so much that it is 
only fair you should recover some of your losses." 

I don't know why I have spent so much time describing my 
quarrels with him, for there were very few of them. I was so fond 
of him that I always wanted to be with him, in spite of the fact 
that he had the habit of shouting in order to think more clearly. 
My tympanum managed to withstand his vociferation; if he had 
shouted less his immoral theories would have been more offensive, 
and if he had had a better education his force would not have 
seemed so impressive. Though I was so different from him I think 
he returned my affection. I should feel more certain of it, though, 
if he had lived longer. He went on lecturing me after my marriage, 
and he interspersed his instructions with outbursts of violence 
and sudden insults which I accepted mildly and was sure that I 
deserved. 

I married his daughter. Mother Nature guided me mysteriously, 
and you will see with what violence she imposed her commands. 
Sometimes I study my children’s faces, and try to find, besides the 
small chin—a sign of weakness—and the dreamy eyes that I 
bequeathed to them, some traces of the brute force of the man I 
chose to be their grandfather. 

I wept at my father-in-law’s grave, though his final farewell to 
me had not been too affectionate. On his death-bed he told me 
he admired my damn good luck, which enabled me to go about 
just as I liked while he was crucified on his bed. I asked him in 
surprise what I could have done to make him want me to be ill. 
And this is what he replied: 

“ If I could get rid of my illness by giving it to you, you may 
be sure that I would do so at once, and twice over! I have got 
none of your humanitarian bees in my bonnet! ” 

There was nothing offensive in what he said; he only wanted to 
repeat the other occasion when he had landed me with worthless 
goods. The loss of my second father was a terrible one for me, 
caveman, ignorant, fierce fighter though he was, for these very 
qualities showed up the better my own weakness, culture, and 
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timidity. Yes, it is true I am timid ! I should never have realized 
it but for studying Giovanni so closely. How much better I might 
have known myself today if I had been able to have him always 
by me! 

I soon perceived this at his desk in the Tergesteo, where he took 
pleasure in revealing himself exactly as he was, and even rather 
worse. Giovanni made certain reservations. He never spoke about 
his home life, except when absolutely obliged, and then very 
quietly, in a much lower voice than usual. He had a great respect 
for his home and felt, no doubt, that not everyone who sat with 
him at that table was worthy to hear anything about it. All that 
I could discover was that he had four daughters, whose names all 
began with the same initial, the letter A; he said that this was so 
convenient because anything stamped with that initial could pass 
from one to the other without any alteration being necessary. 
Their names, which I immediately committed to memory, were 
Ada, Augusta, Alberta, and Anna. I was also told that they were 
all good-looking. That initial seemed to me more significant than 
it really was. I dreamt about those four girls linked together so 
closely by their names. I almost felt they were a bunch of flowers. 
But that initial meant something else too. My name is Zeno, and 
I felt as if I were about to choose a wife from a far country. 

It was perhaps only chance that the first time I called at the 
Malfentis I had just ended an old love affair with a woman who 
deserved, I think, rather better treatment. But if it was chance it 
was a curious one. I decided to break with her on quite frivolous 
grounds. The poor girl thought that making me jealous was a good 
way of getting me to propose to her. But the fact that I suspected 
her was enough to make me break with her altogether. She was 
not to know that I was obsessed at that moment with the idea of 
marriage, and that I could not make up my mind to marry her just 
because she would not have seemed enough of a novelty. The 
suspicion she had tried to arouse in me by artificial means was a 
proof of the superiority of matrimony, which does not admit of 
such suspicions. When I realized that my suspicions were ground¬ 
less it occurred to me that she was too extravagant. Today, after 
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twenty-four years of honest matrimony, I am no longer of that 
opinion. It was fortunate for her that I broke with her, for a few 
months later she married someone who was very well off. She 
married before I did, and almost immediately after my wedding I 
met her in my own house, for her husband was a friend of my 
father-in-law. We met frequently, but for some years—in fact 
during our youth—we were rather cold to each other and never 
made any allusion whatever to the past. The other day, however, 
she suddenly said, with a youthful blush on her face which was 
framed by grey hair: 

“ Why did you give me up? ” 

I spoke the truth because I had no time to invent a lie: 

“ I really don't remember, but there are so many other things 
in my life which I have forgotten too.” 

“ I am sorry,” she said, and I was already beginning to bow in 
expectation of a compliment. “ Now that you are old I find you 
most entertaining.” I straightened myself up with a jerk. There 
was nothing to say thank you for. 

One day I heard that the Malfenti family had come back to 
town after an unusually long summer holiday in the country. I 
did not have to take any steps to get invited to the house, for 
Giovanni forestalled me. 

He showed me a letter from an old friend of his, asking for 
news of me. We had been together at the university and I had 
been devoted to him so long as I thought he was going to become 
a great light in the scientific world. But I had lost all interest in 
him since he had become instead the head of a great cement firm, 
and now I never saw him. 

I remember that first visit as if it were yesterday. It was a cold, 
dark autumn afternoon; and I even remember the relief of taking 
off my overcoat in the warm atmosphere of the house. I felt as if 
I were coming safely into port. I still cannot help wondering at 
tny blindness, which I regarded then as clairvoyance. I was in 
pursuit of health and respectability. It is true that four girls were 
included under the initial A, but I at once subtracted three of 
them, and in my mind submitted the fourth to a searching 
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examination. I could not, however, have really told you which 
qualities I demanded from her and which I abominated. 

I was shown into an elegant drawing-room, furnished in two 
different styles—Louis Quatorze and Venetian—the latter con¬ 
taining a good deal of leather stamped in gold. There was in fact 
a profusion of gold. The room was divided in two, and in the 
window-half Augusta sat reading. She shook hands with me, 
seemed to know my name, and said that they were expecting me, 
as her father had said that I should be coming. Then she went to 
call her mother. 

Well, that was the end of one of the four girls with the same 
initial, as far as I was concerned. How could they have called her 
pretty? The first thing that I noticed about her was that she 
squinted, and so badly sometimes that if one had not seen her for 
a while that squint seemed to sum up her whole personality. Her 
hair was not very thick and of a dull shade of blondness without 
any lights in it; and though she had not exactly a bad figure she 
was rather broad for her age. In the few moments I remained 
alone I thought to myself: “ If all the others are like this 
one ... ! ” 

Soon after, the bunch of girls was reduced to two, for the one 
who now came in with her mother was only eight years old. She 
was a charming child with long, curly golden hair hanging loose 
over her shoulders. Her round, sweet baby face was like one of 
those pensive angel faces painted by Raphael—so long as she 
did not speak ! 

Of my mother-in-law I feel, like many another, a slight reluct¬ 
ance to speak freely. I have been fond of her for many years now, 
because she is my mother, but I am telling an old story in which 
she did not play a friendly part towards me. I intend, however, 
not to say a single disrespectful word about her in this notebook, 
though she will never see it. Besides, her intervention was so 
brief that I have almost forgotten it; just a little push which, 
administered at the right moment, was enough to make me lose 
my balance. I might have lost it even without her intervention, 
and who knows whether she was really responsible for what 
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actually happened? She is too well brought up ever to drink too 
much and so let me into her secrets, like her husband. That sort 
of thing could never happen to her, so I am not really very sure 
about the facts of my story, nor whether it was because she was 
so designing or because I was so stupid that I married the very one 
of her daughters I least wanted to. 

I may say, in passing, that at the time I first called on her my 
mother-in-law was still a good-looking woman. She dressed 
expensively, but with quiet elegance and no display. Everything 
about her was harmonious and subdued. 

The mutual understanding between my parents-in-law was just 
such a picture of married bliss as I had dreamed of. They were 
perfectly happy together; he shouted at her and she smiled back 
at him with a smile that expressed at the same time her agree¬ 
ment and her sympathy. She loved her big husband, and he prob¬ 
ably won her heart and kept it by his business ability and extra¬ 
ordinary success. It was admiration far more than self-interest 
which bound her to him, an admiration that I shared and could 
therefore readily understand. An immense vitality gave a per¬ 
petual impetus to his life, though exercised in so restricted a 
sphere; a kind of cage containing merchandise, with two hostile 
parties contracting for it, and perpetually weaving fresh com¬ 
binations and patterns. He told her everything about his business, 
and she was too tactful ever to give him any advice, knowing well 
that it would only distract him. He needed her silent sympathy 
and sometimes would hurry home during the day, merely in 
order to monologize aloud, but quite under the impression that 
he went to ask his wife’s advice. 

I was not surprised to learn that he was faithless to her, and 
that she knew all about it and bore him no ill will. I had been 
married just a year when Giovanni told me one day, in a great 
state of excitement, that he had lost a very important letter, and 
wanted to have a look through the papers he had given me in 
the hope that he might find it among them. A few days later he 
told me gleefully that he had found it in his own pocketbook. 

Was it from a woman? ” He nodded, and congratulated himself 
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on his good fortune. Shortly afterwards, when my mother-in-law 
and my wife accused me of having mislaid some papers, I remarked 
that I was not so lucky as my father-in-law, whose papers found 
their way back into his pocketbook of their own accord. My 
mother-in-law laughed so heartily that I felt certain it was she 
who had replaced the missing paper. Evidently it made no differ¬ 
ence to their relationship. Everyone has to deal with his love 
affairs in his own way. And I must say that I don’t think these 

two chose by any means the most foolish. 

I was received very kindly. Signora Malfenti apologized for 
bringing little Anna with her, saying it was the hour when she 
always looked after her. The child gazed at me with her great 
serious eyes. When Augusta returned and sat down on a little 
sofa facing the one on which I was sitting with her mother, the 
child went and nestled in her sister’s lap, watching me all the 
time with an undivided attention that amused me, because 
could not guess what was going on in her little head. 

The conversation was not very lively at first. Signora Malfenti, 
like all properly brought up people, was rather dull when you met 
her for the first time. She would go on asking about the friend 
who she pretended had introduced me to the house, and whose 

Christian name I could not even remember. 

At last Ada and Alberta came in. I breathed again. They were 
both lovely, and brought into the drawing-room a radiance which 
had been quite lacking till then. They were both dark, tall, and 
slender, but very different one from the other. The choice I ha 
to make was not difficult. Alberta could not have been more than 
seventeen years old. Though she was dark she had, like her 
mother, a pink transparent skin, which added to her childish 
appearance. Ada, on the contrary, was already a woman. Her eyes 
shone gravely out of the pallor of her face, framed by thic 
curly hair that was gracefully though severely arranged. 

It is difficult to discover the first beginnings of a sentiment 
that was later to become so passionate, but I am certain that in 
this case the so-called coup dc foudre was lacking. But the absence 
of that lightning flash was compensated by my immediate convic- 
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tion that she was the woman I wanted for my wife, the woman 
who was to guide me to moral and physical health in the holy 
monogamy of marriage. Looking back I am surprised that the 
coup de foudrc should have been lacking and that I should have 
had that conviction instead. Men usually do not seek in a wife 
the qualities they both adore and despise in a mistress. So I 
suppose all Ada's grace and beauty was not revealed to me at 
first, and I was charmed and delighted with qualities that I myself 
endowed her with, such as seriousness and energy; the very 
qualities, slightly modified, which I already loved in her father. 
If, as I still believe, Ada really did possess these qualities as a girl, I 
can account myself a good observer, though a rather blind one. 
The first time I saw Ada I was only conscious of one desire: to 
fall in love with her, because that was the first step necessary to 
marrying her. I applied myself to it with the energy that I always 
devote to measures of hygiene. I don’t really remember how long 
it took me; perhaps I succeeded in the relatively short period of 
my first visit. 

Giovanni had evidently talked about me a lot to his daughters. 
They knew, among other things, that I had deserted law for 
chemistry, and gone back again to law. I tried to explain to them 
that if a man confined himself to only one subject the greater 
part of knowledge remained hidden from him. And I said: 

Were it not that I was obliged to take life seriously [I did not 

add that it was only my decision to marry which had made me 

realize this necessity] I should have gone on from subject to 
subject.” 

Then to make them laugh I said it was odd that I always gave 
U P a subject just before the examinations came on. 

Mere chance,” I added with a smile intended to suggest that 
I was not speaking the truth. The truth was that I had changed 
my subject at every imaginable time of the year. 

And so I set out to win Ada, and persisted in trying to make 
er taugh at me, forgetting that what I had first chosen her for 
was her seriousness. I am rather fantastic, it is true, but to her I 
must have seemed positively unbalanced. It was not entirely my 

D 
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fault, as may be seen from the fact that Augusta and Alberta, 
whom I had not chosen, judged me quite differently. But Ada, 
who indeed was quite serious enough to be already casting round 
her beautiful eyes in search of a man with whom to build her 
nest, was incapable of falling in love with anyone who made her 
laugh. She did laugh of course a great deal, too much in fact, 
and her laughter covered with ridicule the person who had pro¬ 
voked it. This was a bad trait in her and ended by bringing her 
great trouble, but at first it was damaging only to me. If only I 
could have learnt when to have held my tongue things might 
have gone differently. I might at least have given her an oppor¬ 
tunity to talk herself, so that I could have seen what she was 

really like and protected myself against her. 

The four girls were seated on the sofa. They were rather 
cramped, though Anna was sitting in Augusta s lap. They looked 
charming sitting together like that. I observed them with secret 
satisfaction, because I was well on the way to falling in love. Yes, 
they really were charming! Augusta's rather mouse-coloured hair 
showed up to greater advantage the rich brown of the others. 

I had been talking about the university, and Alberta, who had 
only one more year at school, told me about her work. She com¬ 
plained that she found Latin so difficult. I said I was not surprised, 
because it was a language unsuited to women; so much so that I 
thought that even among the ancient Romans the women had 
talked Italian. For my part, I said, Latin had always been my 
favourite subject. I was foolish enough soon afterwards to quote 
something in Latin which Alberta was obliged to correct. It was 
really most unfortunate, but I made light of it and told Alberta 
that when she had been two or three years at the university she 
would have to look out for her Latin quotations too. 

Ada, who had just been spending several months in England 
with her father, said that lots of girls there knew Latin. Then in 
her grave and not at all musical voice, which was rather lower 
than one would have expected in such a delicate creature, she 
described how entirely different English women were from Italian. 
They were always forming societies for philanthropic, religious, 
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or economic purposes. Her sisters encouraged her to talk because 
they wanted to hear again things that at that time seemed very 
strange to girls in a town like ours. So Ada told us about women 
who became presidents or journalists or secretaries or political 
agitators, and who would go up on the platform and address 
hundreds of people without blushing and without losing their 
head if anyone interrupted or questioned their statements. She 
told it all quite simply without any emphasis, and with no idea 
of making us laugh or exciting our astonishment. 

I liked her simple way of talking all the more because I myself 
could not open my mouth without misrepresenting things or 
people, for otherwise I should have seen no use in talking at all. 
Talking seemed to me an event in itself which must not be 
hampered by any other events. 

But I had a particular dislike for perfidious Albion, and I 
showed it without fear of offending Ada who, by the way, had 
shown neither dislike nor love for England. I had spent several 
months there, but I never got to know anyone in good society 
because en route I had lost the letters of introduction with which 
some business friend of my father had provided me. So I only 
frequented a few French and Italian families in London, and had 
come to the conclusion that all really nice people in London had 
come from abroad. My knowledge of English was very limited. 
With the help of my friends I arrived at understanding a certain 
amount about English life, but above all I was given to under¬ 
stand that they hated anyone who was not English. 

I described to the girls how unpleasant it was to have to live 
among enemies. I should have stood it out, however, and managed 
to endure England for the six months prescribed by my father 
and Olivi, who wanted me to study business methods in England 
(which I never did because all their business seems to be carried 
on in secret corners), had I not been the victim of a most unfortun¬ 
ate accident. I had gone into a book-shop to buy a dictionary. On 
the counter was stretched a huge and magnificent Angora cat 
whose soft fur seemed to invite caresses. Well! fust because I 
stroked it very gently the treacherous beast sprang at me and 
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gave me a horrible scratch on the hand. From that moment I 
found England unendurable, and the very next day I was in Paris. 

Augusta, Alberta, and Signora Malfenti burst out laughing. 
But Ada was absolutely bewildered and thought she must have 
misheard me. Surely I had meant it was the bookseller who 
scratched me? I had to tell the whole story again, which is always 
tiresome because one never tells it so well the second time. 

The learned Alberta came to my aid. The Ancients, she said, 
also allowed themselves to be guided by animals in making any 
important decision. 

I refused to accept her aid. There was nothing oracular about 
that cat; it was fate itself. 

Ada opened her eyes and insisted on further explanations. 

“ Do you mean to say that cat symbolized for you the whole 

English race? " 

How unfortunate I was ! Though the story was quite true, it 
had seemed to me as instructive and interesting as if it had been 
invented to point a moral. It was easy enough to understand, if one 
reflected that in Italy, where I know and love so many people, 
that cat's action would not have acquired such significance. But 
I did not point this out. I said instead: 

“ I am sure no Italian cat could have been capable of such an 

action." 

Then Ada laughed too, until I thought she would never stop. 
My success was really too great, for I played such a poor part 
in the story, and I only made the adventure seem more ridiculous 

by adding further explanations: 

“ Even the bookseller was amazed at the cat's behaviour, because 
it was generally so friendly to everyone else. There was no get¬ 
ting over it; it happened to me just because it was me, or perhaps 
because I was Italian. It was really disgusting. There was nothing 
for it but flight." 

Then something happened which really ought to have opened 
my eyes and saved me from myself. Little Anna, who all this time 
had been sitting motionless with her eyes fixed on me, suddenly 
said out loud what Ada had been thinking. She cried out: 
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“But he’s mad, isn’t he? Quite, quite mad! ’’ 

Signora Malfenti scolded her: 

“Will you be quiet? Aren’t you ashamed to break in like that 
when grown-up people are talking? ” 

The scolding only made it worse. Anna burst out again: 

“He is mad! He talks to cats! You ought to get some rope 
and tie him up at once! ’’ 

Augusta, blushing with annoyance, got up and carried her off, 
telling her that she was very naughty and at the same time 
apologizing to me. But when they had got as far as the door the 
spiteful little creature managed to catch my eye, made a horrid 
face at me, and called out again: 

“They’ll come and tie you up, you see if they don’t! ’’ 

The onslaught had been so sudden that it took me quite a few 
moments to recover myself. But 1 was somewhat relieved to 
notice that Ada suffered at seeing her own feelings expressed for 
her in this way. The child’s impertinence had drawn us together. 

I laughed heartily as I told them that I had at home a stamped 
certificate guaranteeing that I was perfectly sane in every respect. 
And so I came to tell them about the trick I had played on my 
father. I suggested bringing along the certificate to show to little 
Anna. 

When I said I must be going they would not hear of it. They 
wanted me to forget first the scratches I had received from their 
own kitten. They begged me to stay on a little and offered me a 
cup of tea. 

I think I realized from the first that if I wanted Ada to like me 
I ought to be rather different from what I was; but I thought I 
should have no difficulty in becoming what she would like me to 
be. We went on talking of my father’s death and I thought if 
I showed her what a great grief it was to me she would sympathize 
with me. But in my desire to become like her I very soon became 
unnatural and, as you will see, only succeeded in estranging her 
still more. I said that the pain one suffered at a loss like that was 
so great that if I had children I should try to make them love me 
less, so that when I died their sorrow would be less unbearable. 
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I was a little embarrassed when they asked what steps I proposed 
taking to attain this object. Ill-treating them? Beating them. 

Alberta said, laughingly: 

“ The safest way would be to kill them yourself . 

I saw that Ada was afraid of displeasing me; so she remained 
silent. But not all her good will could do more for me than that. 
At last she said she was sure it was out of kindness that I wante 
to arrange my children’s life for them, but she did not think it 
was right to live by preparing yourself for death. I stuck to my 
idea, and asserted that death was really the great organizing force 
of life. I was always thinking about death and so I had only one 
sorrow : the certainty that I must die. Everything else became so 
unimportant that I could welcome it with a smile, even laugh at 
it. I think my reason for talking in this way was that I wante 
to show them I had a sense of humour, which had often before 
made me popular with women. She looked thoughtful and con¬ 
fessed with some hesitation that she did not like that way of 
looking at things. If you make life of little value its balance 
becomes more disturbed than Mother Nature has ordained. She 
was really saying that I did not suit her, but to me it seemed that 
I had scored a success, since I had succeeded in making her 

thoughtful. 

Alberta quoted an ancient philosopher whose view of life, she 
said, was rather like mine, and Augusta added that laughter was 
a splendid thing. Her father laughed a great deal too. 

“ Yes, when business goes well,” said Signora Malfenti. 

At last that memorable visit came to an end. 

It is the most difficult thing in the world to make exactly the 
marriage you want; as you may see from my own case, where my 
resolution to get married was made long before my choice o a 
bride. Why didn’t I go about and meet a great many more girls 
before choosing one? No. I really felt I should dislike seeing too 
many women, and I did not want to tire myself. When I ha 
chosen a girl I might at least have examined her more closely m 
order to discover whether she was prepared to meet me half-way, 
as is the custom in novels with a happy ending. But I straight 
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away chose a girl with a very deep voice and rather rebellious 
though severely dressed hair, and thought that so serious a young 
lady would surely not refuse a rich man of good family who was 
intelligent and not bad-looking. It is true that we disagreed over 
the very first words we exchanged, but I reflected that discords 
resolve themselves into harmonies. I even thought, I must con¬ 
fess: She shall stay just as she is, for that is how I like her; but if 
she wants it, I will change to please her. I was, on the whole, very 
modest, for it is undoubtedly easier to change oneself than to 
re-educate someone else. 

It did not take long for the Malfenti family to become the 
centre of my life. I spent every evening with Giovanni who, after 
he had introduced me into his household, had become more 
friendly and confidential than ever. His great friendliness gave 
me courage. At first I only called on his wife and daughters once 
a week, then several times, and at last I took to going every after¬ 
noon and spending several hours there. I had no lack of pretexts 
for establishing myself in the house, and I think I can honestly 
say that a good many were offered me. Sometimes I brought my 
violin and had some music with Augusta, who was the only one 
in the house who played the piano. It was a pity Ada did not 
play. It was also a pity that I played the violin so badly, and 
most unfortunate that Augusta was not a great musician. In 
every sonata we played I was obliged to cut out some passage 
that was too difficult for me, because, as I quite untruthfully said, 

I had not touched the violin for so long. An amateur pianist 
almost always plays better than an amateur violinist, and 
Augusta’s technique was quite good; but though I did not play 
nearly as well as she did, I was dissatisfied with her playing and 
inwardly thought: “ If I could play as well as you, I would cer¬ 
tainly play better.” While I was busy judging Augusta others 
were doing the same by me and, as I discovered later, none too 
favourably. Augusta would have liked to have some more practice 
at our sonatas, but I noticed that Ada was bored by it, and I 
pretended two or three times to have forgotten to bring my 
violin. After that Augusta did not mention it again. 
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But alas, it was not only the time I was in their house that I 
spent with Ada. Very soon the thought of her accompanied me 
all day long. She was the woman I had chosen, therefore she must 
be mine, and I endowed her with every ideal quality to make 
my life’s prize more beautiful. All the qualities lacking in myself, 
and which I longed to possess, I gave to her; she was to become 
not only my wife but a second mother to me, who would equip 
me for a full virile life, encourage me to fight and help me to be 

victorious. 

In my dreams I made her more beautiful too, physically. I have 
run after a good many women in the course of my life and 
succeeded in winning a fair number of them. In my dreams I 
possessed them all. I do not of course make them more beautiful 
by actually altering their features, but I do as an artist friend of 
mine, a very subtle painter, who when he is painting the portrait 
of a beautiful woman calls up vividly to his mind some other 
exquisite object, like fine porcelain for instance. It is a dangerous 
proceeding, for it is not only confined to dreams, and the lady 
continues in real life to keep something of the fruit, the flower, 
or the porcelain with which you adorned her. 

It is not easy to relate my courtship of Ada. There was a long 
subsequent period of my life in which I tried to forget my stupid 
adventure. I felt so thoroughly ashamed of myself that I longed 
to protest loudly that it could not have been I who had made 
such a fool of myself. Who else then could it have been? But the 
mere fact of protesting gave me a certain amount of relief. If I 
had behaved like that ten years ago, when I was twenty, it 
would not have been so bad. But to be stricken with folly, just 
because I had decided to marry, seemed really too unjust. That I, 
who had had every sort of experience, and had carried through 
my adventures in a spirit of reckless daring, should be reduced to 
trying to touch my lady’s hand without her noticing it, like any 
timid schoolboy, and then almost worshipping my own hand for 
having been hallowed by such a contact! This was the purest 
adventure of my life; and yet, though I am old now, I still remem¬ 
ber it as the most shameful. All that stuff was out of place, it 
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came at the wrong time; it was like a boy of ten going back to 
his nurse’s breast. Disgusting! 

• I simply can’t explain why I kept hesitating to propose to her, 
and did not insist on her making up her mind whether she would 
have me or not. I walked straight from my dreams into that 
house; I counted the stairs up to the first floor and said to myself: 
If they are even that is a proof that she loves me. It was an uneven 
number: forty-three. Yet each time I went to her with the same 
assurance, and each time I talked about something quite different. 
Ada had never had any opportunity of rejecting me, but still I 
did not speak. I think in Ada’s place I certainly would have given 
that boy of thirty a good kick and shown him the door. 

In a certain sense I was not an exact replica of the twenty-year- 
old inamorato who waits mutely for his beloved to throw her arms 
round his neck. I expected nothing of the kind. I meant to speak 
to her, but later. If I waited so long it was because I was so unsure 
of myself. I was always waiting to become nobler and stronger, 
more worthy of my divine mistress. This might happen any time 
from one day to another. Why not wait? 

But I am ashamed not to have realized earlier that I was head¬ 
ing for a disaster. I had to deal with a most single-minded nature, 
but by continually dreaming about her I had transformed her 
into a consummate flirt. My fierce resentment when she at last 
made me understand she did not want me was quite unjust. But 
I had so closely interwoven dreams with reality that it was hard 
for me to believe she had actually never even kissed me. 

It is a great sign of inferiority in a man not to understand 
women. I had never made a mistake before, and I think I deceived 
myself about Ada because my relations had been false with her 
from the start. I approached her not in order to win her, but with 
the direct intention of marrying her, which is an unusual way 
for love to take; a wide and comfortable way perhaps, but it does 
not lead to the goal, though very near it. Love approached in this 
way lacks its chief characteristic: the subjection of the female. 
The male sets about his task idly, and this inertia may spread 
to all his senses, including those of sight and hearing. 

D* 
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I took flowers every day to each of the three girls, and regaled 
them with my eccentricities; above all I was guilty of incon¬ 
ceivable levity in telling them the story of my life. 

Everyone remembers his past with greater vividness as the 
present becomes more important. Dying men in their last delirium 
are supposed to see their whole life spread out before them. My 
past clutched at me now with the violence of a last farewell, 
because I had the feeling that I was leaving it far behind me. And 
I was always telling the sisters about this past, encouraged by 
the eager attention of Augusta and Alberta, which covered up, I 
fancy, Ada’s indifference, though of this I am not quite sure. 
Augusta, who was of a sweet disposition, was easily moved, and 
Alberta listened to the recital of my student scrapes with cheeks 
flushed with desire to take part herself in similar adventures. 

It was long afterwards that Augusta told me that none of 
them had believed my stories to be true. Augusta liked them all 
the more on that account for, as my invention, they seemed to 
her to belong to me more than if fate had actually inflicted them 
on me. Alberta delighted in the parts she thought untrue because 
they seemed to her to contain excellent suggestions. The only 
one who was really outraged by my lies was the serious Ada. With 
all my efforts I only succeeded in doing as the famous marksman, 
who really did hit the centre of the bullseye, but only of the 
target next to the one he was aiming at. 

And yet my anecdotes were for the most part true. I don’t quite 
remember in which part, for I told them to so many other girls 
before Malfenti’s daughters that without any conscious alteration 
on my part they constantly suffered slight modifications tending 
to make them more interesting. They began to be true from the 
moment when it would have been impossible for me to tell the 
story differently. I am no longer interested in proving their truth. 
I should be sorry to undeceive Augusta, who likes to believe that 
I invented them. As for Ada, I believe she has now changed her 
opinion and believes them to be true. 

My entire failure with Ada became clear the moment I made 
up my mind to speak openly to her. I was very surprised and at 
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first incredulous. She had never said a single word that might 
have revealed her dislike, and I shut my eyes to all those small 
acts that could not be interpreted as showing sympathy. And 
then I had never spoken the necessary word, and was thus able 
to persuade myself that Ada did not know that I was ready to 
marry her on the spot, and might suppose that I, the eccentric 
and unscrupulous student, was after something quite different. 

The misunderstanding continued because of my too definitely 
matrimonial intentions. I had come by now to desire Ada with 
my whole heart; my fancy had made her cheek still smoother, her 
hands and feet still smaller, and her waist still more slender; I 
desired her as my wife and as my mistress. But one’s first step in 
approaching a woman is the decisive one. 

On three consecutive days I found myself received only by the 
other two girls. Ada’s absence was explained the first time by a 
duty visit, the second by her not feeling well; and on the third 
occasion no excuse was given at all, until in some alarm I asked 
for one. Augusta, to whom I happened to have addressed myself, 
made no reply. Alberta, whom she had looked at, as if invoking 
her help, answered for her: Ada had gone to see an aunt. 

My breath failed me for a moment. It was clear that Ada 
wanted to avoid me. Till the day before I had borne her absence 
patiently, and had even prolonged my visit in the hope that per¬ 
haps she would come in. But on this last day I stayed a short 
while longer, unable to say a single word; till at last, pleading a 
sudden headache, I got up to go. It is curious that my first feeling, 
on becoming conscious of Ada’s determination to avoid me, was 
one of anger and contempt. I even thought of appealing to 
Giovanni to call his daughter to order. A man who is bent on 
marrying can even stoop to such an action as that, reverting to 
the customs of his ancestors. 

Ada’s third absence was to become still more significant. I 
discovered by chance that she was in the house, but shut up in 
her room. 

I must say that there was one other person in the house whom 
I had not succeeded in winning over: and this was little Anna. 
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She no longer attacked me when the others were there, because 
they had taken her severely to task for it. Sometimes she even 
came in with her sisters and stayed listening to my stories. When 
I was going away she would join me at the door and ask me 
prettily to bend down to her; then, rising on the tips of her toes, 
she would put her mouth right up to my ear and say in a whisper, 
so that nobody else could hear: 

“ But you’re mad, you are quite mad ! ” 

The comic part is that when the others were there the little 
hypocrite treated me very politely. If Signora Malfenti was in 
the room she would climb up on to her knee, and her mother 
would say, caressing her: 

“ How good my little Anna has become, hasn’t she? ” 

I did not contradict her and the good little Anna went on call¬ 
ing me mad. I smiled a sickly smile that might have been 
interpreted as gratitude. I hoped the child would not dare to tell 
her elders how rude she had been to me, and nothing would have 
induced me to tell Ada what her sister thought of me. In the end 
that child quite embarrassed me. If my eye caught hers while I 
was talking to the others I at once tried to look somewhere else, 
and it was difficult to do it naturally. I know I blushed; I felt the 
child's innocent judgment might do me harm. I took her presents, 
but could not succeed in taming her. She must have been con¬ 
scious of her own power and of my weakness, and when anyone 
else was there she would scrutinize me impertinently. I think we 
all have delicate spots in our conscience as we do in our bodies, 
which we keep covered and prefer not to think about. We do not 
know exactly what they are, but we know they are there. I was 
obliged to look away from that infant’s penetrating gaze. 

But on this particular day, when I was leaving the house alone 
and quite cast down, and she ran after me as usual and wanted 
me to bend down and listen to the familiar compliment, I turned 
on her a face of such genuine madness, and clutched the air with 
such threatening fingers that she ran away screaming and crying. 

And that was how I came to see Ada, for it was she who ran 
out when she heard the child screaming. The little girl explained 
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between her sobs that I had threatened her because she said I 
was mad: 

“ But he is mad, and I am going to say so. What harm is there 
in it? ” 

I paid no attention to the child, I was so taken aback to see that 
Ada was in the house. So her sisters had lied, or rather Alberta 
had, for Augusta had only done it vicariously through her. 
During the second in which I guessed the truth, I saw everything 
quite clearly. I said to Ada: 

“ I am glad to see you. I understood you had gone to see your 
aunt.” 

She did not reply at once, because she was bending over the 
weeping child. Her delay in giving me the explanation I felt I 
deserved made the blood rise violently to my head. I could not 
find a single word. I took a step forward as if to go out at the 
front door, and if Ada had not spoken I should have gone away 
and never come back again. I was so angry that it seemed to me 
the easiest thing in the world to give up the dream I had cherished 
for so long. 

But before I could get out she stopped me and said, blushing, 
that she had just come back as her aunt was not at home. 

It sufficed to calm me. How sweet she looked, bending in such 
a motherly way over the child, who still went on crying ! Her 
body was so flexible that it seemed to become smaller in order to 
fit the child’s small body. I stood gazing at her, and again con¬ 
sidered her entirely mine. 

I felt so much at peace that I wanted to make her forget the 
resentment I had shown just now, and I was infinitely polite both 
to her and Anna; I laughed and said : 

“ She so often calls me mad that I wanted to let her see what a 
madman really looks like. Please forgive me. And you mustn’t 
be frightened, Anna dear, for I am quite a kind madman.” 

Ada was very polite too. When the child still went on crying 
she scolded her and asked me to forgive her. If Anna had got 
cross and run away I should probably have proposed; I should 
have uttered a phrase, which is doubtless to be found in some 
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grammars of a foreign language, so well adapted is it for simplify¬ 
ing one’s life, if one happens to be living in a foreign country 
and does not know the language: “ May I ask your father for 
your hand? ” It was the first time I had wanted to get married, 
so that I was really in quite an unknown country. Hitherto my 
way of approach to the women I had had to do with had been 
quite different. I had put my hands on them at once without 
asking anyone’s permission. 

But I could not bring myself even to pronounce those few 
words. They ought to take a certain time to say, and they ought 
to be accompanied by an appealing expression of the face which 
it would be difficult to assume after my encounter with Anna, 
and one might say with Ada too; besides I could hear Signora 
Malfenti approaching from the far end of the passage, attracted 
by the child’s screams. 

I put out my hand, which Ada at once shook warmly, and said :^ 

“ Good-bye till tomorrow. Say good-bye to your mother for me. 

I could hardly bear to let go of that hand which lay so trust¬ 
fully in mine. I felt that by going away then I was losing a unique 
opportunity, for at that moment Ada was ready to treat me with 
the utmost courtesy in order to make up for her sister’s unkindness. 
I followed the impulse of the moment, bent down and touched 
her hand with my lips. Then I hastily opened the door and went 
out, while Ada, whose left hand was engaged in holding Anna, 
still clinging to her skirts, went on holding out her right hand, 
which my lips had touched, and gazing at it in amazement as if 
she wanted to see if anything were written on it. I don t think 
Signora Malfenti saw what had taken place. 

I stood a few moments on the steps, rather startled by what I 
had done, which was quite unpremeditated. Was it still possible 
for me to go back to the door I had shut behind me, ring the bell 
and ask to see Ada, and speak the words she had looked for in 
vain on her hand? I did not think so. I should have been lacking 
in dignity if I had shown too much impatience. Besides, when I 
announced that I was coming back I had really prepared her for 
my declaration of love. It only rested with her to give me an 
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opportunity to make it. At last I had stopped telling stories to 
the three girls in a bunch and had kissed the hand of one of them. 

But the remainder of the day passed uneasily enough. I was 
restless and anxious. I said to myself that my uneasiness was due 
only to my impatience to get my adventure cleared up. I tried to 
persuade myself that if Ada were to refuse me I should calmly set 
about looking for another wife. My attachment to her was a 
deliberate resolve on my part, and I had only to make another in 
order to cancel it completely. I did not grasp the fact that there 
were no other women in the world for me at that moment, that 
it was only Ada I wanted. 

The night that followed seemed to me to be terribly long; I 
hardly slept at all. Since my father’s death I had given up my 
night life, and it would have been incongruous to return to it 
now that I had made up my mind to get married. So I went to 
bed early, longing for sleep, which alone obliterates time. 

By daylight I had placed the blindest confidence in Ada’s 
explanation of her absence from the drawing-room on three 
successive occasions during my visit, a confidence based on the 
sound conviction that the serious young woman I had chosen 
would be incapable of a lie. But during the night my faith in her 
diminished. I began to wonder whether it was not I myself who 
had told her of the excuse Alberta had made about her visit to 
her aunt, when Augusta had refused to answer. I could not quite 
remember what I had said to her—my head had been in such a 
whirl—but I thought it had probably been I who provided her 
with an excuse. That was a pity. If I had not done so perhaps she 
would have invented some other excuse and I, if I had caught 
her lying, should have known exactly what to think. 

I had occasion to discover the immense importance that Ada 
had assumed for me, because in order to try and calm myself I 
found myself saying that if she would not have me I would give 
up all idea of marrying. So that her refusal would change the 
whole of my life. And I went on dreaming, comforting myself 
with the thought that her refusal would probably be a stroke 
of good luck for me. I called to mind the saying of the Greek 



112 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

philosopher that repentance awaited the married man as much 
as the unmarried. I had not yet quite lost the capacity for laugh¬ 
ing at my adventure; the only capacity I lacked was that of 
going to sleep. 

I fell asleep just as it was beginning to get light. When I woke 
up it was already so late that only a few hours now divided me 
from the moment when I might again present myself at the 
Malfentis. So there was really no need for me to go on exercising 
my fancy on the question of the state of Ada’s mind. But it is 
difficult to restrain oneself from brooding on a matter that con¬ 
cerns one so nearly. Man would be a more fortunate animal if 
he could. While I was occupied in dressing, which I did that day 
with exaggerated care, I could think of only one thing: Had I 
done well in kissing Ada’s hand, or had I done ill in not kissing 
her also on the lips? 

That very morning I had an idea that did me, I think, a good 
deal of harm, in that it robbed me of the small amount of manly 
initiative remaining to me in my queer adolescent condition. A 
painful doubt occurred to me; supposing Ada were forced to 
marry me by her parents without loving me at all, even perhaps 
disliking me? I was quite sure that all the other members of her 
family, Giovanni, her mother, Augusta, and Alberta, were very 
fond of me. It was only Ada about whom I was not so sure. The 
usual popular novel began to take shape in my mind, about the 
girl who is forced by her family to marry a man she hates. But of 
course I should never have consented to that. That was another 
reason why I must speak to Ada alone at once. The phrase I had 
prepared would be no use at all. I must look into her eyes and 
say: “Do you love me? ” And if she said yes I should fold her 
in my arms, and should know by the beating of her heart if she 
were telling the truth. 

So it seemed to me that I was prepared for any emergency. Yet 
I was suddenly to find myself confronted with an examination 
for which I had forgotten to revise the very text I was to be 
examined on. 

Signora Malfenti received me alone, and made me sit down in 
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a corner of the big drawing-room. She at once began a lively con¬ 
versation, and did not allow me a moment’s breathing space to 
ask for news of her daughters. For this reason I was rather distrait 
and kept repeating my lesson to myself so as to have it all ready 
at a favourable moment. Suddenly I was called to attention as by 
a trumpet call. The Signora was about to make a speech ! She 
assured me of her and her husband's friendly feelings towards 
me, and of the affection all the family felt for me, including 
little Anna. We had known each other for such a long time. We 
had seen each other every day for the last four months. 

“ Five! ” I hastened to correct her, for I had been counting 
them up during the night, and remembered that my first visit 
had been in the autumn, while now it was well on into the spring. 

“ Yes! Five ! " said the lady, lingering over the words as if she 
were trying to visualize my arithmetic. Then she added with an 
air of reproach: “ I feel that you are compromising Augusta.” 

“Augusta?" I repeated, thinking I could not have heard 
correctly. 

“Yes!" she said decidedly. "You are putting ideas into her 
head, and compromising her.” 

I ingenuously betrayed my real feelings: 

“ But I hardly ever see Augusta.” 

She made a gesture of surprise and, as it seemed to me, of 
pained surprise. 

Meanwhile I was thinking hard in order to arrive at some 
explanation of what seemed to be a mistake, but a mistake of 
which I at once realized the significance. I looked back over the 
last five months, and saw myself day after day engaged in watch¬ 
ing Ada. I had played with Augusta, and it is true that I had 
talked to her occasionally instead of to Ada, because she was always 
ready to listen to me; but I only talked to her hoping that she 
would hand on my stories, sealed with her approval, to Ada. 
Ought I to speak plainly to the lady and tell her of my intentions 
with regard to Ada? But only a short time before I had made up 
my mind to speak first to Ada herself and discover what she 
really felt towards me. Perhaps if I had spoken openly to Signora 
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Maifenti things would have turned out differently and, not being 
able to marry Ada, I should not have married Augusta either. I 
let myself be guided by the resolution I had made before seeing 
Signora Maifenti, and received her extraordinary statements in 
silence. 

I was thinking hard, but somewhat confusedly. I wanted to 
understand; I felt I must find out quickly what she was driving 
at. If you open your eyes too wide you don’t see so well. The 
possibility of their wanting to turn me out of the house did 
occur to me, but I thought I might dismiss it. I was innocent, for 
I had not paid court to Augusta, whom they wanted to protect. 
But perhaps they were only attributing to me these designs on 
Augusta in order not to compromise Ada. But why should they 
want so much to protect Ada, who was no longer a child? I had 
never even stroked her hair except in my dreams. In reality I had 
only just touched her hand with my lips. I dreaded their for¬ 
bidding me to come to the house, because before leaving it I must 
speak to Ada. 1 said in a trembling voice: 

“ Tell me what I ought to do so as not to offend anyone.” 

She hesitated. I would rather have had to deal with Giovanni, 
who always thought at the top of his voice. Then she said firmly, 
but with an effort to appear polite which revealed itself in her 
tone: 

“ It would be better if you came here less often for the present; 
let us say two or three times a week, instead of every day.” 

I am certain that if she had told me rudely to go away and 
never come back, I should have clung to my purpose and implored 
her to put up with me for two or three days more, so that I might 
clear up my relations with Ada. But her words, which were so 
much milder than I expected, gave me courage to show my 
resentment: 

“ If you wish it I will never set foot in this house again.” 

The result was what I had hoped. She protested, saying again 
how fond they all were of me, and begging me not to be angry 
with her. I magnanimously promised all she wanted: to refrain 
from coming to the house again for four or five days, and after 
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that to come only two or three times a week; but above all not 
to bear her any illwill. When I had promised this I made as 
though I would carry it out at once and rose to go. The Signora 
laughingly protested: 

“There can be no fear of your compromising me, so you may 
stay on a little.” 

When I asked her to excuse me on account of an engagement 
that I had only that instant remembered (the truth being that I 
was longing to be by myself in order to reflect on my extraordinary 
adventure), she positively begged me to remain, saying that she 
would look on it as a proof that I was not angry with her. So I 
stayed on, though I was on thorns at having to listen to her 
empty chatter about the latest fashions, which she did not intend 
to follow, about the theatre and the dry weather that had ushered 
in the spring. 

But I was soon glad I had stayed on, for I began to feel I needed 
a further explanation. I interrupted her unceremoniously with 
the question: 

“ Does the whole family know that you have asked me to stay 
away from the house? ” 

At first she seemed to have already forgotten our pact. Then 
she protested: 

“Stay away from the house? But only for a few days, you 
know. I shall say nothing about it to anyone, not even my 
husband, and I should be grateful if you would use a like 
discretion.” 

I promised that too; I even promised that if any of them asked 
me why I did not come so often I would invent some excuse or 
other. For the moment I believed what she had said, and pictured 
Ada being surprised and distressed by my unexpected absence. A 
flattering picture! 

I went on sitting there in the hope that I might have some fresh 
inspiration, while the lady meandered on about the cost of pro¬ 
visions, which had lately gone up so terribly in price. 

Instead of a fresh inspiration their Aunt Rosina arrived. She 
was a sister of Giovanni, older than him and much less intelligent. 
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But she had certain moral traits in common with him which were 
sufficient to make one recognize her as his sister. She had the 
same sense of her own importance and of what was owing to 
her; but the effect was rather comic, since she had no means of 
imposing herself. She also had the same bad habit of raising her 
voice on the slightest provocation. She held that she had so many 
rights in her brother’s house that for a long time, as I afterwards 
learned, she regarded his wife as an interloper. She was an old 
maid and lived with one servant whom she always spoke of as 
her greatest enemy. When she died she asked my wife to keep an 
eye on the house till this servant had left it. Everyone in Giovanni’s 
house stood in awe of her and put up with her tyrannies as best 
they could. 

I still did not take my leave. Aunt Rosina liked Ada the best 
of all her nieces. I felt a desire to win her good will, and sought 
for an amiable remark to address to her. I vaguely remembered 
that the last time I had seen her (or caught a glimpse of her, for 
I had not then felt the need of looking closely at her) her nieces 
had remarked, directly she left, that she was not looking very 
well. I remembered one of them saying: “ It’s the temper she flies 
into with her servant that gives her that bilious complexion.” 

I had found what I wanted. Looking affectionately into the old 
woman’s face, I said: 

“ You are looking much better. Madam.” 

I ought never to have said it. She stared at me in astonishment 
and remarked stiffly: 

”1 am always quite well. Why should I look better? ” 

She wanted to know when I had seen her last. I could not 
remember the date exactly, but I reminded her we had spent a 
whole afternoon together, sitting with her nieces in the drawing¬ 
room, but not in the half where we were sitting now, in the other 
half. I wanted to show her how much interest I took in her, but 
she demanded so many explanations that it became terribly 
tedious. I grew ashamed of my deception and began to feel 
uncomfortable. 

Signora Malfenti smilingly intervened : 
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“ But you don’t mean to suggest that Aunt Rosina has got 
fatter? ” 

The devil! So that was what had made the old lady angry. 
She was almost as big as her brother, but was still hoping to get 
thin. 

“Fatter? Of course not. I only meant that the Signora was 
looking much better in the face.” 

I tried to preserve an affectionate demeanour, and was obliged 
forcibly to restrain myself from being rude to her. Aunt Rosina 
did not appear to be satisfied even then. She had not been ill for 
a long time and could not understand why she had struck me as 
looking unwell. Signora Malfenti humoured her: 

“On the contrary, it is characteristic of her that she always 
looks the same,” she said turning to me. “Don’t you agree? ” 

I did agree; it was quite obvious. But I took leave at once. I held 
out my hand very cordially to Aunt Rosina, hoping to put her in 
a good humour, but when she took it she looked the other way. 

I had hardly crossed the threshold when my state of mind 
altered completely. What a relief! I was no longer obliged to 
speculate on Signora Malfenti’s intentions, nor make an effort to 
please Aunt Rosina. I firmly believe that but for the intervention 
of Aunt Rosina that old schemer Signora Malfenti would have 
achieved her end, and that I should have left the house perfectly 
satisfied with my treatment. I descended the steps by leaps and 
bounds. Aunt Rosina had provided a kind of commentary on 
Signora Malfenti, who proposed to me that I should keep away 
from her house for several days. Too kind of you, my dear lady! 

I would oblige her beyond her expectations; she should never 
see me again ! They had all of them tortured me, she, the aunt, 
and Ada. By what right? Because I wanted to get married? But 
I had quite given up that idea. Liberty was too sweet! 

I roved about the streets for a long while, a prey to the violence 
of my feelings. Then I felt the need of an even greater liberty. I 
must find a way of sealing my resolution never to set foot in the 
house again. I rejected the idea of writing a letter of farewell. My 
scorn would be more effectual if I did not communicate my inten- 
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tions of breaking with them for ever. I would simply forget to 

call on Giovanni and his family. 

I hit on what seemed to me a discreet and pleasant, if slightly 
ironical way of confirming my purpose. I hastened to a florist and 
selected a magnificent bouquet of flowers, which I addressed to 
Signora Malfenti, accompanied by my visiting-card, on which 
nothing was written except the date, which I should never forget 
and which probably Ada and her mother would never forget 
either. May the fifth, the anniversary of Napoleon’s death. 

I arranged for it to be sent at once. It was extremely important 
that it should arrive that same day. 

And what next? I had done absolutely everything, there was 
nothing more to do. Ada was shut up away from me, with all the 
rest of her family, and I should be obliged to go on doing nothing, 
waiting for one of them to come and find me and give me an 
occasion to do or say something different. 

I went straight to my study and shut myself in to reflect. If 
I had given way to my torturing impatience I should have returned 
at once to the house, even at the risk of arriving there before my 
bouquet of flowers. It was easy to invent an excuse. I might even 
have forgotten my umbrella ! 

But I did not want to do anything of the sort. In sending the 
bouquet I was making a magnificent gesture that I must not go 
back on. It was for me to stand firm; the next move was for them. 

The solitude of my study from which I had hoped to get relief 
only served to throw light on the cause of my despair, which was 
so acute as to drive me to tears. I was in love with Ada ! I could 
not be sure yet whether that was the right word, so I went on 
with my analysis. I not only wanted to possess her, I wanted her 
for my wife. I wanted her, with her cold face and angular body, 
and her serious nature, which could not and never would appreci¬ 
ate my humour. I should not try to make her; I would give it all 
up for her, and she would inspire me to live an intelligent and 
industrious life. I wanted the whole of her, I expected everything 
from her. I came to the conclusion that it was the right word 
after all; I loved Ada. 
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I felt as if I had arrived at something very important which 
would guide me on my way. No more hesitations ! I no longer 
even cared whether she loved me. I must try and win her, and 
since Giovanni disposed of her, there was no longer any point in 
my speaking to her about it. I must get it all settled and leap at 
once into felicity, or else forget it all and be cured. Why must I 
endure this suspense? If I learned, and I could only learn it from 
Giovanni, that Ada was definitely lost to me, at least I should no 
longer have to contend with time, which would then flow peace¬ 
fully on without my having to urge it forward. Something settled 
is always calm because it is dissociated from time. 

I at once went in search of Giovanni. I had to make two 
journeys; one to his office, which is in the street we still call New 
House Street, because it was called so by our ancestors. It is close 
to the shore and overshadowed by tall old houses. Towards sun¬ 
set there is very little traffic in it and I could get along at a good 
pace. All I thought of as I hurried along was to frame as briefly 
as possible the phrase I had to address to him. It would be enough 
to tell him briefly of my determination to marry his daughter Ada. 
It was not my business to explain, or to win him over. As a 
business man he would know what to answer as soon as I had 
stated my case. The only thing I debated was whether I had 
better, on an occasion like this, talk in dialect or in the literary 
language. 

But Giovanni had already left his office and gone on to the 
Tergesteo. I made my way there, but more slowly, for I knew 
that I should have to wait some time before I could speak to him 
alone. When I reached Via Cavana I had to slacken my pace still 
more, because of the crowd in the narrow street. And it was 
while I was fighting my way through the crowd that I suddenly 
saw, as in a vision, the certainty that I had been seeking for so 
many hours. The Malfentis wanted me to marry Augusta, and 
they did not want me to marry Ada, for the simple reason that 
Augusta was in love with me and Ada was not. She could not be, 
for otherwise they would not have intervened to separate us. They 
told me I was compromising Augusta, but in fact it was she who 
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was compromising herself by loving me. I saw it all quite clearly 
in a flash, as if one of the family had told me. And I guessed that 
Ada had agreed to my being forbidden the house. She did not 
love me and never would, as least so long as she thought her 
sister did. So in the crowded Via Cavana I had arrived more 
quickly at the truth than in the solitude of my study. 

Today, when I look back on those five memorable days that 
led up to my marriage I am shocked to think I was not at all moved 
to find that poor Augusta was in love with me. Now that I was 
banished from the house I knew that I was madly in love with 
Ada. Why did it give me no satisfaction to realize that Signora 
Malfenti had banished me in vain since I was still present in the 
house, and in the closest vicinity to Ada, namely in Augusta’s 
heart? I felt it as a fresh insult that Signora Malfenti should have 
exhorted me not to compromise Augusta, meaning that I was to 
marry her. I felt all the contempt for the plain sister which 
I could not admit that the pretty sister, whom I loved, felt for 
me. 

I quickened my steps, but I turned aside from the Tergesteo and 
made my way home. I no longer had any need to speak to 
Giovanni. I knew exactly what I must do; I knew it with a 
despairing certainty that perhaps would give me peace at last by 
releasing me from the too slow march of time. Besides, it would 
be dangerous to talk to anyone so tactless as Giovanni. Signora 
Malfenti had spoken so obscurely that it had taken me till Via 
Cavana to grasp her meaning. Her husband was capable of behav¬ 
ing very differently. He might easily say straight out: “Why 
do you want to marry Ada? Just think it over. Hadn’t you better 
marry Augusta instead? ” I remembered an axiom of his by which 
he might easily be guided in this case. “One must always explain 
the matter clearly to one’s adversary, for only so can one be sure 
of understanding it better than he.” And then? An open rupture 
would be sure to follow. Well then, time could move at whatever 
pace it pleased; I should no longer have any reason to interfere 
with it; I should have come to a full stop ! 

T remembered another of Giovanni’s axioms, and clung to it 
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because it gave me occasion to hope. I managed to cling to it for 
five days, during which my passion was transformed into a 
disease. Giovanni used to say one must never be in a hurry to 
liquidate a business if there was nothing to be gained by it; 
sooner or later every business will liquidate itself, as is proved 
by the fact that in the course of the world’s long history so few 
questions have been left unsettled. So long as one leaves it 
unliquidated, there is always a chance of it turning out to one’s 
advantage. 

I did not choose to recall other axioms of Giovanni which took 
the opposite point of view; I preferred to cling to this one. I had 
to cling to something. I made an iron resolution not to budge from 
my position till something fresh had intervened to turn things in 
my favour. And it was perhaps because the consequences of this 
were so fatal to me, that I refrained for a long time from forming 
any fresh resolution. 

I had hardly taken my resolution before a note arrived from 
Signora Malfenti. I recognized her handwriting on the envelope, 
and before opening it I flattered myself that my iron resolution 
had been quite enough to make her repent of having ill-treated 
me, and to run after me instead. When I found it contained 
nothing but the letters p.r. (pour rcmercier), which meant that 
she was thanking me for the flowers I had sent her, I flung myself 
on my bed in desperation and drove my teeth into the pillow-case, 
as if to chain myself to it and prevent myself from running away 
to break my resolution on the spot. What ironic calm those 
initials aroused in me ! Much greater than that expressed by the 
date on my visiting-card, which was intended to convey a resolu¬ 
tion and also a reproof. “ Remember ” Charles I had said before 
they cut off his head, and he must have noted the date of that 
memorable day! I too had exhorted my enemy to remember and 
to fear! 

Those five days and nights were horrible, and I watched the 
dawn and sunset that marked their beginning and their end and 
brought nearer the hour when I should be free to fight again 
for my love. 



122 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

I went on preparing myself for the conflict. I knew now what 
my mistress wanted me to be like. I will remember the resolutions 
I made then, partly because I have made very similar ones more 
recently, and also because I have kept the sheet of paper on which 
I noted them down. I resolved to become more serious. That 
meant that I must not tell any more of those comic stories, which 
showed me in an unfavourable light and made my dear Ada 
despise me, though they endeared me to the plain Augusta. I also 
resolved to go my office at eight every morning (it was a long 
time since it had seen me), not in order to argue with Olivi about 
my rights, but in order to work with him and qualify, all in good 
time, to manage my affairs myself. This change was to be effected 
later on, at a calmer moment, just as I was going later on to give 
up smoking; i.e., when I had recovered my freedom, for there was 
no reason to make the horrible moment still more horrible. Ada 
must have a perfect husband. Among other things I resolved to 
devote myself to serious reading, to fence for half an hour daily, 
and to ride twice a week. Twenty-four hours a day were none too 
long. 

During my brief exile I was continually beset by the most 
violent jealousy. It was a heroic purpose to determine to cure all 
one’s faults and prepare for the conquest of Ada after so few 
weeks. But meanwhile? While I was subjecting myself to the 
most rigid discipline was it likely that all the other males in the 
town would lie low and refrain from trying to carry off my lady? 
There was sure to be one among them who would not stand in 
need of so much discipline in order to be favourably received. I 
knew or thought I knew that when Ada found someone she felt 
would suit her she would consent at once, without waiting to 
fall in love. Every time I met a well-dressed, healthy-looking man 
who appeared to be at peace with himself and the world, I hated 
him because I thought he would do for Ada. The chief thing I 
remember about those days is the jealousy that settled like a 
black cloud on my life. 

It would be unjust to laugh at my hideous fear lest Ada should 
be stolen away from me, now that one knows what really did 
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happen. When I live again through those hideous days I must 
needs wonder at my prophetic soul. 

I walked several times beneath her windows at night. In the 
rooms above they were apparently enjoying themselves as of old 
when I was there. At midnight or a little sooner, the lights went 
out in the drawing-room. I hurried away, fearing lest one of 
the guests might catch sight of me as he left the house. 

Not an hour during those days but I was tortured with 
impatience. Why did no one ask after me? Why did Giovanni 
make no move? Surely he must have wondered not to see me 
either at his house or at the Tergesteo? Had he agreed too then 
that I was to be banished? Often in the middle of my walk, at 
night or during the day, I would rush home to make sure that 
no one had called to inquire about me. I felt I could not go to bed 
till I had made sure, and I would wake poor Maria up to ask her. 
I would often stay at home for hours on end so as to be more 
easily accessible. But nobody called to inquire, and I should 
certainly still be a bachelor if I had not decided to make a move 
myself. 

One evening I went to my club to gamble. It was many years 
since I had done so, because of a promise I had made my father. I 
felt my promise ought not to hold any longer, because my father 
could not have foreseen my present painful circumstances and my 
urgent need to procure myself some diversion. First I won a con¬ 
siderable sum of money, which however gave me no pleasure, 
because it seemed like a compensation for my misfortune in love. 
Then I lost, and was no better pleased, because I thought I was 
as unlucky at the gaming-table as I was in my love affairs. I soon 
took a dislike to gambling; it was unworthy of me and of Ada. 
So pure had I become through my love for her. 

My dreams of love had been rudely shattered by the harsh 
realities of those last few days. And now in my sleep I dreamed 
quite differently too; of victory instead of love. Once Ada visited 
me in my dreams. She was dressed like a bride and went with me 
to the altar, but even after that I did not embrace her. I was her 
husband and had the right to ask her how she could have allowed 
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me to be treated like that. I did not try to exercise any other 
rights. 

In my desk I have come upon some rough copies of letters to 
Ada, Giovanni, and Signora Malfenti. They belong to that time. I 
wrote to Signora Malfenti simply to say that I wanted to take 
leave of her before setting out on a long journey. I cannot how¬ 
ever remember that I ever thought of doing so. I could not think 
of leaving the city while I was still uncertain whether someone 
might not come and look for me. How terrible if they had come 
and not found me. I never sent any of those letters. I think I 
must have written them only so as to put my thoughts down 
on paper. 

For some years past I had looked on myself as ill, but only in a 
way which made others suffer more than me. It was now that I 
began to suffer from a really painful illness, a mixture of unpleas¬ 
ant bodily sensations that caused me extreme misery. 

It began in this way. One night at about one o'clock, unable 
to sleep, I got up and walked through the mild night air till I 
reached a cafe in a suburb where I had never been before and 
where it was unlikely I should meet anybody I knew. I was glad 
of that, because I wanted to continue an imaginary discussion I 
had begun with Signora Malfenti in bed, and which I did not 
want anyone to interfere with. Signora Malfenti had begun to 
make fresh charges against me. She said I was playing cat and 
mouse with her daughters; the fact of course being that if I had 
attempted anything of the sort it would have been with Ada 
alone. I broke out into a cold sweat at the mere thought of their 
saying such a thing about me at the Malfentis’, perhaps at this 
very moment. The absent are always wrong, and they might have 
taken advantage of my absence to plot against me. When I got 
into the bright light of the cafe I found it easier to defend myself. 
It is true that I should have liked to touch Ada’s foot with mine, 
and I did once think I had succeeded in doing so with her approval. 
But then I discovered that it was only the wooden leg of the table 
I was pressing, and of course it could not protest. 

I pretended to interest myself in a game of billiards. A man who 
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was leaning on a crutch came in and sat down beside me. He 
ordered a lemon squash, and the waiter looked at me for my order, 
so I also absent-mindedly ordered a lemon squash, though I can’t 
endure the taste of a lemon. While he was fetching it, the crutch, 
which was leaning against the sofa we were sitting on, slipped to 
the ground and I instinctively bent down to pick it up. 

“ Why, it’s Zeno! ” exclaimed the poor cripple, recognizing 
me just as he was about to thank me. 

“Tullio! ” I cried in surprise, and stretched out my hand. We 
had been at school together and had not seen each other for some 
years. All I knew about him was that after he had left school he 
had gone into a bank, where he had a good position. 

But I was so distrait that I promptly asked him why it was 
that his right leg was shorter than his left, so that he needed a 
crutch. 

He good-humouredly said that he had had rheumatism six 
months ago, which had caused the trouble in his leg. 

I at once suggested to him a number of cures. It is the best way 
of simulating keen sympathy without much trouble to oneself, 
But he had tried them all. Then I made a further suggestion: 

“ Why are you not in bed at this hour? I don’t think it can be 
good for you to expose yourself to the night air.” 

He laughed good-naturedly and said that he did not think the 
night air could do me much good either, and maintained that even 
if one had not got rheumatism one might easily get it. Even the 
Austrian Constitution, he said, allowed the right to go to bed in 
the early hours of the morning. Besides, contrary to the general 
opinion, cold and heat had nothing to do with rheumatism. He 
had studied his illness, in fact he did nothing whatever but study 
its cause and cure. He had got long leave from the bank for that 
very purpose, though it was supposed to be for his treatment. 
Then he told me about the strange treatment he was undergoing. 
Every day he had to eat an enormous quantity of lemons. He had 
already swallowed thirty that day, but he hoped with practice to 
arrive at a very much higher figure. He told me that lemons were 
good for a number of other diseases too. Since he had begun 
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taking them he suffered much less from the effects of over-smoking 
to which he was a victim. 

I had cold shivers at the thought of so much acid, but this was 
at once succeeded by a more cheerful view of life; I did not like 
lemons, but if they could procure for me immunity from the 
results of doing all the things I most enjoyed I would have eaten 
quite a number. Complete freedom consists in doing what you 
want on condition that you do something else as well which you 
like less. True slavery is being forced to abstain: Tantalus, not 
Hercules. 

Tullio pretended to be anxious to hear my news. I was deter¬ 
mined not to tell him anything about my unhappy love affair, but 
I had to find an outlet somehow. I gave him such an exaggerated 
account of my bodily symptoms (which I am sure were very 
slight) that I ended by having tears in my eyes, while Tullio began 
to feel better and better at the thought that I was worse than he 
was. 

He asked if I was working. It was always said in the town that 
I did nothing, and I was afraid he was going to begin envying me, 
whereas at the moment I felt it was essential that I should be 
pitied. So I lied to him. I told him that I worked in my office about 
six hours daily, and that my father’s affairs had been left in such 
confusion that I was obliged to work six hours more at them after 
I got home. 

“Twelve hours,’’ remarked Tullio, with a contented smile; and 
he proceeded to offer me what I most needed: his pity. ‘ I must 
say I don’t envy you.” 

The conclusion was obvious, but I was so much touched by it 
that I could hardly restrain my tears. I felt unhappier than ever, 
and in such a morbid state of self-pity one may easily fall a prey 
to unwholesome suggestions. 

Tullio and I began talking again about his illness, which was his 
principal distraction. He had studied the anatomy of the leg and 
foot. He told me with amusement that when one is walking 
rapidly each step takes no more than half a second, and in that 
half second no fewer than fifty-four muscles are set in motion. I 
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listened in bewilderment. I at once directed my attention to my 
legs and tried to discover the infernal machine. I thought I had 
succeeded in finding it. I could not of course distinguish all its 
fifty-four parts, but I discovered something terrifically complicated 
which seemed to get out of order directly I began thinking about 
it. 

I limped as I left the cafe, and for several days afterwards walk¬ 
ing became a burden to me and even caused me a certain amount 
of pain. I felt as if the whole machine needed oiling. All the 
muscles seemed to grate together whenever one moved. A few days 
later my first trouble got better, but was followed by a much 
more serious one, which I shall have cause to speak of soon. Even 
today, if anyone watches me walking, the fifty-four movements 
get tied up in a knot, and I feel as if I shall fall down. 

Ada was responsible for this trouble too. Many animals fall a 
prey to the hunter or to other animals when they are in love. I 
fell a prey to disease. I am certain that at any other time I might 
have heard about the infernal machine without it doing me the 
slightest harm. 

A few words on a sheet of paper I have kept remind me of 
another curious adventure of that time. Besides a note of a last 
cigarette, and an expression of faith in my capacity to recover 
from the disease of the fifty-four movements, there is also an 
attempt at poetry about a fly. If I had not known I should have 
supposed those verses were produced by a respectable old maid 
who calls the insect she sings of “ thou but as I know them to 
have been by me I can only suppose that anyone is capable of 
anything if I was capable of them. 

This is what gave rise to the verses. One night I had gone home 
late and, instead of going at once to bed, I went into my study and 
lit the gas. A fly, attracted by the light, began to torment me. I 
aimed a blow at it, but only a light one, for fear of dirtying myself. 

I forgot all about it, and then saw it slowly recovering on the 
table. It was standing right up, and seemed taller than before 
because one of its legs was paralysed by the blow and it could not 
bend it. It was industriously cleaning its wings with its two hind 
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legs. It tried to move, but fell over on its back. Then it picked 
itself up again and returned obstinately to its task. 

I wrote those verses in my surprise at discovering that the fly’s 
tiny pain-racked organism was acting on two mistaken assump¬ 
tions. First of all, in cleaning its wings so persistently the insect 
showed that it did not know which was the wounded limb. 
Secondly, its persistent efforts showed that it assumed health to be 
the portion of everyone, and that though we have lost it we shall 
certainly find it again. These errors are quite excusable in an 
insect that only lives for one season and has no time to learn by 
experience. 

Then Sunday came. It marked the fifth day since my last visit to 
the Malfentis. Though I work so little, I have always felt a great 
respect for this holiday, which divides life into short periods that 
make it endurable. My plans underwent no change, but I decided 
they did not count for that day, and that it was permissible for 
me to see Ada. I did not propose to endanger my plans by writing, 
but I thought I ought to see her because there was always a chance 
of things having altered in my favour, and then it would have 
been a great pity to go on suffering needlessly. 

So at midday, as fast as my poor legs would carry me, I hurried 
into the town, by the way that I knew Signora Malfenti and her 
daughters must take coming back from mass. It was a lovely 
sunny day, and as I walked along I thought of the longed-for 
discovery that was perhaps awaiting me in the town—Ada’s love! 

It was not to be, but for a moment I had the illusion of it. 
Fortune favoured me in an incredible manner. I suddenly found 
myself face to face with Ada, and she was alone. I staggered and 
my heart beat violently. What must I do? According to my 
resolution I ought to have stood aside and let her pass, with a 
measured bow. But my mind was slightly confused because of 
the other resolutions I had made earlier, one of which was to 
speak openly to her and learn from her lips what my fate was to 
be. I did not stand aside, and when she greeted me as if we had 
only parted five minutes ago, I joined her and walked along 
beside her. 
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She said: 

“ Good morning, Signor Cosini! I am in rather a hurry.’’ 

And I: 

“May I walk with you a little way? ” 

She smilingly agreed. Ought I to speak now? She added that 
she was going straight home, so I realized that I had only five 
minutes to do it in, and I wasted part of that time by calculating 
whether it would be long enough for the important things I had 
to say. Better not speak at all than to only half speak. I was also 
rather confused by the fact that at that time it was considered 
compromising for a girl to be seen about in the streets alone with 
a young man. Yet she let me walk with her. Was not that enough 
to satisfy me? Meanwhile I watched her and tried to feel again 
in its entirety the love that had been overcast by anger and doubt. 
Should I recover my dreams? She seemed to me neither big nor 
small, so harmonious were the lines of her figure. My dreams 
revived in all their force, even while she walked a living reality 
by my side. They were the form desire took with me, and I felt 
intense joy at their return. Every trace of bitterness vanished 
from my mind. 

But suddenly a modest voice from behind said: 

“May I join you, Signorina? ” 

I turned indignantly. Who had dared to interrupt the explana¬ 
tions I had not even begun? A beardless youth, dark and pale, 
was gazing anxiously at her. I in my turn looked at Ada, in the 
vain hope that she would invoke my aid. She had only to make a 
sign and I should have flung myself on that individual, and 
demanded an explanation of his audacity. Better still if he had 
insisted ! My pain would have vanished instantly if I had been 
free to abandon myself to a display of brute force. 

But Ada gave me no such sign. With a sudden smile which 
changed slightly the outline of her face and mouth, and even the 
colour of her eyes, she stretched out her hand to him: 

“ Ah, Signor Guido ! ” 

That Christian name was painful to me; only a few minutes 
before she had called me by my surname. 

E 
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I looked at Signor Guido more closely. He was dressed with the 
utmost elegance, and was carrying in his gloved right hand a 
walking-stick with a very long ivory handle, which I would not 
have been seen with even if they had paid me so much per mile. 
It was not surprising if such a person seemed to me a danger to 
Ada. There are plenty of louche figures who dress exactly like 
that, and carry precisely similar canes. 

Ada’s smile forced me back into the world of conventional 
relationships. She introduced us. And I was obliged to smile too! 
Ada’s smile was like transparent water stirred by a slight breeze. 
Mine was also like the movement of water, but when a stone has 
been thrown into it suddenly. 

His name was Guido Speier. My smile became more spontane¬ 
ous, because I at once saw an opportunity for saying something 
disagreeable to him: 

“Are you German? ” 

He replied politely that he knew his name might make one 
think so, but documents showed that his family had been Italian 
for several centuries. He talked Tuscan fluently, whereas Ada and 
I were confined to our inelegant dialect. 

I looked at him closely in order to take in better what he was 
saying. He was a very handsome young man. His slightly open 
lips revealed a set of perfect white teeth. He had bright, expressive 
eyes, and when he took off his hat I could see that his brown curly 
hair covered the entire space provided for it by Nature, whereas a 
great part of my own head had been usurped by my forehead. 

I should have hated him even if Ada had not been there, but 
my hatred distressed me, and I tried to get rid of it. “ He is too 
young for Ada,” I thought. And I said to myself that the famili¬ 
arity and kindness of her greeting were probably due to her 
father’s instructions. Perhaps he was important in Malfenti’s 
business, and I had noticed in such cases that all the family were 
obliged to collaborate. I said: 

“ Are you settling in Trieste? ” 

He said he had been there a month and was starting a business. 
I breathed again ! Perhaps I had guessed rightly. 
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I limped as I walked, but as nobody took any notice I did not 
make much of it. I kept looking at Ada and tried to forget every¬ 
thing else, including our companion. I like to live in the moment, 
and I never give the future a thought, unless it casts its shadow 
too obviously over the present. Ada was walking between us, and 
her face wore a vague unchanging expression of happiness which 
was almost a smile. That happy look was new to her. For whom 
was her smile intended? Might it not be for me, whom she had 
not seen for so long? 

I listened to what they were saying. They were talking about 
spiritualism, and I suddenly discovered that Guido had introduced 
table-turning into the Malfenti household. 

I was burning to assure myself that the sweet smile that played 
about Ada’s lips was intended for me, and I leapt into the thick 
of the discussion with an impromptu spirit story. No poet can 
ever have improvised verses on a given scheme of rhymes better 
than I invented then. Without any idea how I should make it end, 
I began by saying that I believed in spirits too after what had 
happened to me the day before in that very street—no, it was the 
street running parallel, which we could see through the next 
turning. I went on to say that Ada had known Professor Bertini, 
who had died a short time ago in Florence, where he had settled 
on his pension. We had seen a short notice of his death in the 
local paper, but I had completely forgotten this, so that when I 
thought of Professor Bertini it was walking through the Cascine, 
taking his well-earned rest. Yesterday—I pointed out the exact 
spot in the street parallel to the one we were walking in I was 
accosted by a gentleman who seemed to know me and whom I 
felt I knew. He had a curious swaying walk like that adopted by 
certain women in order to progress more easily. 

“Of course it may have been Professor Bertini, said Ada, 
laughing. 

I was encouraged by her laugh, and went on: 

“ I knew him, but I could not remember who he was. We talked 
about politics. It was Bertini; it was his bleating voice, and no one 
else could have talked such nonsense.” 
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“ His voice too I ” exclaimed Ada, still laughing, and looking 
at me anxiously to hear the end. 

“ Yes, it could only have been Bertini,” I said, feigning terror 
with all the art of the consummate actor the world has lost in me. 
“ He pressed my hand when he said good-bye, and went away 
with the same swinging gait. I followed him a certain distance, 
racking my brain to think who it could be. It was only when I had 
lost him from sight that I realized I had been talking to Bertini; 
Bertini who had been dead a whole year! ” 

Soon after, she stopped at the door of her house. She shook 
hands with Guido and said she was expecting him that evening. 
Then she nodded to me and said that if I was not afraid of being 
bored she hoped I would come too for some table-turning. 

I did not thank her. I made no reply. I wanted to look into the 
invitation more closely before accepting. It had sounded to me 
like an act of enforced politeness. Well, perhaps the holiday was 
going to end for me with this meeting. But I did not want to seem 
rude, and thought I would leave it open whether or not I accepted 
the invitation. I asked after Giovanni, saying I wanted to speak 
to him. She replied that I should find him at his office, where he 
had been obliged to go for some important business. 

Guido and I stood for a few seconds looking after the elegant 
figure disappearing through the porch. I don’t know what Guido's 
thoughts were at the moment. As for me I felt extremely unhappy. 
Why had she not invited me before inviting Guido? 

We walked back together almost to the point where we had 
met Ada. Guido was polite and easy in his manner, a thing that 
I most envied in other people; he spoke again of the story I had 
invented, which he evidently took seriously. The only true part 
of the story however was this: there was in Trieste, even after 
Bertini’s death, someone who talked a great deal of nonsense, 
appeared to walk on the tips of his toes, and had an odd way of 
talking. I had only recently got to know him, and he had for the 
moment reminded me of Bertini. I was quite content that Guido 
should rack his brains over my invention. I had made up my mind 
that there was no point in my hating him, since he was no more 
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than an important business connection as far as the Malfentis were 
concerned; but I loathed his ultra-elegance and his walking-stick. 
In fact, I found him so unsympathetic that I was dying to get rid 
of him. I listened to his final remarks: 

“The person you talked to might easily have been much 
younger than Bertini, have walked like a grenadier, and had a 
manly voice, the only resemblance between them being that they 
both talked nonsense. Yet this would have been quite sufficient 
to fix your thoughts on Bertini. But to admit that, one would have 
to assume that you are very absent-minded.” 

I was not going to make it easy for him: 

“Absent-minded?” I said. “What an idea! I am a business 
man. What would become of me if I were absent-minded? ” 

Then I reflected I was wasting my time. I wanted to see 
Giovanni. As I had seen the daughter I might as well see the 
father too, though he was so much less important. I should have 
to make haste if I wanted to find him still in his office. 

Guido went on prosing about what part in a miracle should be 
attributed to the inattention of the miracle-worker or of those 
who are present at it. I wanted to get away, and was anxious to 
appear at least as much at my ease as himself. This caused me 
to interrupt him rather brusquely, and to say almost rudely: 

“ For me miracles exist or they do not. There is no need to make 
them more complicated than they are. Either you believe them 
or you don't; in either case it is very simple.” 

I so little wanted to show how much I disliked him, that my 
words were intended as a kind of concession, seeing that I am a 
convinced positivist and have no belief in miracles. But it was a 
concession made very ill-humouredly. 

I limped more than ever as I went away, and hoped that Guido 
would not find it necessary to look back. 

I felt it essential to speak to Giovanni. I should be able to learn 
from him what I ought to do about accepting Ada’s invitation. 
His attitude would make it quite clear whether I might go or 
whether I ought not rather to remember that Ada’s invitation was 
directly contrary to Signora Malfenti’s wishes. I must know 
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exactly where I stood with these people, and if I could not settle 
the question on Sunday, then I must devote Monday to it as well. 
I was going on breaking my resolutions, but without being con¬ 
scious of it. In fact I thought I was carrying out a resolution that 
I had only arrived at after five days’ meditation. 

Giovanni called out a loud and cheerful greeting which did me 
good, and invited me to sit down in an armchair facing his desk. 

“ Only five minutes ! I’ll be with you at once ! But you're 
lame? ” he added inquiringly. 

I blushed. But I was in a mood for improvisation. I said I had 
slipped coming out of a cafe, and described the cafe where the 
accident had happened. I was afraid he might attribute my tumble 
to the fact that my mind was clouded by alcohol, and I added the 
humorous detail that when I fell I was with somebody who 
limped and was afflicted with rheumatism. 

An employee and two porters were standing by Giovanni’s 
table. Some errors needed verifying in a consignment of mer¬ 
chandise, and Giovanni had made one of his violent interventions 
in the management of his warehouse, which he rarely interfered 
with, wanting, as he said, to keep his mind free for what no one 
else could do instead. He talked louder than ever, as if he wanted 
to engrave his commands on the ears of his dependants. I think 
it was a question of deciding just how business was to be carried 
on between the office and the warehouse. 

" This paper,” shouted Giovanni, passing from his right hand 
to his left a paper he had torn out of a book, “ will be signed by 
you, and the employee who takes it will give you an identical 
one signed by him.” 

He fixed his interlocutors, sometimes through his glasses, and 
sometimes above them, and shouted at them again: 

“ Do you follow? ” 

He was about to begin his explanations all over again, but I 
had already wasted too much time. I had a curious feeling that if 
I were to make haste I should have more chance of winning Ada, 
though it soon occurred to me with a sense of surprise that no 
one was expecting me, and that I had nothing to hope for, nor 
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was there anything for me to do. I advanced with outstretched 
hand, and said to Giovanni: 

“lam coming to you this evening.” 

He at once turned to me, while the others stood aside. 

“Why haven’t you been to see us all this time?” he said 
simply. 

I was overcome by a sudden surprise. That was the very ques¬ 
tion I had a right to expect from Ada, but which she had not 
asked me. If no one else had been there I should have told Giovanni 
quite plainly that his question had proved to me his innocence of 
any share in what I now felt to be a plot against me. He alone 
was innocent and deserved my confidence. 

Perhaps I did not see things quite so clearly all at once, as is 
proved by the fact that I could not even wait until his underlings 
had gone away. I also wanted to discover whether perhaps Ada 
had been prevented from asking her question by Guido’s unex¬ 
pected arrival. 

But Giovanni was in such a hurry to return to his work that 
he put a stop to further conversation. 

“We shall see each other then this evening. You will hear a 
violinist such as one does not often hear. He calls himself an 
amateur only because he has too much money to make a profes¬ 
sion of it. He is going into business.” He shrugged his shoulders 
contemptuously. “ I am fond of business myself but, if I were 
in his place, I wouldn’t sell anything but notes. I don't know if 

you know him; his name is Guido Speier.” 

“Really? Really? ” I said, pretending to be interested. I shook 
my head and opened my mouth, and in fact set in motion every 
part of me which my will could control. So that Adonis could 
play the violin too! “Really? Is he as good as that? I hoped 
that Giovanni was joking, and that his exaggerated praise was 
only ironical. But he continued shaking his head to express his 
admiration. I held out my hanad. 

“Au revoirJ” 

I limped to the door. I felt a doubt as to whether after all I had 
better refuse the invitation, in which case I ought to tell Giovanni. 
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I had turned to go back, when I noticed that he was watching 
me very attentively, and was even leaning forward in order to 
see me better. This was more than I could bear, and I left the room. 

A violinist! If it was true he played as well as that, then I was 
lost. If only I had not played the instrument myself or had never 
been induced to play it at the Malfentis’! I had taken my violin 
there not in order to win their hearts by my playing, but as a 
pretext for prolonging my visits. What a fool I had been ! I might 
have found plenty more pretexts that would have given me away 
less. 

No one could say I have any illusions about myself. I know 
that I have a great feeling for music, and that there is no affecta¬ 
tion about my preference for classical music; but my very feeling 
for music warned me years ago that I should never be able to play 
so as to give pleasure to anyone else. 

I could play well if I were not ill, but I am always pursuing 
health even when I am practising balance on the four strings of 
a violin. There are certain slight inhibitions in my organism which 
are more obvious when I play the violin, and therefore easier to 
deal with. Even the most undeveloped being, if he knows the 
difference between groups of three, four, and six notes, can pass 
rhythmically and accurately from one to the other just as his eye 
can pass from one colour to another. But in my case, after I have 
been playing one of those rhythmic figures it clings to me and I 
can’t escape from it, but get it mixed up with the following 
figure so that I play it out of time. If I am to play the notes right 
I am compelled to beat time with my feet and head; but good-bye 
to ease, serenity and music ! The music that is produced by a 
well-balanced physique is identical with the rhythm it creates and 
exploits; it is rhythm itself. When I can play like that I shall be 
cured. 

I thought for the first time that I would acknowledge myself 
defeated, leave Trieste, and go off in the hope of finding distrac¬ 
tion. I had nothing else left to hope for. Ada was lost to me. I was 
sure of that now ! Didn’t I know quite well that she would only 
marry a man after she had thoroughly weighed and tested him, 
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just as if she was awarding him an academic honour? It seemed 

absurd, because really the violin ought not to loom so large in 

one s choice of a husband; but this was no help to me. I felt how 

important his playing was. It was like the birds choosing their 
mate for his song. 

I crept into my lair, while the others went on enjoying their 
holiday. I took my violin from its case, uncertain whether to break 
it in pieces or play on it. Then I tried it as if I were bidding it a 
last farewell, and finally began practising the immortal Kreutzer 
Sonata. How many miles my bow must have travelled in this 
very room, and now I began to drive it along mechanically over 
many more! 

Anyone who has practised much on those few cursed strings 
will know that so long as one is by oneself every little effort one 
makes seems to produce a corresponding progress. If it were not 
so who would ever submit to such unending hard labour, as severe 
as if one had been so unfortunate as to commit a murder? After 
a short time it seemed to me that my battle with Guido was not 
hopelessly lost. Who knows whether my violin after all might 
not intervene successfully between Ada and Guido? 

This was not due to conceit, but to my usual incurable optim¬ 
ism. Every fresh misfortune that threatens, annihilates me in the 
first moment, but I very soon recover, in the sure faith that I shall 
be able to circumvent it. In this case all that I had to do was to 
take a more lenient view of my capabilities as a violinist. In all 
the arts sound judgment is the result of comparison, and that was 
lacking here. Besides, one’s own violin resounds so close to one's 
ear that it reaches the heart very quickly. At last, somewhat 
exhausted I left off playing, and said to myself: 

“ Bravo, Zeno, you have earned your reward.” 

Without a moment’s hesitation I made my way to the Mal- 
fentis’. I had accepted the invitation, so I was obliged to go. It 
seemed to me a good omen that the parlour-maid should receive 
me with a friendly smile, and inquire whether I had been ill, 
that I had not been there for so long. I tipped her. The family 
she represented had made the inquiry through her mouth. 



138 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

She showed me into the drawing-room, which was immersed in 
complete darkness. When I came into it from the full light of the 
hall, I could not see anything for a moment and did not dare to 
move. Then I discovered several figures sitting round a table at 
the far end of the room, at some distance from me. 

Ada’s voice greeted me and seemed to me in the darkness more 
sensuous than usual, a soft, almost caressing voice: 

“ Sit down over there, and don’t disturb the spirits ! ” 

If it were to go on like this I certainly would not disturb 
them. 

Then a voice sounded from another part of the table, it might 
belong to Augusta or Alberta: 

“ If you want to take part in the evocation of the spirits, there 
is a corner over here.” 

I was determined not to be kept out of it, so I advanced reso¬ 
lutely to the place from which Ada’s greetings seemed to have 
come. I knocked my knee against the corner of the Venetian table 
they were sitting at, which seemed to be nothing but corners. It 
was extremely painful, but I would let nothing stop me, and 
pressed on to occupy the seat that somebody offered me, I did not 
know who. It was between two of the sisters, and I imagined the 
one on my right to be Ada, and the one on my left Augusta. In 
order to avoid coming into contact with the latter I pushed my 
chair closer to the other. 

But I thought I might have made a mistake about my right- 
hand neighbour, so in order to hear her voice I asked: 

“ Have you had any message yet from the spirits? ” 

Guido, who was apparently sitting opposite, interrupted me. 
He called out imperiously : “ Silence ! ” 

Then more gently: 

“ Collect yourselves and concentrate all your thoughts on the 
dead person you want to summon.” 

I have no objection to anyone making attempts to spy on the 
world beyond the grave. In fact I was irritated at not having 
introduced table-turning myself, since it was such a success at 
Giovanni’s house. But I didn’t see why I must obey Guido’s 



THE STORY OF MY MARRIAGE 1 39 

orders, and therefore I made no effort to concentrate. Besides I 
had reproached myself so often for allowing things to reach this 
point, without having had any explanation with Ada, that now 
I had her next to me, and in the dark too, I was determined to 
settle it once and for all. I was only restrained by the delicious 
sense of having her so close after I had feared to lose her for ever. 
I preferred to breathe the fragrance of the soft texture of her 
dress which was touching me, and I thought that, close as we 
now were together, my feet must be actually pressing hers. I 
knew she always wore patent-leather shoes in the evening. It was 
almost too much for me after such long torture. 

Guido was speaking again: 

“ I do beg you to concentrate. Implore the spirits you have 
invoked to manifest themselves by moving the table.” 

I was glad that he was still busying himself about the table. It 
was clear now that Ada had resigned herself to bearing almost 
my whole weight! She must love me or she would not have stood 
it. At last the hour of explanation had arrived. I removed my 
arm from the table and put it gently round her waist: 

“ I love you, Ada ! ” I said in a low voice, putting my face close 

to hers so that she could hear better. 

The girl did not reply at once. Then she murmured in a faint 

voice—but Augusta’s: 

“Why have you not been here for so long? ” 

Surprise and disappointment made me almost fall out of my 
chair. I at once felt that though I must banish this tiresome gill 
from my life, I must treat her with the consideration that a perfect 
gentleman like me owes to the woman who loves him, even 
though she be the ugliest of God’s creatures. For she certainly 
loved me! In the midst of my suffering I felt her love. It could 
only have been love that suggested to her not to tell me that she 
was not Ada, and to ask me the question I had been waiting for 
in vain on Ada’s part, and which she had evidently determined 

to ask me directly she saw me again. 

I obeyed my instinct not to answer her question, but after a 

moment’s hesitation I said to her: 
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“ I am glad to have confided in you, Augusta, for I know how 
kind you are." 

I recovered my balance on my three-legged stool. An explana¬ 
tion with Ada was out of the question, and there remained noth¬ 
ing else to explain to Augusta. Further misunderstanding was 
impossible between us. 

Guido admonished us again: 

“ If you won’t keep quiet there is no point in us all sitting 
here in the dark." 

He could not know it, but I needed a little darkness in order 
to withdraw from the crowd and recover my self-control. I had 
discovered my mistake, but the only balance I had yet recovered 
was on my chair. 

I would speak to Ada, I thought, but in the light. I suspected 
that it was not she on my left hand, but Alberta. How could I 
ascertain this? My uncertainty almost made me fall over on the 
left, and in order to recover my balance, I leaned on the table. 
They all began shouting: 44 It’s moving, it’s moving! " My 

involuntary act would perhaps solve the question. Where did 
Ada’s voice come from? But Guido, drowning everyone else's 
voice with his own, imposed the silence that I should have liked 
to impose on him. Then in a changed voice, a voice of supplication 
(idiot!), he conversed with the spirits he imagined to be present: 

" I beg you tell us your name, using the letters of our alphabet." 

He provided for everything; he was afraid the spirit might use 
the Greek alphabet! 

I went on with the comedy, still trying to pierce the darkness 
in search of Ada. After a little hesitation I made the table rise 
seven times, so that the letter G was obtained. The idea seemed 
to me a good one, and though the letter U which followed neces¬ 
sitated countless movements, I dictated Guido’s name letter 
by letter quite clearly. I have no doubt that in dictating his 
name I was inspired by the desire to relegate him to the spirit 
world. 

When Guido's name was completed Ada at last spoke: 

44 Could it be an ancestor of yours? " she suggested. She was 
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sitting next to him. I should have liked to move the table so much 
that it went between them and divided them. 

“It may be,” said Guido. So he believed himself to have 
ancestors! But this did not alarm me. His voice was transformed 
by genuine emotion, which gave me the satisfaction a fencer must 
feel when he discovers his opponent to be weaker than he sup¬ 
posed. He was not conducting these experiments in cold blood. 
He really was an idiot! Most forms of weakness arouse my com¬ 
passion, but not his. 

Then he addressed himself to the spirit: 

“If your name is Speier make only one movement; otherwise 
move the table twice.” Since he was so anxious to have ancestors 
I obliged him by making the table move once. 

“ My grandfather,” murmured Guido. 

Then the conversation with the spirit proceeded more briskly. 
The spirit was asked if it had anything to tell us. It replied yes. 
About business or other things? About business. I chose this 
reply simply because it required the table to be moved once only. 
Guido asked if it had good or bad news to give us? The bad news 
to be indicated by two movements and, this time without any 
hesitation, I tried to move the table twice. But in the second 
movement I encountered some opposition, and concluded there 
must be someone present who wanted the news to be good. Ada 
perhaps. To produce the second movement I positively flung 
myself on the table and won easily! The news was bad ! 

But the second movement was so violent, on account of the 
opposition it had met with, that everyone was thrown from his 
seat. 

“ Very strange,” muttered Guido. Then he shouted decisively: 

“ Stop! Stop! Someone present is fooling us! ” 

Almost everyone gladly obeyed, and in a moment the drawing¬ 
room was flooded with light from many different points. I thought 
Guido looked pale. Ada was deceived in that young man, and I 
was determined to open her eyes. 

Besides the three girls and Signora Malfenti, there was another 
lady in the drawing-room the sight of whom caused me embar- 
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rassment and agitation, for I thought it was Aunt Rosina. For 
different reasons I greeted both ladies very formally. 

The amusing part is that I alone remained sitting at the table, 
beside Augusta. That again was compromising, but I could not 
persuade myself to join all the others who crowded round Guido. 
He was engaged in explaining with great vehemence how he had 
come to realize that the table was not being moved by a spirit, 
but by a malicious mortal made of flesh and blood. Not Ada, but 
he himself had tried to curb the table’s eloquence. 

He said: 

“ I held the table back with all my force to try to prevent it 
moving a second time. Someone must have actually flung himself 
on it to overcome my resistance.” 

A nice kind of spiritualism ! So a powerful effort could not be 
due to a spirit! 

I looked at poor Augusta to see what impression my declaration 
of love to her sister had made on her. She was very red but she 
smiled on me benevolently. It was only then that she admitted 
having heard my declaration: 

“ I won’t tell anyone,” she said, in a low voice. 

That pleased me very much. 

Thank you,” I murmured, pressing her hand, which was not 
very small but well modelled. I felt I should like to be a good 
friend to Augusta, though before that I should never have thought 
it possible to become friends with anyone who was ugly. But I felt 
a certain affection for her waist, round which I had so lately held 
my arm and which I had found smaller than I expected. Her face 
was really quite pretty, but for that eye which had gone off on a 
path of its own. I had certainly exaggerated her deformity and 
assumed that it went through her whole body. 

They had brought Guido some lemonade. 

I joined the group that surrounded him, and ran into Signora 
Malfenti, who was just leaving it. I laughed and said to her: 

Does he need a cordial? ” She made a rather contemptuous 
movement and said with decision: 

“ He doesn’t seem like a man ! ” 
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I flattered myself that my victory might have definite conse¬ 
quences. Ada could not set up her opinion against her mother’s. 
It immediately had the effect it could not fail to have on a man 
of my temperament. All my ill will vanished and I wanted to 
spare Guido any further suffering. The world would certainly be 
less disagreeable if there were more people like me in it. 

I sat down beside him, and without taking any notice of the 
others, I said: 

“ You must forgive me. Signor Guido. The trick I played on you 
was in bad taste. It was I who made the table declare that it had 
been moved by a spirit who bore your name. I would never have 
done it had I known that your grandfather bore the same 

name.” 

Guido’s face, which cleared at once, betrayed how much impor¬ 
tance he attached to my statement. But he would not admit it 
and merely said: 

“ These ladies are too kind ! I don’t need comforting. The matter 
is of no consequence whatever. Thank you for your frankness, but 
I had already guessed that someone had stepped into my grand¬ 
father’s shoes.” 

He smiled with self-satisfaction and added: 

“You must be pretty strong! I might have guessed that the 
table must have been moved by the only other man present.” I 
had, indeed, shown myself to be stronger than him, but I was 
soon to feel myself weaker. Ada eyed me with animosity, and 
with flaming cheeks began to attack me: 

“ I am very angry that you should have taken it upon yourself 
to play such a trick.” 

My breath failed me and I stammered out: 

“It was only a joke! I never really thought that any of you 
took the table-turning seriously.” 

It was rather late in the day to attack Guido, and besides I 
might have known, if my ear had been more sensitive, that in any 
conflict between him and me he was bound to be victorious. Ada s 
anger was very significant—how was it I did not guess that she 
was wholly his? But I persisted in the idea that he was not worthy 
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of her, because he was not the sort of man her serious eye was 
looking for. Had not even Signora Malfenti seen it too? 

They all defended me and made my situation worse. Signora 
Malfenti said laughingly: 

“ It was only a joke, and it came off very well." Aunt Rosina’s 
huge body was quivering with mirth, and she cried out 
admiringly : 

“ Splendid ! Splendid ! ” 

I could have wished Guido were less friendly. As a matter of 
fact all he cared about was to be sure the bad news rapped out 
by the table was not a spirit communication. He said: 

I I don't mind betting you didn’t move the table on purpose 
to begin with. You probably moved it the first time unintention¬ 
ally, and then perhaps you decided to be malicious and move it 
on purpose. So that there was something in it up to the moment 
when you let your inspiration lead you away so violently.” 

Ada turned and looked at me curiously. She was betraying her 
excessive devotion to Guido by forgiving me just because he had 
done so. I refused to allow it. 

No, no ! I said emphatically. “ I was tired of waiting for the 
spirits, and amused myself by taking their place.” 

Ada turned her back on me in such a way that I felt I had 
received a box on the ear. The very curls on her neck seemed to 
me to express disdain. As usual, instead of keeping my eyes and 
ears open I was entirely occupied with my own thoughts. I was 
oppressed by the fact that Ada was compromising herself dread¬ 
fully. It caused me as much pain as to hear my mistress had been 
unfaithful to me. In spite of the affection she showed to Guido 
I thought she might still be mine, but I felt I should never be 
able to forgive her attitude. Perhaps I think too slowly to follow 
the events that go on developing, without waiting for the 
impression previous events have made on my brain to be can¬ 
celled. I felt compelled to go straight on in the path my resolution 
had marked out for me. It was sheer blind obstinacy. I also found 
it necessary to strengthen my resolution by renewing it. I went up 
to Augusta, who was watching me anxiously with an encourag- 
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ing smile on her open face, and said to her gravely and earnestly: 

“This is perhaps the last time I shall enter your house, for I 
am going to propose to Ada this very evening.” 

“You mustn’t do that,” she said, imploringly. “Don’t you see 
what has happened? I should hate you to have to suffer.” 

She continued to intervene between Ada and me. I replied 
defiantly: 

“I shall speak to Ada because it is my duty. It is all the same 
to me what she replies.” 

I went off, limping again, toward Guido. When I had joined 
him I lit a cigarette, looking at myself in the glass meanwhile. I 
saw that I was very pale, which for me is sufficient ground for 
becoming paler still. I made an effort to recover my composure 
and to appear unconcerned. The absence of mind produced by 
this double effort made me take up Guido's glass unconsciously. 
Once I had it in my hand I could find nothing better to do than 
to empty it. 

Guido began to laugh: 

“ Now you will know all my thoughts, for I have been drinking 
out of that glass.” 

I have always disliked the taste of lemon. This particular one 
seemed to me positively poisonous; first because I felt that in 
drinking out of his glass I had come into horrible contact with 
Guido, secondly because I was struck at the same moment by 
the expression of angry impatience on Ada’s face. She at once 
called the servant and ordered another glass of lemonade, and 
insisted on its being brought, though Guido said he was not 
thirsty. 

Then I felt genuine compassion for her. She was compromising 
herself more and more. 

“Forgive me, Ada,” I said gently, looking at her as if I weie 
awaiting an explanation. “ I did not mean to offend you. 

Suddenly I was afraid my eyes would fill with tears. I wanted 
to save myself from appearing ridiculous, and cried: 

“ I have squirted some lemon in my eye! ” 

That enabled me to cover my eyes with my handkerchief, and I 
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had no further need to restrain my tears so long as I succeeded 
in not sobbing. 

I shall never forget what I endured in the darkness behind my 
handkerchief. It hid not only my tears, but also a moment’s utter 
madness. I thought: I will tell her everything, she will understand 
me and love me, but I will never, never forgive her. 

I removed the handkerchief from my face so that everyone 
could see the tears in my eyes; I tried to laugh and to make every¬ 
one else laugh too. I said: 

“ 1 guarantee that Signor Giovanni sends home citric acid for 
making lemon squash with ! ” 

Giovanni arrived at that moment and greeted me with his 
customary cordiality. This comforted me a little, but it did not 
last long, because he said he had come back earlier than usual in 
order to hear Guido play the violin. He broke off to ask why I 
was crying. They told him what I had said about him and the 
lemon squash, which amused him. 

I was hypocritical enough to join Giovanni in begging Guido 
to play to us. I reminded myself that I had actually come there 
that evening to hear Guido play. And the odd thing is that I 
hoped to mollify Ada by asking him to do so. I looked at her 
in the hope that for the first time that evening we should be in 
complete accord. Strange ! Wasn’t I going to speak to her and 
refuse to forgive her ? But all I saw was her back and the disdain¬ 
ful curls on her neck. She was hastening to take the violin out of 
its case. 

Guido asked for a quarter of an hour’s quiet first. He seemed 
to hesitate. During all the years I have known him since, I have 
found that he always hesitated before doing the simplest thing he 
was asked to do. He would only do what pleased him, and before 
granting any request he proceeded to probe the remotest corners 
of his mind to determine whether he wanted to do it or not. 

This was the happiest quarter of an hour for me on that 
memorable evening. My whimsical chatter amused everyone, 
including Ada. It was certainly the result of my excitement, but 
also of the supreme effort I made to conquer the victorious violin 
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that kept coming nearer and nearer. That short period of time 
which I succeeded in making so amusing for the others was 
remembered by me as a time of desperate conflict. 

Giovanni was saying that on his way home in the tram he had 
witnessed a painful scene. A woman had tried to get out of it 
while it was still going, and had fallen and hurt herself. Giovanni 
gave a rather exaggerated account of his anxiety when he saw 
the woman was intending to jump out; he saw at once that if she 
jumped like that she must fall and would probably be run over. 
It had been very painful to look on and not be in time to save 
her. 


I had an inspiration. I said I had discovered a remedy for the 
attacks of giddiness from which I used to suffer. When I was 
watching an acrobat perform his feats at too great a height, or 
saw some elderly or not very agile person jump out of a tram that 
was moving, I overcame my anxiety by willing them to come to 
grief. I even varied the formula that I used in praying they might 
fall and break their bones. This had a wonderfully calming effect 
on me, enabling me to contemplate an accident with complete 
indifference. If my prayers were not fulfilled I was still more 
pleased. 

Guido was charmed by my idea, which he regarded as a psycho¬ 
logical discovery. He analysed it as he liked to do with every 
trifle; he was longing for an opportunity to try my remedy. But 
he had one objection to it; he thought that bad wishes probably 
increased the number of disasters in the world. Ada laughed with 


him and even gave me a look of approval, which I, like a great 
donkey, felt quite happy about. I thus made the discovery that it 
was not true I could not forgive her, and of this I was very glad. 

We all laughed a good deal, like children at play together. It 
happened that I was left alone for a few minutes in that part of 
the drawing-room where Aunt Rosina was sitting. She was still 
discussing the table-turning. She was rather fat, and sat motion¬ 
less in her chair, not even looking at me as she spoke. I contrived 
to make signs to the others that I was bored, and they all looked 
at me and laughed themselves, without being seen by the aunt. 
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To increase their mirth it occurred to me to say to her without 
further preamble: 

“ But you look much better. Signora, than when I last saw 
you—quite rejuvenated.” 

If she had got angry that might have been something to laugh 
at. But instead of this she was simply delighted and said that she 
was in fact very much better after her recent illness. I was so 
surprised by her reply that my face must have taken on a rather 
comic expression, for everyone burst out laughing again. Soon 
after the riddle was explained. I discovered that she was not Aunt 
Rosina at all, but Aunt Maria, a sister of Signora Malfenti. So 
that one source of misery had been removed from that drawing¬ 
room, though not the chief. 

The moment came when Guido asked for his violin. He said 
on that occasion he would do without the piano accompaniment 
to the Chaconne. Ada held out his violin to him with a welcom¬ 
ing smile. He took it without looking at her; but he looked at the 
violin as if he would like to shut himself up with it and his 
inspiration. Then he placed himself in the middle of the room, 
turning his back on most of the company, passed his bow lightly 
over the strings to see if they were in tune, and played a few 
arpeggios. He broke off a moment to say with a smile: 

It s pretty bold of me, considering I haven’t touched the 
violin since the last time I played here.” 

Charlatan ! He turned his back on Ada. I watched her anxiously 

to see if she were hurt. But she did not seem to be. She had leaned 

her elbow on the table and sat with her chin resting on her 
hand, all attention. 


And then, facing me, the great Bach appeared in person. Never, 
before or since, have I felt so intensely the beauty of that music, 
which seemed to have grown out of the four strings like a Michel¬ 
angelo angel out of a block of marble. It produced quite a new 
state of mind in me, so that I sat gazing ecstatically upward, as 
if at some revelation. In vain I strove to keep the music at a 
distance. In vain I thought: ” Beware! the violin is a siren and 
you need not have the heart of a hero in order to make others 
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weep with it! ” The music took me completely by storm. It 
seemed to express all the suffering of my mind and body and to 
soothe it with smiles and caresses. But it was Guido speaking! I 
tried to escape from the music, saying to myself: “ To play like 
this you only need a great sense of rhythm, a sure hand, and a 
capacity for imitation. I have none of these things, which is not 
a sign of inferiority, but merely my misfortune.” 

While I protested, Bach swept on unerring as fate. The passion¬ 
ate melody on the high strings dropped suddenly to the basso 
ostinato, the beauty of which always takes one by surprise, how¬ 
ever well one knows it. And the rhythm of every note was per¬ 
fect ! A second later, and the melody would have dissolved before 
the echoing harmony could reach it, a second earlier and it would 
have been overpowered and drowned. Nothing of that sort hap¬ 
pened to Guido; his arm did not tremble, even in the presence of 
Bach; which was really a sign of inferiority, I thought. 

As I write this today, I have abundant proof that what I 
thought then was true, but it is no satisfaction to me to have 
seen it so clearly. At the moment I was full of hatred that even 
that mighty music was powerless to subdue. Very soon the daily 
business of life was to efface it altogether, without any resistance 
on my part. Yes, ordinary everyday life can do many such things; 
but woe to the genius who should discover this ! 

Guido’s masterly performance came to an end. Nobody 
applauded except Giovanni, and for a few moments nobody spoke. 
Then, alas, I felt the need to say something. I can’t imagine how 
I dared, in front of those people who had heard me play. It was 
as if my violin, which so vainly strove to produce music, had 
suddenly found a tongue, and begun to criticize that othei 
instrument through which music flowed like light, air, and 
life. 

“ Magnificent! ” I said. The word sounded more like condescen¬ 
sion than applause. ‘‘But I don't understand why, toward the 
end, you played those notes staccato, though Bach has marked 
them legato.” 

I knew every note of the Chaconne. There had been a time 
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when I thought my progress depended on my undertaking such 
Herculean tasks, and for months on end I would spend my time 
studying certain of Bach’s compositions note by note. 

I knew that everyone in the room was regarding me with 
contempt and dislike. But I went on, as if by talking I thought 

I could overcome their hostility. 

“ Bach,” I added, “ uses such humble means to attain his end 

that an artificial bowing like that is quite out of place. 

I was probably right, but the fact was that I should have been 
quite incapable of using that style of bowing even if I had wanted 
to. 

Guido’s reply was as impertinent as my criticism had been. 

He said: 

“Perhaps Bach wasn’t familiar with that means of giving 

expression. I make him a present of it! ” 

He dared to put himself above Bach, and no one protested; 
whereas they laughed at me, who had merely ventured to put 
myself above Guido. 

Then something happened, unimportant in itself, but crucial for 
me. From a fairly remote part of the house came the sound of 
little Anna screaming. It appeared later that she had cut her lip. 
They all hurried out of the room, leaving me alone with Ada, 
to whom Guido had trusted his precious violin before following 
the others. 

“Shall I take the violin?” I asked, seeing her hesitate as to 
whether she should go too. I had not had time to grasp that the 
longed-for moment had arrived at last. 

She hesitated, but her distrust of me won the day. Holding the 
violin still closer she said: 

“ No. There is no need for me to go too. I don’t expect Anna 
has really hurt herself. It takes nothing to make her cry.” 

She sat down, still holding the violin, and by doing so she 
seemed to be inviting me to speak. Besides, how could I have gone 
home without speaking to her? What should I have done all the 
long night through? I pictured myself tossing from side to side in 
bed, or roaming about the streets in search of distraction. No! I 
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must not leave that house without obtaining the assurance I 
needed for my peace of mind. 

I tried to be as simple and brief as possible. I was also compelled 
to be, for I could hardly breathe. I said: 

“I love you, Ada. May I speak to your father? ” 

She sat staring at me in horror and amazement. I was afraid she 
was going to begin screaming too, like her little sister. I knew that 
her calm eye and delicately moulded face had had no experience 
of love, but never had I seen them so remote from it as at that 
moment. She began to say something that sounded like an intro¬ 
duction to something else. But I wanted a definite answer: yes or 
no ! Perhaps the fact that she appeared at all undecided, offended 
me. I wanted to force her to make up her mind quickly, by 
refusing to allow her time to think it over. 

“Surely you must have understood!'’ I said. “You couldn’t 
have thought I wanted to make love to Augusta ! ” 

I wanted to speak emphatically, but in my flurry I put my 
emphasis in the wrong place, and ended by pronouncing poor 
Augusta’s name with a tone and gesture of contempt. 

This sufficed to relieve Ada’s embarrassment. She let everything 
pass except the insult to Augusta. 

“Why do you think yourself better than Augusta? I don't for 
a moment suppose that Augusta would consent to be your wife! ” 

It was only then that she remembered I was waiting for an 
answer. 

“ As for me ... I wonder that such a thing entered your head.” 

The sharp tone of her reply was meant to avenge Augusta. In 
my great distress of mind I thought that the meaning of the 
words was inspired by the same thought; I believe if someone 
gave me a box on the ear I should begin analysing the cause. So 
that I tried again to persuade her: 

“Think it over, Ada. I am not a bad man. I am rich. I am 
rather eccentric, but I can easily cure myself of that.” 

Ada spoke more gently, but she still insisted on talking about 
Augusta. 

“ You think it over too, Zeno; Augusta is a good girl and would 
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make you an excellent wife. I can’t answer for her, but I 
think . . 

It was very sweet to me to hear my Christian name pronounced 
by Ada for the first time. Was she not really inviting me to speak 
more plainly? Perhaps I had lost her, or at least she would not 
consent to marry me at once, but meanwhile it was my duty to 
prevent her from compromising herself still further with Guido; 
I ought to open her eyes to the danger. I behaved diplomatically, 
and told her first of all that I admired and respected Augusta, 
but that it was quite out of the question that I should marry 
her. I repeated it twice to make sure she had understood. “ I could 
not marry her.” I hoped in this way to mollify Ada, who had 
thought at first that I wanted to insult Augusta. 

“ Augusta is a dear, good, charming girl; but she is not suited 
to me.” 

Then I went ahead too fast, because I had heard a noise in the 
passage and was afraid I might at any moment be interrupted. 

“ Ada, that man is not worthy of you. He is a fool! Didn’t you 
notice how upset he was by the answers at the table-turning? 
Did you see his walking-stick? He plays the violin well, but so do 
monkeys sometimes. He betrays his stupidity in every word he 
utters.” 

She listened with the air of someone who had difficulty in 
grasping what is being said to her. Then she sprang to her feet, 
still holding the violin and bow, and interrupted me with a shower 
of abuse. I did my best to forget her words, and succeeded. I only 
remember that she began by asking me in a loud voice how I 
dared to speak like that about herself and Guido! I looked very 
surprised, because I thought I had only been talking about him. I 
forgot all her scornful words, but not the beauty of her noble face, 
glowing with health and anger, its lines rendered more precise, 
almost sculptural, by the fire of her indignation. That I could 
never forset, and when I think of my youth and my love, I see 
aeain Ada’s lovely face at the moment when she banished me 
definitely from her life. 

They all came back into the room with Signora Malfenti, who 
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was holding Anna in her arms, still crying quietly. No one noticed 
Ada or me, and without saying good-bye to anyone I left the 
room; I took my hat from the hall without anybody trying to 
stop me, oddly enough. Then I stopped myself, remembering that 
it would be very bad manners to go away without saying good-bye 
formally to everyone. The truth no doubt is that what prevented 
me leaving the house was my consciousness that a night even 
worse than all the five previous nights awaited me. I had obtained 
certainty, and now felt the need of something else: peace, peace 
with every man. If I could banish all bitterness from my relations 
with Ada and the others I thought I should be able to sleep better. 
Why must there be that bitterness? There was no reason really for 
my being angry with Guido, who, even if it was through no merit 
of his own, could not be blamed because Ada preferred him to me. 

She was the only one who had noticed me going out into the 
hall, and when she saw me coming back she looked anxiously at 
me. Was she afraid I should make a scene? I wanted to reassure 
her at once, so I went and stood beside her and whispered: 

“ Forgive me if I offended you ! 

She took my hand and pressed it reassuringly. It was a great 
comfort to me. I shut my eyes for a moment in order to e a one 
with my own soul and feel the peace that her pressure gave me. 

Fate willed that while all the others were still busy trying to 
comfort the child, I found myself sitting by Alberta. I had not 
seen her, and only realized her presence when she said to me: 

“ She did not hurt herself at all. It is a pity father is here, for 
whenever he sees her crying he gives her an expensive present 

I stopped analysing myself, because I suddenly saw myself 
whole! If I wanted to have peace I must ensure that 1 should 
never be banished from that drawing-room. I looked at Alberta. 
She was very like Ada. She was a little smaller and still had some¬ 
thing childish about her whole person. She would often shout 
rather, and laugh so loudly that her little face became quite 
puckered up and red. Oddly enough, just at that moment I called 
to mind an axiom of my father’s. Choose a young wi e, it wi 
be easier for you to educate her to suit you. This decided me. I 
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again looked at Alberta. I undressed her in imagination, and the 
soft young body I pictured delighted me. I said: 

“ Listen, Alberta ! I’ve got an idea. Has it ever occurred to you 

that you are old enough to get married? ” 

“ I don’t want to get married! ” she replied, smiling and 
looking kindly at me, without blushing or appearing at all 
embarrassed. “ I want to go on studying. Mother wants me to as 
well.” 

“But you could go on studying just as well if you were 
married.” 

I had what seemed to me rather a bright idea: 

“ I think of going on studying too when I am married.” 

She laughed heartily, but I saw I was wasting my time; this 
sort of nonsense was not the way to win a wife and peace of 
mind. One must take it seriously. It ought to be easy in Alberta’s 
case, for her reception was very different from Ada’s. 

I was quite in earnest. I felt I ought to tell my future wife 
everything. I said to her in a tone full of feeling: 

“ I have just made the same proposal to Ada as I now make to 
you. She refused me with scorn. You can imagine what a state 
I am in.” 

These words, which were accompanied by a gesture of profound 
depression, were really a kind of final declaration of love to Ada. 
I was getting too serious, and added in a lighter tone: 

“ But I think if you consent to marry me I should be perfectly 
happy, and forget everything and everyone for you.” 

She became very serious and said: 

“ Don’t be offended, Zeno, for I should hate to hurt your 
feelings. I respect you very much. I think you’re a very nice 
fellow, and you understand lots of things without having learnt 
them, whereas my professors only know what they have learnt. 
But I don’t want to get married. I may change my mind, but at 
the moment I have only one ambition: to become a writer. You 
see how I trust you. I have never told anyone else and I hope you 
won’t give me away. On my side I promise I won’t ever tell any¬ 
one of your proposal.” 
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You can tell anyone you choose,” I interrupted angrily. I felt 
again that I was in danger of being banished from that house, 
and I hastened to put up my defence. There was only one way 
of taking down Alberta's pride in having refused me, and directly 
I saw it I adopted it. I said: 

“ I shall now propose to Augusta and tell everyone I married 
her because both her sisters refused me! ” 

I laughed with extravagant good humour as I reflected on the 
strangeness of my proceeding. The wit on which I prided myself 
so much was manifesting itself in deeds instead of words ! 

I looked round to try and find Augusta. She had gone out into 
the passage with a tray on which was a glass half full of a sooth¬ 
ing drink for Anna. I ran after her, calling her by her name, and 
she leaned against a wall and waited for me. I stood facing her, 
and said without a moment's hesitation: 

“Listen to me, Augusta! Would you like us to get married? ” 
It was a very rough-and-ready proposal. I was proposing to marry 
her, and yet I never asked what she thought about it, nor did it 
ever occur to me that anyone would have the right to ask me for 
an explanation. I was only doing what they all seemed to expect 
of me! 

The eyes she lifted to me were wide with astonishment. This 
seemed to make her squint more than ever. Her soft, pale face 
first grew paler, then suddenly became red all over. She clutched 
at the glass to steady it on the tray. In a voice I could hardly 
hear, she said: 

“ You are joking, it is unkind of you.” 

I was afraid she was going to cry, and the odd idea came to 
me that I might comfort her by telling her my own troubles. 

“ I am not joking,” I said, gravely and sadly. “ First I proposed 
to Ada, who refused me angrily; then I asked Alberta to marry 
me, and she refused me too, with fine speeches. I don't bear either 
of them any ill will. But I am very, very unhappy.” 

She grew calmer as she saw my grief, and looked tenderly at me. 
She was evidently thinking hard. Her look was like a caress, but 
gave me no pleasure. 
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So you want me to understand and always to remember that 

you don’t love me? she asked. , ■. i 

y What did she mean by that sibylline saying? Was it the prelude 

to consent? , * 

Did she mean she would remember during all the years sh 

would have to live with me ? I felt like someone who has put him¬ 
self in a dangerous position on purpose to kill himself, and then 
has to strain every nerve in order to save his own life. WouUn t 
it have been better if Augusta had refused me too, and I had been 
able to return safe and sound to my study, which after all I had 
not found intolerable even on that awful day? I said: 

“It is true that I only love Ada, and now 1 am asking you o 

marry me.” , , T 

It was on the tip of my tongue to say that it was because 1 

could not bear the thought of never meeting Ada again that 1 

was willing even to become her brother-in-law. But it would have 

seemed too fantastic. And Augusta might easily think that I was 


making fun of her again. So I only said: 

“ I can’t face living alone any longer.” 

She remained leaning against the wall. Perhaps she felt s e 
needed some support, but she seemed calmer and managed to 
hold the tray in one hand. Was I saved, and must I therefore leave 
the house for ever? Or might I stay there on condition that I got 
married? I went on talking, in my impatience to hear her reply, 


which was long in coming: 

“ I am quite a good fellow, and I think I should be easy enoug 

to live with, even if it wasn’t very romantic.” 

This was a phrase I had been preparing for Ada during the 
long days before, in the hope of persuading her to say yes, even 

if she did not love me very much. 

Augusta sighed gently and still remained silent. Her silence 

might mean a refusal, the most delicate imaginable; I was on the 

point of going to fetch my hat while my head was still my own 

to put it on. . 

But Augusta had at last made up her mind, and with a digni y 

I have never forgotten she stood erect, no longer needing the 
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wall to support her. So that she was now quite close, facing me 

in the narrow passage. She said: 

“ You need a woman, Zeno, to live with you and look after you. 

I will be that woman.” 

She put out her plump hand, which I almost instinctively 
kissed. Clearly there was no possibility of doing anything else. I 
don’t mind confessing that at that moment a feeling of immense 
satisfaction pervaded me. I had no longer any decision to make. 
Everything was decided for me. At last I had obtained certainty. 

And so I became engaged. We at once received endless con¬ 
gratulations. My success was something like Guido s on the violin, 
as far as the applause was concerned. Giovanni kissed me and 
was most affectionate. He said he had looked upon me as a son 
ever since he began to give me advice about my business. 

My future mother-in-law also held out her cheek for me to 
kiss, which I did as lightly as I could. I should not have escaped 

that kiss even if I had married Ada. 

“ You see I guessed everything,” she said, with an incredible 

assurance, which only went unpunished because I did not choose 

to protest. . 

Then she embraced Augusta, and the warmth of her affection 

was betrayed by a sob, even in the midst of her joyful outpour¬ 
ings. I could not endure Signora Malfenti, but somehow her tears 
seemed to surround my engagement, for that one evening at least, 

with a halo of sympathy and importance. 

Alberta was radiant, and shook me warmly by the hand: 

“ I will be a good sister to you,” she said. 

And Ada said: 

“ Bravo, Zeno ! ” then in a lower voice she added: “ I want to 
tell you this: you may think you have been too hasty, but no 
one has ever acted more sensibly than you have this evening.” 
Guido expressed great surprise. 

“ I realized for the first time this morning,” he said, “ that you 
were after one or other of the sisters, but I could not discover 

which.” 

They couldn’t be very intimate then, if Ada had not said any- 
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thing to 
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him about my proposal. Had I really been in too much 



a hurry? 

Soon after, however, Ada said to me: 

“ I want you to love me as a sister. Let us forget all that has 

happened; I shall never say a word to Guido.” 

It was after all very nice to have given such pleasure to a whole 
family; and if I was not as happy as I ought to have been, it was 
only because I was so tired. I felt terribly sleepy, which was a 
proof that I had acted with a certain amount of foresight. I was 

going to have a good night at last. 

At supper Augusta and I received all our congratulations in 
silence. She felt she must apologize for not taking part in the 


general conversation and said: 

“ I can’t talk. You must remember that till half an hour ago I 


had no idea what was going to happen to me.” 

She always spoke the exact truth. She did not know whether 
to laugh or cry, and looked at me. I tried to make my answering 
look into a caress, but I don’t know if I succeeded. 

Later the same evening, while we were still at supper, my feel¬ 
ings were wounded again; this time by Guido. 

It appears that shortly before I had arrived to take part in the 
spiritualistic seance, Guido had told them what I had said that 
morning about not being absent-minded. They at once produced 
so many proofs of my having lied that in revenge, or perhaps to 
show that he could draw, he did two caricatures of me. The first 
showed me with my nose in the air, leaning on an umbrella stuck 
in the ground. In the second the umbrella was broken and the 
handle was sticking into my back. The two caricatures attained 
their object of making people laugh by the simple fact that the 
figure which was supposed to represent me, and was not really in 
the least like me except that he was very bald, was identical in 
both sketches, and might therefore be supposed to be so absent- 
minded that he had not even changed his position though an 


umbrella had run through his back. 

Everyone laughed a great deal, too much I thought. I was 
extremely pained by this very successful attempt to pour ridicule 
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on me. It was on this occasion that I was conscious for the first 
time of a stinging pain in my right forearm and hip, an intense 
burning sensation, a turmoil of the nerves, as if they had been 
seized by a kind of cramp. I held my hip in alarm and clutched at 
the same time at my right arm with my left hand. Augusta 
said: 

“What’s the matter?" 

I said the bruise was hurting me which I had got when I fell, 
as I was leaving the cafe. 

I at once made an energetic effort to get rid of the pain. I 
thought it would probably be cured if I could think of a way to 
avenge myself for the insult. I asked for a piece of paper and a 
pencil, and tried to draw someone being crushed by a table falling 
on the top of him. By his side was a stick that had fallen from his 
hand at the moment of the accident. No one recognized the 
walking-stick, so that my vengeance fell very flat. In order that 
they might realize for whom it was intended, and how he had 
got into that position, I wrote underneath it: 44 Guido Speier 
fighting with the table." As a matter of fact nothing was visible of 
the man under the table but his legs, which might possibly have 
been like Guido’s if I had not intentionally made them bandy, 
and if the spirit of vengeance had not intervened to make my 
already childish drawing worse still. 

The severe pain I was suffering made me work very rapidly. 
Never before had my whole being longed so desperately to 
wound someone, and if I could have exchanged the pencil, which 
I was incapable of using, for a sabre, perhaps my cure would 
have been complete. 

Guido laughed heartily at my drawing, then remarked quietly: 

“ The table doesn’t seem to have done me much harm." 

It was quite true it had not hurt him at all, and it was the 
injustice of this which stung me so much. 

Ada took Guido's two drawings, saying she wanted to keep 
them. I looked at her reproachfully and she was obliged to avoid 
my eyes. I had the right to reproach her for making me suffer 

Augusta came to my rescue by saying she wanted me to put 
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■ r s 

rr thinkina that such a mark of affection given me by Ada 
SU ^produced a of blood suffidonl .0 p»<ify "V 

nerves from all their long accumulation of P°' s ° n - 

1 have never got rid of that pain. In my old age I suffer less 

from it because I view its advent with more induce and only 
,av • “ Oh are you there again, to remind me that I once w 
young? ” But while I was young it was a different matter n 
that the pain was severe, though it sometimes prevented my 
moving and would occasionally keep me awake all night. It played 
“large 8 part in my life, because I was always trying to ge cureff 
Why must I bear the brand of defeat throughout my life, and 
become as it were a walking monument to Guidos victory? 

was necessary to banish that pain from my body. 

And » began m, of « Bu. .he In.®™'1 
malady was soon forgotten, and even I soon found it difficul 
retrace This was natural, for I had great faith in the doctors who 
were treating me, and sincerely believed them when they told me 
the pain was due sometimes to imperfect metabolism, "me 
to defective circulation, to tuberculosis, and various mfectio 
shameful or otherwise. All my treatments gave me temporary 
relief, so that each fresh diagnosis seemed at the outset to ] 
itself. Sooner or later they would break down, but they g en ? 
contained some element of truth, because none of my bodi y 

functions are ideally perfect. 

Only once they went completely wrong. I had gone to a sort ot 
veterinary surgeon who insisted for a long time on treating my 
sciatic nerve with blisters, till he was nonplussed one day by the 
pain darting suddenly from my thigh to the back of my head 
which could not be connected with the sciatic nerve, /Esculapius 
was furious and showed me the door, and I remember that I went 
off not in the least angry but only interested to notice that the 
pain, though it had changed its position, was exactly the same 
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as before. It was just as violent and as inaccessible as it had been 
in my hip. It is curious how every part of our body may be 
susceptible to the same kind of pain. 

All the other diagnoses have proved their right to lodge in my 
body, and still continue to strive among themselves for mastery. 
There are days when uric acid bears sway, others in which it is 
slain, or rather cured by an inflammation of the veins. I have 
whole chests full of medicines, and they are the only ones that I 
keep tidy myself. I love my medicines, and know that even if I 
give one up I shall go back to it sooner or later. And I don’t 
consider I have wasted my time. I might have been dead long 
ago, who knows of what ghastly disease, if my pain had not 
simulated each in turn so as to induce me to get cured before it 
had time really to take hold on me. 

But though I am unable to define its real nature I know when 
my pain took shape for the first time. It was really on account of 
that drawing which was so much better than mine. That was the 
last drop which made the pitcher overflow ! I am certain I had 
never felt the pain before. I tried to explain its origin to a doctor, 
but I could not make him understand. Who knows? Perhaps 
psychoanalysis will bring to light all the changes that took place 
in my body during those days, and especially during the few 
hours immediately following my engagement. 

Few hours ! They seemed more than a few. When the party 
broke up Augusta said to me gaily: 

“ Till tomorrow then ! ” 

This pleased me because it showed that I had attained my end, 
that nothing was over, but would go on just the same tomorrow. 
She looked into my eyes, and was cheered to find them respond 
warmly to her invitation. I went down the stairs, which I no 
longer counted, saying to myself: 

“Who knows? Perhaps I do love her after all.” 

This uncertainty has never left me during the whole of my 
life, and today I am compelled to believe that true love is com¬ 
patible with such a doubt. 

But even after I had left the house I was not allowed to go home 

F 
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and enjoy the fruit of my evening’s activity in a long, "S'™ 
night’s skep. Guido thought he would like an ice, and asked me 

to go with him to a cafe. He took my arm in a ” 

I responded with like good will. He was a very important person 
to me and I felt I could refuse him nothing. My fatigue which 
ought’really to have driven me to bed, made me more submissiv 

th We’went into the very same place where poor Tullio had 
infected me with his disease, and sat down at a table a^ little apar 
from the others. On the way there my pain, which I >'«k though 
was to be my life’s companion, had been very bad, and I was gl 

to sit down, for this seemed at first to relieve it. 

I found Guido’s company almost intolerable. He inquire - J 1 
great curiosity into the story of my love for Augusta. Did he 
suspect I was deceiving him? I told him brazenly that I had fallen 
in love with her at first sight, on the occasion of my first visit 
the Malfentis. The pain I was suffering made me talkative, as 
were endeavouring to shout it down. But I talked too much, and 
if Guido had really been listening he would soon have discover 
that I was not so much in love with Augusta as all that. I spoke o 
the most conspicuous thing in her body, namely her squint which 
somehow made one expect that all other limbs would be l gh y 
crooked too. Then I tried to explain why I had not propos 
sooner. Guido was perhaps surprised to see me turn up a the 
minute only in order to get engaged? I said emphatically. 

•• The Malfenti girls are used to a great deal of luxury, and I 
could not make up mind whether I ought to take on such a 

"TwafJexed at having dragged Ada in too, but there was no 
help for it now; it was so difficult to keep Augusta apart from 
Ada ! I lowered my voice so as to keep myself more under control 

“ I had to work things out first. I knew the money I had was 
not enough. So I began thinking how I could increase my busi¬ 
ness.” I think I went on to say that it took time to work it all out, 
and that was why 1 had kept away from the Malfentis for five 
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days. By dint of exercise my tongue was beginning to arrive at a 
certain degree of sincerity. I was almost in tears, and pressing my 
thigh with my hand I murmured: 

“ Five days is a long time." 

Guido said he was glad to discover I was so cautious. 

I remarked dryly: 

"A cautious person is not necessarily more popular than a 

scatterbrain." 

Guido laughed. 

“ Curious," he said, “ that the cautious person should feel 
obliged to defend the scatterbrain.” 

Then he passed directly to telling me in a very matter-of-fact 
way that he was about to ask for Ada’s hand. Had he dragged me 
to the cafe just to listen to his confession, or had he got bored by 
hearing me talk so long, and now felt that he must have his turn? 

I feel almost sure that I succeeded in showing equal surprise 
and pleasure. But I very soon contrived to get my own back. 

I said viciously: 

“ Now I understand why Ada liked your travesty of Bach so 
much. You played well, but you remember there used to be a 
notice up in the street of medieval Florence: ‘ Gli otto probiscono 

di lodarc: "* 

The blow struck home and Guido turned red from the pain of 
it. He replied gently, because he now lacked the support of his 
small enthusiastic audience. 

“ Good God ! " he began, in order to gain time. “ Sometimes 
when one is playing one gives way to caprice. Very few of them 
knew Bach, so I thought I would modernize him a little for them." 

He seemed quite content with his idea; so was I, because by 
making such an excuse he admitted he was in the wrong. This 
was quite enough to mollify me, and besides, I would not for 
worlds have quarrelled with Ada’s future husband; I told him I 
had rarely heard an amateur play so well. 

He was not satisfied; he said he could only be considered as an 
amateur because he did not choose to rank as a professional. 

♦Roughly It is forbidden to commit a nuisance. 
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Was that all he wanted? Very well; I agree with him: it was 
obvious that he could not be looked on as an amateur. 

So we became friends again. 

Then suddenly, out of the blue, he began talking against women. 

I listened to him with open mouth. Now that I know him better, 

I realize that he will plunge into an eloquent discussion on what¬ 
ever subject, directly he feels at his ease. I had spoken earlier about 
the luxury the Malfenti girls were accustomed to, and he returned 
to the subject and went on to discuss all the other bad qualities of 
women. I was too tired to interrupt him. All I could do was to go 
on nodding my head in agreement, and even this I found very 
fatiguing. Otherwise I should certainly have protested. I know 
that I had every reason to talk against women as represented by 
Ada, Alberta, and my future mother-in-law; but he had no reason 
whatever for attacking the sex that was solely represented for 
him by Ada, who loved him. 

He seemed to know a great deal, and tired as I was I listened 
to him with admiration. It was not till long afterwards that I 
discovered he had adopted the genial theories of the young suicide 
Weininger. While he talked I seemed to receive a fresh revelation 
as when I had heard him play Bach. I almost wondered whether 
he was not trying to cure me of my love. Otherwise why was he 
so anxious to convince me that women were incapable either of 
genius or goodness? I think the cure might have been efficacious 
if it had been administered by anyone but Guido. But I remem¬ 
bered his theories and supplemented them later by reading 
Weininger. They never do cure one, but it is well to keep them 
in mind when one is running after women. 

When he had finished his ice Guido felt the need of a breath of 
fresh air, and persuaded me to join him in a walk to the outskirts 

of the town. 

I remember that for days past the whole city had been longing 
for rain to cool the air, for the hot weather had begun unusually 
early. Personally I had not even noticed the heat. This evening 
filmy white clouds had begun to collect, the kind that are popu¬ 
larly supposed to bring heavy rain; but a great moon was climb- 
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ing up the sky, which, where it was still clear, was intensely 
blue: one of those full-cheeked moons which, also in the popular 
belief, are able to devour the clouds. In fact one could see that as 
she climbed the clouds dispersed and the sky became clear. 

I tried to interrupt Guido’s continual chatter, which compelled 
me to keep nodding my head and drove me to distraction, by 
telling him about the kiss that the poet Zamboni thought he had 
seen in the moon; how sweet that kiss seemed in the moon of our 
dark nights, when compared with the injustice done me by Guido. 
As I talked, and shook off the torpor produced by my continued 
assent, my pain seemed to grow less. It was the reward of my 
rebellion, and I went on developing my line of thought. 

Guido was obliged to leave women alone for a while and look 
up at the sky. But not for long ! Directly he discovered with my 
help the pale woman’s face in the moon he resumed his argument 
with a witticism at which he laughed loudly, though no one 
laughed with him in the deserted street: 

“ What a lot of things that woman sees ! It’s a pity that being 

a woman she can’t remember them.” 

It was part of his theory (or Weininger s) that women can never 

have genius because they have no memory. 

We reached the bottom of the Via Belvedere. Guido said a climb 
would do us good. I again consented to go with him. At the top, 
by one of those impulses more common to quite young boys, he 
stretched himself out on the wall that separated the upper road 
from the one below. He thought he was being very courageous to 
run the risk of falling thirty feet. I was horrified at first when I 
saw him in such a perilous position; then I recalled the system I 
had myself evolved that very evening in a burst of inspiration, in 
order to escape from my depression, and I began to pray fervently 
that he might fall. 

From that dangerous vantage-ground he still went on preaching 
against women. He said that they always needed toys like child¬ 
ren, only more costly ones. I remembered Ada saying how fond 
she was of jewellery, so perhaps he was really meaning her! 
Then a fearful idea came to me. Why shouldn’t I make Guido fall 
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those thirty feet? Wouldn't it be only fair to do away with some¬ 
one who was taking Ada away from me without loving her?' For 
a moment it seemed to me that when I had killed him I should be 
able to run straight to Ada and receive my reward. On that 
strange, moonlight night I felt as if she were present and could 
hear Guido insulting her. I must confess that for a moment I 
really did think of killing Guido! I was standing by him as he 
lay at full length on the low wall, and I speculated coldly on 
how I had better take hold of him, so as to be sure of being 
successful. Then I saw that I should have no need to take hold of 
him at all. He was lying with his arms folded behind his head, 
and it would only need a sudden good push to throw him com- 
pletely off his balance. 

Then an idea came to me which seemed important enough to 
be compared to the great moon climbing up the sky and sweeping 
it clean. I had got engaged to Augusta just in order to have a good 
night. How should I be able to sleep if I killed Guido? This 
thought saved both of us. I felt I must instantly change my 
position, for it was my being above Guido which tempted me to 
kill him. I dropped on my knees, and crouched so low that my 

head was almost touching the ground. 

44 Oh, the pain ! The pain ! ” I screamed. 

Guido was so startled that he sprang to his feet, begging to 
know what was the matter. I went on moaning in a lower tone, 
without paying any attention to his question. I knew why I was 
moaning; it was because I had wanted to kill him, and partly, 
perhaps, because I had not the courage to do so. The pain and my 
groans excused everything. It seemed to me that I was crying out 
that it was not my fault if I hadn’t been able to do it. It was 
entirely the fault of my illness and this pain of mine. But as a 
matter of fact I distinctly remember that the pain went away 
completely at that moment, and that my groans were simply a 
piece of play-acting to which I tried in vain to give some context 
by remembering the pain I had suffered and attempting to repro¬ 
duce its effects on me. But all my efforts were in vain; it would 
only return at its own time. 
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As usual Guido had various hypotheses ready to hand. Among 
others he suggested that it was probably the same pain as that 
which had been produced by my fall in the cafe. I thought the 
idea a good one and agreed. 

He took me affectionately by the arm and helped me to rise. 
Then still supporting me and helping me as much as he could, he 
led me down the short incline. When we had got to the bottom 
I said I felt better and thought that with the help of his arm I 
might manage to go a little quicker. And so at last I was really 
on my way to bed ! For the first time that day I experienced a 
genuine satisfaction in the thought that Guido was working for 
me; he was, in fact, almost carrying me. It was after all I who 
was imposing my will on him. 

We found a chemist open, and he insisted on getting me a 
sleeping draught to take to bed. He built up a whole theory of 
actual pain and the exaggerated idea one had of it, the pain being 
increased by the sense of exasperation which it had in the first 
instance produced. That small bottle was the beginning of my 
collection of drugs, and it was appropriate that it should have 
been chosen for me by Guido. 

To give a more solid foundation to his theory he argued that I 
must have been suffering from that pain for some days past. I 
was sony I could not agree with him. I said I had felt no pain 
whatever at the Malfentis’ that evening. It was impossible that 
I should have suffered just at the moment when my long-dreamed- 
of hopes were realized. 

I was anxious in all sincerity to be like what I had claimed to 
be, and kept on repeating to myself: 

“ I love Augusta, I don’t love Ada; I love Augusta, and this 
evening my long-dreamed-of hopes were realized.” 

We continued to walk through the moonlit streets. I think that 
Guido at last found my weight rather too much, for he became 
silent. He suggested however seeing me home to bed, which I 
refused; when at last the door of my own house shut behind me 
I gave a sigh of relief. No doubt Guido uttered a similar sigh. 

I went up the stairs four at a time, and was in bed in less than 
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ten minutes. I fell asleep at once, and during the short time I was 
awake I thought neither of Ada nor Augusta, but only of Guido, 
who had been so kind and patient. It is true I could not forget 
that I had wanted to kill him such a short time before, but that 
was of no importance, because the thing no one knows about and 
which leaves no trace does not exist. 

Next day I went in some trepidation to my fiancee’s house. I 
was uncertain whether the pledges I had taken the evening 
before had really the importance that I attached to them. I soon 
discovered they had for everyone present. Augusta had by no 
means forgotten she was engaged; in fact to her it seemed much 
more definite than to me. 

It was a tedious engagement. I felt as if I had broken it off 
several times and patched it up again by a great effort, and I am 
surprised that nobody seemed to notice it. I never felt in the least 
as if I were going to get married, but apparently I played the part 
of a fond lover to everyone’s satisfaction. I never missed an 
opportunity of kissing Ada’s sister and clasping her to my breast. 
Augusta submitted dutifully to my embraces, and I behaved fairly 
well, but only because Signora Malfenti never left us alone for 
more than a few minutes at a time. My bride was much less ugly 
than I had imagined, and it was by kissing her that I discovered 
her chief beauty: that she blushed so readily. Whenever I kissed 
her a flame was lit in my honour, and I continued to kiss her more 
out of scientific curiosity than with the ardour of a lover. 

But I felt desire for her too, which made the time pass rather 
less heavily. It was fortunate that Augusta and her mother did 
not allow my flame to burn itself out all at once, as I could often 
have wished. How could I have gone on living then? At least my 
desire gave me the same feeling of excitement each time I mounted 
the steps as when I had gone there, as I thought, to win Ada. 
When I counted an uneven number I promised myself that I 
would show Augusta that day what an engagement really might 
be. I pictured myself doing something violent which would com¬ 
pletely restore my sense of freedom. That was all I really wanted, 
and it is curious that when Augusta realized what I was after she 
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should have read it as a sign that I was passionately in love. 

As far as I can remember that period was divided into two 
phases. During the first Signora Malfenti often used to send 
Alberta to chaperon us, or made little Anna and her governess 
do lessons in the drawing-room. Ada was never there, and I 
persuaded myself that I was glad of it, though I dimly remember 
thinking once that it would have given me great satisfaction to 
kiss Augusta in front of Ada. With what ardour I would have 
done it too! 

The second phase began when Guido’s engagement to Ada was 
made public and Signora Malfenti, like the practical woman she 
was, put the two couples together in the drawing-room to look 
after each other. 

I know that Augusta professed herself completely satisfied with 
me during the first phase. When I was not trying to kiss her I 
became extraordinarily talkative. Talkativeness was an absolute 
necessity to me. I even invented fresh opportunities by persuad¬ 
ing myself that as I was going to marry Augusta I ought to under¬ 
take her education. I trained her in gentleness, affection and, 
above all, fidelity. I don’t remember exactly what form I gave to 
my sermons, though she has reminded me of some of them, for 
she never forgot them. She listened to me with the utmost defer¬ 
ence and attention. Once in an outburst of eloquence I declared 
that if she ever should discover that I had been unfaithful to her 
it would be her duty to pay me back in the same coin. She indig¬ 
nantly protested that she would not even betray me with my 
own permission, and that if I were unfaithful to her she would 
only take the liberty to weep. 

I think that these sermons, the content of which was really 
quite unimportant, nevertheless had a good effect on my marriage. 
They certainly had a considerable influence on Augusta’s mind. 
Her fidelity was never put to the proof because she never knew 
when I had been unfaithful to her, but her affection and gentle¬ 
ness remained unchanged during the long years we lived together, 
just as she had promised me they should. 

When Guido became engaged I initiated the second phase of 

F* 
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my engagement with the following pronouncement: Now I 
have completely recovered from my love for Ada.” I thought up 
to then that Augusta’s blushes had been enough to cure me, but 
one can never be completely cured ! The memory of those blushes 
made me think that now the same sort of thing would go on 
between Ada and Guido. Surely that would be more efficacious 
still in putting a stop to my desire. My desire to rape Augusta 
belongs to the first phase. I was much less excited during the 
second. Signora Malfenti had certainly been wise in arranging for 
our supervision at the cost of so little trouble to herself. 

I remember that I once began jokingly to kiss Augusta. Guido, 
instead of laughing at me, began kissing Ada in his turn. I thought 
it showed very little delicacy on his part, because he did not kiss 
chastely, as I had done owing to their presence, but he kissed 
Ada full on the mouth, caressing her with his tongue. I had got 
used by that time to thinking of Ada as a sister, but I was not 
prepared to see her being treated like that. Nor do I think I should 
have tolerated it if I had been her brother. 

After that I never kissed Augusta again when Guido was 
there. Guido, however, tried on one occasion to draw Ada to him, 
but she resisted this time, and he never made another attempt. 

I only dimly remember the many, many evenings we spent 
together. The scene that was repeated ad infinitum impressed 
itself thus on my mind: we were all four sitting round the 
delicately carved Venetian table, on which was burning an oil- 
lamp with a green shade, which threw everything into shadow 
except the embroidery on which the girls were engaged: Ada on 
a handkerchief and Augusta on something in a little round frame. 
I can hear Guido holding forth, and it must frequently have hap¬ 
pened that I was the only person he could find to agree with him. 
I remember too Ada’s black wavy hair, on which the light fell 
in such a way as to produce green and yellow tones in it. 

We discussed that effect, and also the real colour of her hair. 
Guido, who understood painting as well, explained to us how to 
analyse colours. I have never forgotten that lesson on colour, and 
to this day, when I want to understand the colour of a landscape, 
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I half close my eyes until most of the lines disappear and the 
lights alone remain, which in their turn fade away into one real 
colour. But when I undertake an analysis like this, immediately 
after the real images there appears on my retina, as by a physical 
reaction, the yellow and green lights in the black hair on which 
my eye had its first lesson in observation. 

I can never forget one evening, which was notable for an 
expression of jealousy on Augusta’s part immediately followed by 
a serious indiscretion on mine. To tease us Guido and Ada had 
retired to the far end of the drawing-room and were sitting at the 
Louis Quatorze table, so that I got a crick in the neck through 
turning round to talk to them. Augusta said : 

“ Leave them alone; they really arc making love! ” 

Without thinking of what I was saying, I replied in a low 
voice that I doubted it, because Guido didn’t like women. It was 
a sort of excuse for having interrupted their love-making by my 
conversation. But it was malicious and indiscreet to let Augusta 
know how Guido talked about women when he was alone with 
me, as of course he never did with any other members of the 
family. The thought of what I had said gave me a bad taste in 
my mouth for several days, whereas I can truthfully say that the 
thought that I had wanted to kill Guido did not upset me even 
for an hour. But to kill someone, even treacherously, is more 
manly than to wound a friend by betraying his confidence. 

But Augusta did wrong to be jealous of Ada even then. It was 
not in order to see Ada that I was twisting my neck round like 
that. Guido’s eloquence helped to while the time away. I had 
become quite fond of him already, and passed part of every day 
with him. I had a further tie of gratitude to him for his high 
opinion of me, which he communicated to the others. Even Ada 
would now listen to what I said with great attention. 

Every evening I waited for the sound of the supper gong with 
a certain impatience. The chief thing I remember about those 
suppers is my constant indigestion. I ate too much from the sheer 
necessity of doing something. I made many fond speeches to 
Augusta, when my mouth was not too full to admit of it, and 
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her parents might easily have got the unpleasant impression that 
my greediness interfered with my affection. They were surprised 
to find that when I came back from my honeymoon my appetite 
was much smaller. It disappeared directly I was no longer com¬ 
pelled to act a passion I did not feel. It is unpardonable to let 
the bride’s parents see you treat her coldly just when you are 
supposed to be preparing to go to bed with her! Augusta particu¬ 
larly remembers the affectionate things I whispered to her, sitting 
at that table; I must have invented marvellous ones between one 
mouthful and another, and I am amazed when they are repeated 
to me, for they never sound as if I could possibly have said 

them. 

Even my father-in-law, that rogue Giovanni, was taken in, and 
as long as he lived he would always quote my love for his daughter 
(meaning, of course, Augusta) whenever he wanted to give an 
example of a “ grande passion ”. He smiled beatifically, good father 
that he was, but he none the less rather despised me for it; because, 
according to him, no real man would entrust his fate to the hands 
of a woman, or fail to see that there were other women in the 
world besides his own wife. Which shows that I was not always 
judged quite fairly. 

My mother-in-law, on the other hand, never really believed in 
my love, even when Augusta was gradually beginning to believe 
in it herself. For many years she continued to eye me distrustfully, 
uncertain as to the fate of her favourite daughter. That is another 
reason why I am certain she was really leading me on during the 
days that preceded my engagement. It was impossible to deceive 
her, for she must have known my state of mind better than I did 
myself. 

At last came the day appointed for my marriage, and that very 
day a final doubt assailed me. I was supposed to be with Augusta 
by eight o’clock in the morning, but at a quarter to eight I was 
still in bed, smoking furiously, and looking out of my window at 
the sun, which was shining brightly for the first time that winter. 
I meditated deserting Augusta ! The absurdity of my marriage 
became evident now that I no longer wanted to remain close to 
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Ada. Nothing tremendous could happen supposing I failed to 
keep my appointment! Besides: Augusta had been a charming 
fiancee, but one could never know how she would behave directly 
she was married. Supposing she were suddenly to call me an idiot 
for having let myself be caught like that? 

Fortunately Guido came in at this point, and far from rebelling, 
I apologized for being late, saying that I thought another hour 
had been fixed for the wedding. Instead of reproaching me Guido 
started talking about himself and telling me of the many times he 
had missed an appointment, out of absent-mindedness. Even in 
that respect he wanted to prove himself superior to me ! I had no 
time to stop and listen to him: I wanted to be off. And so I 
actually had to run to my wedding. 

All the same I arrived very late. No one reproached me, and 
all except Augusta were satisfied with Guido’s explanations. She 
was so pale that the colour had even left her lips. Even though I 
could not say I loved her I would on no account have wished to 
hurt her. I tried to repair my fault, and was so foolish as to give 
at least three reasons for my being late. That was too many, and 
showed so clearly what I must have been thinking about in my 
bed as I lay watching the wintry sun, that our departure for the 
church had to be delayed to allow time for Augusta to recover 
herself. 

My “ yes ” at the altar was very distrait, because I felt so sorry 
for Augusta that I was busy evolving a fourth explanation of my 
delay, which seemed to me the best of them all. 

However, when we left the church I saw that the colour had 
quite come back to Augusta's cheeks. I was really rather annoyed 
at this, because my “ yes ” ought not to have been enough to 
reassure her as to my love. I was quite ready to treat her very 
roughly, supposing she had now recovered sufficiently to call me 
a fool for letting myself be caught. But instead of that, she took 
advantage of a moment when we were left alone, to say with tears 
in her eyes: 

“ I shall never forget that you married me, though you did not 
love me.” 
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I did not protest, because it was so obvious that I could not. But 

I embraced her tenderly and compassionately. 

After that the matter was never discussed again between us, 
for marriage is much simpler than being engaged. Once one is 
married, one no longer talks about love, and if ever one feels the 
need to do so the senses intervene and enforce silence. But animal 
instinct may have become so humanized as to undergo a compli¬ 
cated process of falsification, and it may happen that as one bends 
over a woman's head one evokes a light that is not there. You 
close your eyes, and the woman becomes someone else, to change 
back to herself again when you have left her. It is to her that all 
your gratitude is due, especially if the effort was successful. And 
so, if I had to be born again (Mother Nature is capable of any¬ 
thing), I would willingly marry Augusta, but would never choose 
to be engaged to her. 

At the station Ada offered me her cheek for a fraternal kiss. I 
had not noticed her before among all the crowd who had come to 
see us off, and I thought at once: “Yes, it is you who are 
responsible for this! “ I put my lips close to her veiled cheeks, 
taking care not to touch it with them. It was the first satisfaction 
I had known that day, and for one instant I realized the advantage 
my marriage gave me. I had avenged myself by refusing to profit 
by the only opportunity I had ever had of kissing Ada ! But when 
the train had started and I was sitting by Augusta, I was not sure 
of having acted rightly. I was afraid I might have prejudiced my 
friendship with Guido. But I suffered more still as I reflected that 
perhaps Ada had not even noticed that I had not kissed the cheek 
she had held out to me. 

She had noticed it, but I only discovered this some months later, 
when I saw her and Guido off from the same station. She kissed 
all the others. But to me she held out her hand, though very 
cordially. I shook it coldly. Her revenge came too late, for in the 
meantime the circumstances had completely changed. After I 
returned from my honeymoon we had been on the most friendly 
terms as brother and sister, so that her refusing to kiss me was 
quite inexplicable. 



Wife and Mistress 


At various times in my life I have thought myself to be 
at last on the road to health and happiness, and this faith was 
never stronger than during my honeymoon and the few weeks 
immediately following our return home. I began by making a 
startling discovery: I loved Augusta as much as she loved me. 
At first I refused to believe it. I enjoyed the passing day, but 
expected the next to be altogether different. But one day followed 
another, and they were all radiant with love and kindness 
Augusta’s naturally, but also, and this surprised me, my own. 
Every morning renewed her tender affection and my equally 
tender gratitude, which, if it was not love, was very like it. Who 
could have foreseen it, that day I went limping from Ada to 
Alberta to arrive at last at Augusta? I discovered that far from 
being a blind beast driven by another’s will, I was a very clever 
man. When she saw my astonishment, Augusta said: 

“ But why are you so surprised? Didn’t you know that marriage 
was like this? I knew it, though I know so much less than you.” 

I don’t remember now whether it was before or after I became 
so fond of her that I formed the great hope that I might in the 
end grow like Augusta, who was the personification of health. 
During our engagement I had scarcely been conscious of this 
quality in her; I was far too busy studying first myself and then 
Ada and Guido. The oil-lamp in that drawing-room had never shed 
its rays on Augusta's modest head of hair. 

I have talked a lot about her blushes. When these faded, as 
naturally as the colours of the dawn fade before the full rays 
of the sun, Augusta walked boldly along the path so many of her 
sisters have trodden before her on this earth; those who are con- 
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tent to find all their happiness in law and order, or else to renounce 
it altogether. Although I knew her security to be ill-founded, 
since I was its foundation, I loved and adored it none the less. I 
felt obliged to treat it with the same respect I had previously 
shown to spiritualism. It might be true, and so might faith in 

human life. . 

One thing I found very startling: every word and every act ot 

hers showed that she believed in eternal life. She never said it in 
so many words; but she was surprised once when I, who had 
hated superstitions before I learned to love her, felt the need of 
reminding her of the shortness of life. She knew that we must 
all die, but, now that we were married, this did not prevent us 
from remaining together for ever and ever. Did she not know 
then that when two people are united in this world it is for such 
a short, infinitely short time, that one can never understand how 
one has become so intimate, when there were endless ages during 
which we had not known each other and there would be endless 
ages again during which we shall never meet? I understood at 
last the meaning of perfect health in a human being, when I 
realized that for her the present was a tangible reality in which 
we could take shelter and be near together. I tried to be admitted 
to this sanctuary and to stay there, resolved not to laugh either 
at myself or her; for my scepticism would only be a symptom of 
disease, and I must at least beware of infecting someone who had 
given her life into my keeping. It was my desire to protect her 
which made me behave for a while like a normal human being. 

She knew all about the things that drive a man to desperation, 
but they seemed to change their nature when she regarded them. 
Even if the world does go round, that is no reason for being sea¬ 
sick. On the contrary, the world goes round but everything else 
stays in its place. And these stationary things are of immense 
importance; a wedding-ring, jewels and clothes—the black dress 
or the green, or the walking costume, which was hung in the 
wardrobe directly she got home; also her evening dress, which 
must on no account be worn in the daytime, and only in the 
evening if I put on dress-clothes. Then there were the hours of 
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meals, which must be rigidly observed, and also bedtime. All 
these hours had a genuine existence and were always in their 

right place. 

On Sunday she attended mass, and I sometimes went with her 
to see what effect the contemplation of pain and death had on 
her. For her it seemed not to exist, and the visit was a source of 
quiet refreshment to her for the whole week. She used to go on 
certain feast-days too, which she knew by heart. That was all; 
whereas if I had been religious I should have ensured my ever¬ 
lasting happiness by stopping in church all day long. 

Even here below there were plenty of powers that be to reassure 
her. There were Austrian and Italian officials, who made the 
streets and houses safe for people to live in, and I did my best to 
share her admiration for them. Then there were the doctors, who 
had gone through all their medical training in order to cure us if 
by some unhappy chance we fell ill. I made daily use of the latter 
authorities; she never did. And so I knew only too well how 
hideous my fate would be when I should at last be struck down y 
a mortal disease, while she, who was securely guarded both above 
and below, firmly believed that she would find salvation. 

I am trying to arrive at the source of her well-being, but I 
know that I cannot succeed, for directly I start analysing it I seem 
to turn it into a disease. And now that I have begun writing about 
it I begin to wonder whether health like hers did not perhaps need 
some treatment or training to correct it. But during all the years 
I lived with her such a doubt never crossed my mind. 

What importance I acquired in this little world of hers ! I had 
to say what I thought about every proposal, whether it concerned 
food or clothes, people or books. I was obliged always to be doing 
something, and I must say that I was not bored by it. I was 
collaborating in the building up of a patriarchal family, and I 
myself was on the way to becoming the patriarch I had previously 
hated, and who now stood for me as an emblem of health. It is one 
thing to be a patriarch, and quite another to be called on to revere 
someone else who has assumed that position. I desired health for 
myself, and did not mind what happened to those who were not 
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patriarchs. During our honeymoon in particular, I was prone to 
assume the dignified pose of an equestrian statue. 

But even on our honeymoon I did not always find it easy to live 
up to the model I had put before myself. Augusta wanted to see 
everything just as if she had been on a voyage of instruction. It 
was not enough to have been to the Pitti Palace, one had to go 
through all those innumerable galleries, stopping at least a few 
minutes in front of each work of art. I refused to go beyond the 
first room, and saw nothing else; but it was sufficient fatigue 
inventing excuses for my laziness. I spent a whole morning in 
front of the portraits of the founders of the Medici family, and 
made the discovery that they were like Carnegie and Vanderbilt. 
How very strange ! Yet they belonged to my own race. Augusta 
did not share my surprise. She knew what Yankees were, but 
she did not yet quite know what I was. 

But even her strength broke down at last, and she was obliged 
to give up museums. I told her how once, when I was at the 
Louvre, I got in such a rage with all these works of art that I 
very nearly smashed the Venus de Milo in pieces. Augusta said: 

“ It is lucky one only has to visit museums on one’s honey¬ 
moon, and then never again ! ” 

And it is true that life lacks the monotony of museums. There 
come days which seem worthy of being framed, but they are so 
full of conflicting sounds, of line and colour and living, burning 
light that they never become tedious. 

Health impels people to action, and to take upon themselves a 
whole world of worries. Directly the museums are closed one must 
begin buying things. Though she had not lived in it, Augusta 
knew our house much better than I did; she knew that a certain 
room had no looking-glass; that another had no carpet, and that 
a statue would look so well in a third. She bought a complete 
drawing-room set, and from every town we visited we sent home 
at least one large packing-case. I could not help thinking it would 
have been much more convenient and less tiresome to buy every¬ 
thing in Trieste, for now we had to worry about having it sent 
off, insured, and passed through the Customs. 
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“ But don’t you know that all goods have to travel ? Aren’t 
you a merchant yourself? ” she inquired, laughing. 

There was some truth in what she said. 

“ Goods have to travel in order to be sold and to make a profit,” 
I retorted. ** Failing that one lets them stay where they are, and 
does the same oneself! ” 

But her enterprise was one of the things I liked best about her. 
It was deliciously ingenuous; for one could know nothing about 
the history of the world if one imagined one had made a good 
bargain simply by acquiring something; it is when you come to 
sell it that you prove the value of what you have acquired. 

I thought I was on the road to perfect health. My pain was 
much better, and my general condition was one of continued 
cheerfulness. It was a duty I owed to Augusta, and which I had 
vowed to fulfil in those memorable days, and it remained the 
only oath I never broke except for a few brief moments when life 
laughed louder than I did. Our relationship was a happy one from 
the first. I was always smiling at what I thought was her ignor¬ 
ance, and she, who thought me so clever, at my mistakes, which 
she flattered herself she could have avoided. I remained outwardly 
cheerful even when my malady returned in full force. I continued 
to smile as if the pain I suffered only tickled me. 

In the course of our long journey through Italy I suffered a 
good deal, in spite of my newly found health. We had started 
off without letters of introduction, and many of the strangers we 
found ourselves among seemed to me hostile. It was an absurd fear, 
but I could not get over it. I might have been attacked, insulted or, 
what was worse, maligned, and who would have defended me? 

This fear became a positive panic, though fortunately no one, 
not even Augusta, found out about it. I was in the habit of buy¬ 
ing almost every paper that was offered me in the street. One 
day when I was standing in front of a newsvendor's bench, it 
occurred to me that he might easily take a dislike to me and 
have me arrested as a thief, because although I had only bought 
one paper from him I had a number under my arm still unopened, 
which I had bought from other newspaper boys. I hurried away, 
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followed by Augusta, to whom I gave no reason for my sudden 
haste. I made friends with a coachman and a guide, feeling that 
in their company I was at least sure not to be accused of childish 

thefts. 

The coachman and I had certain obvious points in common. 
He was very fond of the Castelli wines, and said that his feet 
would often swell up suddenly. He went into hospital, and when 
he came out cured they strongly advised him to give up drinking 
wine. So he made what he called an iron resolution, because to 
guarantee its solidity he tied a knot in his metal watch-chain. But 
when I knew him his chain was hanging down on his stomach 
without any knot in it. I invited him to come and stay with me 
at Trieste. I described the taste of our native wine, which is so 
different from his, to make him feel his cure was bound to be 
successful. He would not hear of it, and refused with an expres¬ 
sion of prophetic home-sickness on his face. 

I made friends with the guide because I thought he seemed 
superior to most of his class. It is not difficult to know more 
history than I do, but even Augusta, with her accuracy and her 
Baedeker, verified many of his statements. He was young too, 
so took us at a good pace down the streets lined with statues. 

When I lost these two friends I left Rome. The coachman, who 
had had a great deal of money from me, evidently wanted to show 
me that wine went to his head sometimes, and threw us against a 
very solid old piece of Roman masonry. The guide one day took 
it into his head to maintain that the old Romans understood all 
about electricity and made great use of it. He declaimed some 
Latin verses in proof of his statement. 

At that time I was attacked by a slight illness from which I 
was never to recover. It was a mere trifle; the fear of growing old, 
and above all the fear of death. I think it arose out of a kind of 
jealousy. I was only afraid of growing old because it brought me 
nearer to death. While I was alive I was sure Augusta would 
never betray me, but I picture to myself that directly I was dead 
and buried, no sooner would she have provided for my tomb to 
be kept in good order and the necessary masses said, than she 
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would look about for my successor, whom she would then 
enthrone in the same sane and regular world as that in which 
I now reigned supreme. Her splendid health would not perish just 
because I was dead. I had such tremendous faith in her health 
that it did not seem to me possible it should perish unless it were 
shattered into fragments by an express train. 

I remember one evening at Venice we were going in a gondola 
along one of those canals whose profound silence is interrupted 
every now and then by the light and noise of a thoroughfare 
suddenly crossing above it. Augusta was on the look-out, as usual, 
and taking accurate note of everything: a fresh, green garden 
rising above a dirty mudbank which the retreating tide had laid 
bare; a campanile reflected in the turbid water; a long dark lane 
with lights and people at the end of it. All I could do in the dark¬ 
ness was to be uncomfortably conscious of myself. I reminded her 
how time was passing and that she would soon be taking the 
same honeymoon journey with someone else! I was so certain of 
it that I felt as if I were telling her a story that had already hap¬ 
pened. And it seemed out of place that she should begin crying, in 
order to prove to me that the story was untrue. Perhaps she had 
misunderstood me, and thought I was accusing her of intending 
to murder me. Far from it! To make my meaning clearer I 
described the way I should probably die; my legs, in which the 
circulation was already poor, would become gangrened, and the 
gangrene would spread and spread till it reached a vital organ, 
indispensable to keeping my eyes open. I should have to shut 
them, and . . . adieu patriarch ! Another one would have to be 
produced. 

She continued to sob and, amid the tremendous melancholy of 
that canal, her sobbing seemed to me to be very significant. Had 
she suddenly become aware of her own fearful strength and did 
it fill her with despair? In that case all humanity ought to have 
joined in her lamentation. But I discovered later that she had no 
conception of what health really is. Health cannot analyse itself 
even if it looks at itself in the glass. It is only we invalids who 
can know anything about ourselves. 
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It was on that occasion that she told me how she had loved me 
even before we met. She had loved me from the first moment that 
her father had mentioned my name and spoken of me in the 
following terms: “ Zeno Cosini, a naive youth who pricks up his 
ears when he hears of anything doing in business, and at once 
puts it down in a notebook that he promptly loses.” If I didn’t 
notice her confusion at our first meeting it must have been because 

I was feeling rather confused myself. 

I remembered how when I first saw Augusta I had been quite 
put off by her plainness, seeing that I had fully expected to find 
there four lovely girls whose names began with A. I now discovered 
that she had loved me for a long time. But what did that prove? 

I could not alter my opinion. I was sure that if I died she would 
choose someone else. When she had become calmer she leaned 
closer to me and suddenly asked me, laughing: 

“ Where should I turn for my second husband? Don’t you see 
how ugly I am?" 

Yes, I should probably be allowed a certain time in which to 
putrefy peacefully. 

But the fear of growing old never left me, and always on 
account of my fear of handing over my wife to someone else. That 
fear was not diminished even when I was unfaithful to her, and 
was not increased by the thought of losing my mistress for the 
same reason. That was quite a different matter, totally unrelated 
to the first. When the fear of death assailed me I turned to Augusta 
for comfort, as children hold out the hand they have hurt to their 
mother to be kissed. She always found some fresh words of com¬ 
fort. On our honeymoon she promised me thirty more years of 
youth; nor does she promise less today. I knew only too well that 
those weeks of happiness during our honeymoon had brought me 
sensibly nearer to the terrifying spectre of death. Augusta might 
say what she would, my account was soon settled: every week 
I drew nearer to that one week. 

When I saw that I was falling a prey too often to the same 
distress of mind, I thought I must not wear her out by continually 
repeating the same things to her, so to let her know that I wanted 
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comforting I would only murmur: “ Poor Cosini! ” She knew 
then exactly what was troubling me and hastened to envelop 
me in the warmth of her affection. So I always succeeded in being 
comforted by her even when the cause of my distress was quite 
different. One day, when I was feeling quite ill at the thought of 
having been unfaithful to her, I murmured by mistake: “ Poor 
Cosini! ” I was glad that I had, for it was infinitely sweet to be 
comforted by her even in a case like that. 

On our return from the honeymoon I had the pleasant surprise 
of living in a warmer, more comfortable house than I had ever 
known before. Augusta introduced all the conveniences which 
they had in her own house, but a great many others as well, 
which she herself invented. The bathroom, which within living 
memory had always been at the end of a long passage, about half 
a mile from one’s bedroom, was now next door and contained a 
great supply of taps. Then she had turned a tiny room next to the 
dining-room into a coffee-room. The floor was covered with rugs, 
with several great leather armchairs, and here we spent half an 
hour every day after our meals. Contrary to my wishes it had 
every convenience for smoking. Even my little study, though I 
tried to keep it as it was, underwent several changes. I was afraid 
I should hate it if any changes were made in it, but I found, on 
the contrary, that only now had it become habitable. Augusta 
had arranged the light so that I could read sitting at the table, 
lounging in the armchair, or lying on the sofa. There was a music- 
stand too for my violin, with a little lamp of its own which shone 
on the music without hurting one’s eyes. There too, against my will, 

I was surrounded by every convenience for smoking comfortably. 

All these improvements necessitated a good deal of building 
and a certain amount of disorder which was disturbing to our 
peace. For Augusta, who was working for eternity, the brief 
inconvenience no doubt did not matter, but it was a very different 
thing for me. I strongly opposed the idea of putting up a private 
laundry in the garden, which would actually have involved 
building a little house. Augusta assured me that a home laundry 
was essential to the children's health. But as there were no child- 
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ren yet, I didn’t see why I must be inconvenienced by them before 
they arrived. In any case she brought into the old house a feeling 
of the open air; her love was like the swallow’s, whose first 

thought is for its nest. 

But I played the lover too, and used to bring her home flowers 
and jewellery. My life had been entirely changed by marriage. 
After a few feeble efforts I gave up trying to dispose of my time 
as I pleased, and kept to the most rigid time-table. In this respect 
my education made great strides. One day, soon after our return 
from the honeymoon, I innocently let myself be persuaded not to 
go home to lunch, and after eating something at a bar stayed out 
till the evening. When I got home I found Augusta had had no 
lunch herself, and was quite faint from hunger. She did not 
reproach me, but I could not make her see that she had done 
wrong herself. She declared, quietly but firmly, that if I didn't 
let her know I wasn’t coming back she would always wait lunch 
for me, even till dinner. That was no joke! Another time a 
friend persuaded me to stay out till two in the morning. I found 
Augusta sitting up for me, with her teeth chattering because the 
stove had gone out. She caught a slight chill in consequence, 

which stamped that lesson on my mind. 

One day I decided to make her a splendid present: I decided 
to work ! She wanted me to, and I also thought that work would 
be good for my health. It is natural that someone who has no 
time to be ill actually is less ill. So I went to business, and if I did 
not persevere it was really not my fault. I went with the best 
intentions and in the most humble frame of mind. I never 
suggested taking over the management of the business; all I 
wanted was to be allowed to keep the register. That huge book, 
with its rows of neat entries like street after street of houses, filled 
me with respect, so that my hand trembled as I wrote in it. 

Olivi’s son, a well-dressed youth who wore glasses and was 
learned in all the commercial sciences, took over my education, 
and I have nothing to complain of as to his thoroughness. He 
bored me a good deal with his science of economics and theory 
of supply and demand, which seemed to me much more obvious 
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than he would admit. But he showed a certain respect for his 
employer, which I welcomed all the more as it was clear he could 
not have learnt it from his father. Respect for property was, no 
doubt, part of his science of economics. He never upbraided me 
for the frequent mistakes I made in the entries; but he was 
inclined to attribute them to ignorance, and gave me explanations, 
which were superfluous. 

Unfortunately, seeing business done gave me the desire to do 
some on my own account. Instead of the register it was always 
my own purse that I saw before me, and when I entered some¬ 
thing to a client on the debit side I felt as if I were wielding the 
croupier’s shovel and collecting the money scattered over the table. 

Young Olivi showed me the letters as they came in, and I read 
them very carefully with the idea that I should probably under¬ 
stand them better than anyone else. One day a quite ordinary 
offer aroused my passionate interest. Even before reading it I was 
conscious of a sensation very like the secret presentiment that 
sometimes comes to me at the gaming-table. That presentiment 
is difficult to describe. It consists in a certain expansion of the 
lungs, which makes one breathe the air with rapture, however 
smoky it may be. But there is something else; you know in a flash 
that everything will go well with you directly you double your 
pool. It takes some practice to appreciate this at once; one needs 
to have left the gaming-table with empty pockets, and the horrible 
sense of having missed one’s opportunity; then one never lets it 
slip again. And if you have once missed it there is no more hope 
for that day; for the cards avenge themselves on you. But it is 
much more excusable to miss it sitting at the gaming-table than 
sitting peacefully in front of the register. Something at once cried 
out in me: “Buy that dried fruit immediately! ” 

I discussed it modestly with Olivi, though of course I did not 
mention its being an inspiration. Olivi replied that he only took 
on that sort of thing at somebody else’s risk, in the hope of a small 
profit. He thus completely excluded the possibility of inspiration 
from my affairs, and reserved it entirely for a third party. 

During the night my conviction only grew stronger: there 
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could be no doubt about my having a presentiment. My breathing 
became so violent that it actually prevented my getting off to 
sleep. Augusta saw I was worried about something and insisted 
on knowing the reason. She at once shared my inspiration, and 
even went so far as to murmur sleepily: 

“Aren’t you the master? ” 

Next morning, before I went out, she said to me thoughtfully: 
“It is no good upsetting Olivi. Would you like me to speak to 
father about it? ” 

I said no, for I knew that Giovanni did not set much store by 
inspirations either. 

I arrived at the office fully determined to fight for my idea, if 
only to avenge myself for having slept so badly. The duel lasted 
till midday, after which the offer no longer held good. Olivi 
obstinately refused to consider it and silenced me with the usual 
remark: 

“ Perhaps you wish to curtail the authority with which your 
dear father entrusted me.” 

I was furious, and went on turning over the leaves of my 
register, fully resolved never to interfere again in business. But 
the taste of the sultana remained in my mouth and I inquired 
daily at the Tergesteo what the price of it was. I thought of 
nothing else. It rose very, very slowly, as if it were gathering 
itself together for a spring. Then in a single day it went up with 
an enormous leap. The vintage had been very poor and they had 
just realized the fact. What a strange thing inspiration is! I had 
not foreseen the poor vintage, only the increase in price. The 
cards were avenging themselves. Meanwhile I had lost all interest 
in my register and all respect for my teachers, especially as Olivi 
did not seem to be quite so confident now that he had acted 
wisely. It was my turn to laugh, and chaffing Olivi became my 
principal occupation. 

The same offer was made to us again, this time at almost double 
the price. To put me in a good humour Olivi asked my advice, 
whereupon I triumphantly replied that I would never dream of 
eating raisins at that price. Olivi was offended and muttered: 


WIFE AND MISTRESS 


187 

“ I am only abiding by the system I have followed all my life.” 
And he went off to try and find a buyer. He found one for a 
much smaller quantity, and, still with the best intentions, came 
back and said to me hesitantly: 

“Shall I provide the stock for this small amount, do you 
think? ” I was still in a bad temper, and replied shortly: 

“ I should have done that before selling it, if I had been you.” 

Olivi ended by losing all confidence in his own judgment, and 
left the sale uncovered. The raisins went on rising, and we lost 
as much as it was possible to lose on such a small sale. 

Olivi got angry with me and declared that he had gambled 
only to please me. The old humbug forgot that I had told him to 
back the red, and that he had backed the black instead. Our 
quarrel was irreconcilable. Olivi appealed to my father-in-law 
saying that between us he and I would ruin the business, and 
that if my family preferred, he and his sons would retire and give 
me a free hand. My father-in-law at once declared in favour of 
Olivi. He said to me: 

“This business of the dried fruit is very instructive. You two 
men will never be able to work together. Now which of you is 
going to retire? The one who might have done one good stroke 
of business if he had been left to himself, or the one who has been 
running the whole business alone for fifty years? ” 

He even persuaded Augusta to make me promise not to busy 
myself with my own affairs in future. 

“Your kindness of heart and simplicity seem to disqualify you 
for business,” she said. “ Stay at home with me.” 

I retired to my tent, or rather I should say my study, in high 
dudgeon. I amused myself with reading and playing for a while, 
but then I felt the need of a more serious occupation and very 
nearly took up chemistry and law again. Finally, I don't quite 
know why, I devoted myself to the study of religion. I felt as if I 
were resuming the study I had begun just at the time of my 
father's death. Perhaps this time I was impelled by a strong 
desire to get into touch with Augusta and become perfectly 
healthy like her. Going to mass with her was not enough; I must 
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get there in other ways, such as reading Renan and Strauss, the 
first with great enjoyment, the second as a punishment. I only 
mention it here to show how great was my desire to come nearer 
to Augusta. She hud no idea of it when she saw me with a critical 
edition of the Gospels in my hand. She preferred indifference to 
scientific interest, and was therefore incapable of appreciating the 
greatest mark of affection I had yet shown her. She used to 
interrupt her toilette or her household duties in order to look 
into my room and greet me; but when she saw me bending over 
those texts she would make a face and say: 

“Are you still doing that stuff? ” 

Augusta’s religion did not take time to acquire or put into 
practice. You bowed your knee and returned to ordinary life 
again immediately ! That was all. Religion for me was a very 
different thing. If I had only believed, nothing else in the world 

would have mattered to me. 

I must confess that boredom sometimes visited my perfectly 
appointed study—or was it worry, that although I really felt the 
strength to work I kept on waiting for life to set me some task? 
Whilst waiting, I often went out and spent several hours at the 
Tergesteo or in some cafe. I lived in a perpetual state of sham 

activity which bored me extremely. 

The visit of a college friend, who had been obliged to return 
in hot haste from a little village in Styria to be treated for a 
serious complaint, decided my fate, though it did not at first seem 
very significant. He came to call on me after spending a month in 
bed in Trieste, during which time his acute nephritis had become 
chronic and probably incurable. But he believed himself to be 
better and was looking forward to going almost at once, before 
the spring was over, to a milder climate where he hoped to be 
completely restored to health. Perhaps it was staying too long 
in our raw climate which finally proved fatal to him. 

The visit of that man, who was at once so dangerously ill and 
so cheerful and bright, seems to have brought me ill luck. But I 
may be wrong; perhaps it only marked a stage in my life through 
which it was necessary for me to pass. 
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My friend Enrico Copier was surprised to find that I had heard 
nothing about him or his illness, though Giovanni must surely 
know of it. But since Giovanni had become ill himself he had had 
no time for anyone else, and he had not said a word to me about 
it, though whenever we had a sunny day he would come to my 
house and sleep for several hours in the open air. 

I used to spend very lively afternoons with my two invalids. 
We talked about their various complaints, which is an invalid’s 
chief distraction and a rather pleasing subject to those who happen 
to be in good health. Their only difference was that Giovanni was 
obliged to be out in the open air, whereas the other was forbidden 
it. A little wind, however, soon removed this obstacle by obliging 
Giovanni to stay indoors with us in my warm, cosy little room. 

Copier told us that his illness did not cause him any pain 
though it made him very weak. It was only now he was better 
that he realized how ill he had been. When he talked about the 
medicines he had been ordered to take, my interest was at once 
aroused. Among other things his doctor had suggested something 
that was supposed to produce sleep without any of the poisonous 
effects of sleeping-draughts. Was not this the very thing I needed 
myself ? 

When my poor friend heard that I needed medicine too he 
flattered himself for an instant that I might be suffering from 
his complaint, and advised me to have myself thoroughly 
examined and analysed. 

Augusta laughed heartily and declared that I was only a 
malade imaginaire. Then something that looked like anger passed 
over Copier’s emaciated face. With a sudden virile impulse he 
shook off his physical disabilities and attacked me with great 
vehemence. 

“ Malade imaginaire? Well, I prefer to be a real one. In the first 
place a malade imaginaire is ridiculous and pitiable; and then 
nothing can cure him, whereas in the case of a real invalid like 
me there is always some drug that can be found to meet the case." 

He seemed to speak like a healthy man, and I must confess 
that his words caused me some pain. 
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My father-in-law supported him energetically, but his scorn 
could not wither the most imaginary of invalids; it was so 
evidently dictated by the envy of a sick man for a sound one. He 
said that if he were as well as I was he would soon be at his 
business again instead of worrying his neighbours with com¬ 
plaints about his health, especially now that he had succeeded in 
reducing his stomach. He did not know that this very reduction 

was regarded as an unfavourable symptom. 

Copier’s attack had the effect of making me really look ill and 
care-worn. Augusta felt she must come to my assistance. She 
began stroking my hand as it lay on the table, and said that I 
worried no one with my malady, and she wasn’t even sure that 
believed in it myself, for otherwise I shouldn’t have so much jote 
dc vivre. This reduced Copier to the state of inferiority to which 
his health condemned him. He was quite alone in the world, and 
if he could compete with me as regards disease he could not pro¬ 
duce any example of affection such as Augusta felt for me. He 
felt the need of a sick-nurse acutely, and was forced to confess 
to me later on how much he envied me on that account. 

The discussion was resumed, though more calmly, during the 
next few days, while Giovanni was asleep in the garden. And 
Copier, after thinking it over, had come to the conclusion that 
the maladc imaginaire was a real invalid, and perhaps more funda¬ 
mentally and acutely so than the others; for his nerves were in 
such a bad state that they registered disease when there was none, 
whereas their normal function was to give the alarm by a message 
of pain, so that one might at once hasten to defend the part that 

was in danger. 

“ Yes ! ” I said. “ For example, with one’s teeth, where you 
only feel pain when the nerve is uncovered, and you have to 
destroy it in order to cure it.” 

We finally agreed that one sort of invalid was as good as the 
other. In the case of Copier’s nephritis, just what he had lacked 
and in fact still did, was that warning from the nerves, whereas 
mine, it seemed, were so sensitive that they already gave warning 
of a disease from which possibly I was going to die only twenty 


WIFE AND MISTRESS 


191 

years later. They might in fact be called perfect nerves, their only 
disadvantage being that there were very few days when they 
left me in peace. Having succeeded in classing me among the 
invalids, Copier felt perfectly satisfied. 

I don’t know why the poor man had such a mania for talking 
about women; when my wife was not there we talked of nothing 
else. He maintained that in a real illness, at least those that he 
knew anything about, sexual desire becomes weaker, which was 
the body’s way of defending itself; whereas in an imaginary 
malady due only (according to our diagnosis) to overactivity of 
the nerves, sex was pathologically strong. My experience seemed 
to corroborate his theory and we pitied each other. I don’t know 
why I didn’t want to tell him that for a long time now I had not 
been conscious of any abnormality of the sort. I might at least 
have confessed that I believed myself to be convalescent, if not 
quite well, so as not to wound his feelings, and because it is diffi¬ 
cult ever to say you are well, seeing how complicated an organism 
our body is. 

“Do you really desire all the pretty women you see? " asked 
Copier again. 

“ Not quite all! " I murmured, anxious to show him that I was 
not so ill as all that. I certainly no longer desired Ada, whom I 
saw every evening. As far as I was concerned she was forbidden 
fruit. The rustling of her skirts left me cold, and even if I had 
been allowed to lift them myself I should have felt the same. It 
was lucky I had not married her. I took this indifference for a 
genuine manifestation of health. Perhaps my desire had exhausted 
itself by its very violence. But I felt the same indifference toward 
Alberta, charming as she looked in her neat school dress. Was the 
fact that I possessed Augusta enough to quench my desire for 
the whole Malfenti family? That really would have been highly 
moral! 

Perhaps I refrained from talking about my virtue because I was 
always betraying Augusta in imagination; even while I was talk¬ 
ing to Copier I thought, with a quiver of desire, of all the women 
I was giving up for her. I thought of all the women who were 
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walking along the streets, and whose secondary sexual organs, 
just because they were hidden, became so important, whereas 
they disappeared altogether in the woman you possessed, as if the 
very fact of possession had atrophied them. My desire for 
adventure was still strong; the kind of adventure which begins by 
admiring a shoe or a glove or a skirt; anything that hides and 
alters a woman’s shape. But this desire of mine was not really a 
guilty one. Copier did wrong in forcing me to analyse it, for to 
explain to somebody how he is made is only another way o 
authorizing him to do as he likes. Copier, however, went further, 
though of course it was impossible for him to foresee where his 

words or his actions would lead me. 

Copier’s words are so firmly fixed in my memory that when 
I go back over them they call up again all the feelings, things, and 
people that were associated with them. I had accompanied my 
friend down the garden, for he was obliged to be indoors before 
sunset. From my villa, which is on a hill, we had a view over the 
sea, a view that is spoilt now by subsequent building. We stood 
for a long time watching the sea, stirred by a faint breeze which 
broke the calm light of the sky into a myriad shades of rose. The 
soft green of the Istrian peninsula was reposeful to look on, as it 
spread in a vast bow into the sea, shadowy but solid. The moles 
and breakwaters, stretching in stiff, repeated lines, looked small 
and significant, and the water in the little bays between lay 
dark and still because no breeze stirred it, or perhaps because it 
was muddy. In all that vast panorama peace seemed to have no 
place beside the endless movement of the rosy waters, and dazzled 
with the light, we soon turned from the sea to where night was 
already falling on a little terrace in front of the house. 

In a great armchair outside the porch, with a cap on his head 
and the collar of his fur coat turned up, my father-in-law lay 
sleeping, with a rug wrapped round his legs. We stood and 
watched him. His mouth was open, his lower jaw hung lifelessly 
down, his breathing was noisy and hurried. His head was con¬ 
tinually dropping on his chest, and each time he would raise it 
again without waking up. When he did so there was a slight 
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flutter of his eyelids as if he wanted to open his eyes in order 
to recover his balance, and the rhythm of his breathing changed 
each time his sleep was interrupted. 

It was the first time I had fully realized the serious nature of 
my father-in-law’s illness, and I was profoundly moved. 

Copier said to me in a low voice: 

“He ought to be treated. He is probably suffering from 
nephritis too. He is not really asleep; I know that state quite 
well. Poor devil! ” 

He ended by recommending me his own doctor. Giovanni heard 
us and opened his eyes. He looked less ill at once and began 
teasing Copier: 

“Are you wise to be standing about in the open air like that? 
I don’t think it can be good for you.” 

He thought he had had a good sleep, and was quite unconscious 
that he had been short of breath with that great ocean of air in 
front of him. But his voice was hoarse and he had to stop talking 
and gasp for breath; his face was ashen and when he got out of his 
armchair he was cold as ice. He was obliged to go indoors. I can 
see him now walking across the terrace with his rug under his 
arm, panting as he waved us a laughing salute. 

“There is a real invalid for you ! ” said Copier, who could not 
escape from his idee fixe. “ He is dying and he doesn’t even know 
he is ill.” 

I too thought that the genuine invalid did not seem to suffer 
much. My father-in-law and Copier have been lying these many 
years past in the cemetery of S. Anna, but one day not long ago, 
as I was walking past their graves, I could not help thinking that 
the fact that they had lain so long under their tombstones did not 
invalidate the thesis propounded long ago by one of them. 

Before leaving his former abode Copier had wound up his 
affairs, so that like me he had nothing to do. But he could not 
keep quiet, and directly he was out of bed in the morning he 
began busying himself about other people s affairs, partly because 
he had none of his own to busy himself with, and partly because 
other people’s seemed to him much more interesting. He would 

G 
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laugh at himself for this, but I was soon to discover what an 
agreeable flavour other people's affairs may have. He was a 
philanthropist, and as he had decided to live on the interest of his 
capital he could not afford the luxury of being charitable entirely 
at his own expense. So he would organize subscription-lists and 
take toll of his friends and acquaintances. He entered it all in a 
perfectly business-like way, and I regarded that book as his viati¬ 
cum, and could not help thinking that if I had been in his place, 
with no family of my own and obviously destined not to live 
long, I should have swelled the funds with some of my capital. 
But he was the man of health imaginairc and would never touch 
anything but the interest, refusing to admit that he had only a 

short future before him. 

One day he asked me for a few hundred kronen, to buy a 
piano for a poor girl who was already in receipt of a small monthly 
pension subscribed by me and a few other people at Copiers 
request. 1 could not refuse, but rather ungraciously remarked that 
it would have been lucky for me if I had stayed at home that 
day. I am subject to attacks of avarice from time to time. 

Copier took the money with a few words of thanks, but soon 
afterwards my comment took effect, and a very important one. 
He came to tell me that the piano had arrived, and that Carla 
Gerco and her mother begged I would go and see them, so t at 
they might thank me. Copier was afraid of losing a client, and 
hoped to bind me to him by letting me taste the sweets of grati¬ 
tude for favours received. I tried to relieve his anxiety by assuring 
him that I was convinced he dispensed his charity admirably, but 
he insisted so much that at last I consented to go. 

“Is she pretty? ” I asked, laughing. 

“ Very pretty indeed," he replied, “ but she is too hard a nu 

for us to crack." , 

It was curious that he must class my good teeth with his bad 

ones like that. He dilated on the honesty of the unfortunate 
family we were going to visit, telling me that the father had died 
several years ago, and that though they were miserably poor they 
had always earned their living respectably. 
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It was an unpleasant sort of day. An icy wind was blowing 
and I envied Copier his fur coat. I had to hold my hat on, other¬ 
wise it would have blown away. But I was in a good humour, 
because I was going to receive the gratitude my beneficence had 
earned me. We went on foot through the Corsia Stadion and the 
Giardino Pubblico. I had never been in this part of the city before. 
We entered one of those houses that our forefathers used to build 
as a speculation forty years ago, at a little distance from the 
town, which promptly surrounded them; it was modest, but better 
in appearance than those that are put up today for the same 
purpose. The staircase occupied a very small space and was there¬ 
fore very steep. 

We stopped on the first floor, which I reached a good while 
before my companion, who climbed very slowly. I was surprised 
that two of the doors opening on the landing had Carla Gerco’s 
visiting-card nailed on them, while the third bore a visiting-card 
with another name on it. Copier explained that the Gercos had 
the kitchen and bedroom on the right side, and only one room on 
the left, which was Carla’s studio. They had sub-let the middle 
part of their flat, so that the rent cost them very little; but there 
was the inconvenience of always having to cross the landing to 
get from one part to the other. We knocked at the door on the 
left—the studio—where mother and daughter, who expected us, 
were waiting to receive us. Copier introduced us. The mother, a 
timid little woman with snow-white hair, who had on a rather 
threadbare black dress, made a little speech, which she had 
evidently prepared beforehand; they felt honoured by my visit 
and thanked me for my generous gift. After that she did not open 
her mouth again. 

Copier stood by like a schoolmaster at an official examination, 
listening to the recital of the lesson he had taken such pains to 
teach. He corrected the poor woman, saying that I had not only 
given the money for the piano, but that I contributed to the 
monthly allowance that he paid out to them. He was a lover of 
accuracy. 

Signorina Carla got up from the chair she was sitting on beside 
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the piano, gave me her hand, and said simply: Thank you ! 

Anyway that was shorter. I was feeling rather overcome by my 
philanthropic role. I was behaving quite like a real invalid in 
busying myself in other people’s affairs. What would that charm¬ 
ing girl see in me? A person to be respected, no doubt, but hardly 
a man ! She really was very charming. I think she wanted to look 
younger than she was, for her skirt was shorter than usual at 
that time, unless she was using up indoors one that she had worn 
before she had finished growing. Her head was that of a young 
woman and, judging by the care with which her hair was done, a 
young woman anxious to please. Her thick brown locks were 
arranged so as to cover her ears and part of her neck. I was so 
overwhelmed by my own dignity and so afraid of Copier s inquisi 
torial gaze that I could not look at her properly. But now I know 
everything about her. Her speaking voice was musical, and with 
an affectation that had become second nature to her she was wont 
to pause on the syllables as if she wanted to caress the sounds she 
made. On account of this, and of her very broad pronunciation 
of certain vowels—unusually broad even in Trieste—there was 
something rather foreign in her way of talking. I discovered after¬ 
wards that some singing-masters, when they are teaching voice- 
production, alter the value of the vowels. It was certainly the 
direct opposite of Ada’s pronunciation. Every sound she uttered 

seemed a caress. 

Carla kept smiling during the whole of our visit, perhaps under 
the impression that she had stamped a look of gratitude on her 
face. It was rather a forced smile, perfect as an expression o 
gratitude. When, several hours later, I began dreaming about 
Carla, it seemed to me that joy and sorrow conflicted in her face. 
But when I knew her better I found nothing of all this, and was 
forced to recognize once again that feminine beauty can simulate 
feelings that are wholly foreign to it, just as the canvas on which 
is painted a battle scene has nothing heroic about it. 

Copier seemed as pleased about his introduction as if the two 
women had been the work of his own hands. He described them 
to me: they were always cheerful and industrious and contented 
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with their lot. He made a little speech that might have come out 
of a lesson-book, and my mechanical nods of agreement seemed 
to prove that I had learnt my lessons and therefore knew all about 
poor, virtuous women who are left without any money. 

Then he asked Carla to sing something. She refused at first, 
saying she had a cold. She wanted to put it off until another day. 
I thought she was probably afraid of our criticism and sympa¬ 
thized with her, but as I wanted to prolong the visit I joined 
Copier in begging her to sing. I added that I did not know if I 
should be able to come again as I was very busy. Copier, who 
knew that I had nothing on earth to do, gravely confirmed my 
statement. It was clear to me at once that he would rather I did 
not see Carla again. 

She still tried to get out of it, but Copier insisted in such a way 
as positively to command her, and she obeyed. How easy it was 
to force her! 

She sang “ La mia b andiera ”. I sat on my soft sofa listening to 
her, and wishing with all my heart to be able to admire her. How 
wonderful it would be to discover she was a genius ! But I was 
unpleasantly surprised to find that when she sang her voice lost 
all its musical quality. The effort of singing changed it completely. 
Carla could not play either, and her wooden accompaniment made 
the poor music seem still more feeble. I reflected that I was listen¬ 
ing to a student and must consider whether she had enough voice. 
More than enough ! In that small room I was almost deafened by 
it. So as to be able to encourage her to go on, I decided that it was 
only because she had been badly taught. 

When she stopped I joined in the wordy applause that Copier 

was pouring out. He said: 

44 Imagine the effect of a voice like that if it was accompanied 
by a good orchestra/’ 

There was certainly truth in that. Her voice needed a powerful 
orchestra. I was able to say sincerely that I hoped to have the 
privilege of hearing her sing again in a few months’ time, and 
that then I should be able to say more about the value of her 
method. I added, less sincerely, that a voice of that quality deserved 
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to be trained by a first-class teacher. Then in order to eliminate 
anything that might have seemed unappreciative in my first 
remarks, I began philosophizing on the necessity of finding a 
superlatively good method for a superlatively good voice. That 
superlative covered a multitude of sins. But when I was alone I 
wondered why I had found it so necessary to be sincere with 
Carla. Was I in love with her then, already? But I hadn't even 
looked at her properly! 

On the rather smelly staircase Capler said again: “ Her voice 
is too big. It is only good for opera." He could not know that I 
had already divined something quite different: her voice was 
suited to a small space where one could enjoy to the full its naive 
quality, and dream of putting into it life and suffering of 
making it into a work of art. 

When we parted Copier said he would let me know when 
Carla’s singing-master was giving a public concert. He was as yet 
very little known in the town, but was certain to become very 
famous. Copier was quite positive about this though the master 
was already fairly old. Apparently fame was to come to him now 
because Copier had got to know him. Dying men s illusions! 

Copier’s and the singing-master’s ! 

Curiously enough I felt I must tell Augusta all about my visit. 
You might think I did it as a precaution, seeing that Copier knew 
about it and I did not feel inclined to swear him to silence. But I 
was only too glad to talk about it. It was a great relief to me. Up 
to now I had nothing to reproach myself with, except having 
hidden it from Augusta. So that now I was completely innocent. 

She asked me about the girl, and whether she was pretty or 
not. I found it difficult to answer: I said I thought the poor girl 
looked rather anaemic. Then I had a bright idea: 

"Supposing you were to interest yourself in her a little?' 

Augusta had so much to do in her new house and in looking 
after her family, who were continually calling on her now her 
father was ill, that she thought no more about it. But my idea 
was really a good one. 

Copier heard from Augusta that I had told her about our visit, 
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and that made him forget the qualities he had attributed to the 
malade imaginaire. He said to me before Augusta that he must 
soon pay another visit to Carla. He evidently trusted me 
completely. 

Having nothing to do I at once felt a desire to see Carla again. 
I did not dare go, however, lest Copier should hear of it. I might 
easily have found an excuse. I might have gone to offer her more 
money, without Copier knowing, but I should have had to be sure 
first that she would see it was to her advantage not to give me 
away. And supposing that real invalid should turn out to be her 
lover? I knew nothing at all about real invalids and it might 
very well be a habit of theirs to make other people support their 
mistresses for them. In that case a single visit to Carla would be 
enough to compromise me. I could not endanger the peace of my 
own little family; or rather, it was in no danger at all unless my 
desire for Carla should increase. 

It did in fact increase continually. I already knew her far better 
than when I had shaken hands with her and said good-bye. I 
particularly remembered the brown lock that hung down her 
snow-white neck and which I should have to push away with 
my nose before I could kiss the skin that was hidden by it. All 
that was needed to rouse my desire was to remind myself that on 
the first floor of a certain house in my little town a lovely girl 
was on show, and that it was only a short walk for me to go there 
and take her ! Under such circumstances it became exceedingly 
difficult to fight against temptation, because one had to keep 
renewing one’s fight every hour of every day, in fact so long as 
that girl was still living on her first floor. Carla’s long vowels 
called to me, and perhaps it was their sound which had persuaded 
me that once I had overcome my own resistance I had no other 
to fear. But of course it was possible I was mistaken and that 
Copier knew more about it. This possibility helped to weaken my 
resistance, seeing that poor Augusta might still be saved from an 
infidelity on my part by Carla herself, whose duty as a woman 
was to resist me. 

Why did my desire for Carla make me feel such remorse, when 
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it seemed to have come just in time to save me from the boredom 
which at that moment threatened me? It in no way damaged my 
relations with Augusta—rather the reverse. I not only spoke to 
her with my customary affection but lavished on her also expres¬ 
sions of tenderness which were springing up in my mind for that 
other woman. There had never before been such abundance of 
tenderness in my house, and Augusta seemed blissfully happy. 

I was always punctual in my observance of what I called the 
family time-table. I have such a tender conscience that I was 
always trying by my present behaviour to diminish the remorse 
I must feel in the future. 

That I really did make some effort to resist is proved by the 
fact that I did not reach Carla in one bound, but by slow degrees. 
I began by going alone several days running to the Giardino 
Pubblico, sincerely intending to revel in the green, which seems 
lovelier still by contrast with the grey streets and houses that 
surround it. Then, not being lucky enough, as I had hoped, to 
run into her by chance, I left the garden intending to take a 
turn beneath her windows. I did so with a degree of emotion that 
was like the exquisite delight of a youth who encounters love 
for the first time. It was so long now since I had been cut off, 
not from love but from the paths that lead to love. 

I had hardly got outside the Giardino Pubblico before I found 
myself face to face with my mother-in-law. A curious suspicion 
arose in my mind. What was she doing there so early in the 
morning, such a long way from our part of the town? Could it 
be that she was being unfaithful to her sick husband? I at once 
discovered that I had suspected her unjustly; she had been to the 
doctor, hoping to be comforted by him after a bad night by 
Giovanni’s bedside. The doctor had tried to reassure her, but she 
was so upset that she left me almost immediately, without even 
remembering to be surprised at finding me in a place that was 
usually only visited by old men, nurses, and children. 

But the sight of her was sufficient to revive all my feelings of 
attachment to my own family. I walked home with a firm step, 
keeping time to it with the words: “ Never again ! Never again ! ” 
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Meeting Augusta’s mother at that moment, weighed down by 
grief, had brought all my duties home to me with renewed force. 
I had had a good lesson and it sufficed for the whole of that day. 

Augusta was not in; she had gone to see her father and was 
spending the morning with him. She told me at lunch that they 
had been discussing whether they ought not to postpone Ada’s 
wedding, which was fixed for the following week. Giovanni, how¬ 
ever, was feeling better. He apparently had eaten too much the 
night before at supper, and his consequent indigestion had made 
his complaint seem worse. 

I told Augusta I had already had news of him from her mother, 
whom I had met by chance in the Giardino Pubblico. She did not 
express any surprise at my going there, but I felt the need of 
some explanation. I told her that I had for some time past taken 
a fancy to the Giardino Pubblico. I liked sitting on a seat and 
reading my paper there. I added: 

“That Olivi did me a bad turn when he gave me so much time 
to waste! ” 

Augusta, who felt rather guilty about it herself, became quite 
pensive, and looked penitently at me. But I was really feeling in 
the best of spirits. I had nothing whatever to reproach myself 
with, for I spent the whole afternoon in my study, and could 
really flatter myself that I was cured of any wayward desire. 

I was engaged in reading the Apocalypse. 

Although it was now officially understood that I was allowed 
to go to the Giardino Pubblico every morning, my strength to 
resist temptation had become so great that when I went out the 
next day I actually turned in the opposite direction. I had to go 
and buy some music, as I wanted to try a new violin method that 
had just been recommended to me. 

Before going out I heard that my father-in-law had passed a 
very good night and was going to drive to see us in the afternoon. 

I was as glad on Guido’s account as on my father-in-law’s, because 
now he would be able to get married. Everything was going well; 

I was out of danger and so was my father-in-law. 

But it was that very music which led me back to Carla. Among 

G* 
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the methods I was shown was one that had got in by mistake, but 
was really a singing method. I read the title carefully: “ Complete 
Treatise on the Art of Singing (Garcia School), by E. Garcia (son), 
with a Report on the Memorial Presented to the Paris Academy 

of Science." _ 

I let the shopman attend to other clients while I began reading 

the pamphlet. I confess to have read it with the same excitement 

that a depraved youth might feel in reading a pornographic book. 

Yes. That was the way to approach Carla. It was just the book she 

needed and it would have been a sin on my part not to introduce 

her to it. I bought it and went home. 

Garcia’s book was in two parts: theoretical and practical. 1 

went on reading it with the intention of becoming so familiar with 
it that I should be able to give good advice to Carla when I next 
went to see her with Copier. Meanwhile I should have gained 
time, and could continue to enjoy my sleep in peace, and look 
forward at the same time to the adventure that lay before me. 

But it was Augusta herself who precipitated matters. She inter¬ 
rupted my reading by coming to say good morning to me, bent 
over me, and touched my cheek with her lips. She asked me w at 
I was reading and, hearing that it was a new method, assumed it 
was for the violin and did not stop to look at it more closely. 
After she had gone I exaggerated the danger I had been in, and 
thought that prudence demanded I should no longer keep t e 
book in my study. I ought to convey it at once to the person it 
was destined for, and so I came to plunge straight into my 
adventure. I had found something better than an excuse for doing 

what I wanted to do. 

I no longer had any hesitation. Directly I reached the landing 
I turned to the door on the left. But outside the door I stopped a 
moment and listened to the strains of “ La mia bandiera ” echoing 
triumphantly down the stairs. I felt as if Carla had gone on sing¬ 
ing the same thing all the time I had been absent. I smiled to 
myself, feeling a great affection and longing for her childishesss. 
Then I opened the door cautiously without knocking, and went 
into the room on tiptoe. I could not wait; I wanted to see her at 
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once. In that small room her voice really sounded very unpleasant. 
She was singing with great enthusiasm, and with much more 
expression than on my first visit. She was leaning well back in 
her chair, so as to be able to empty her lungs more completely. I 
could only see her head, with the great plaits wound round it, 
and I withdrew terrified at the thought of having been so bold. 
Meanwhile she had reached the last note of her song, which she 
seemed as if she could not bear to let go, and I was able to return 
to the landing and close the door behind me, without her discover¬ 
ing that I was there. That last note had wavered up and down 
till at last it was absolutely in tune. This showed that Carla was 
capable of hitting the right note, and it now remained with 
Garcia to teach her to do so more quickly. 

When I felt calmer I knocked again. She at once ran to open 
the door, and I shall never forget how sweet she looked against 
the door-post, with her great dark eyes fixed on me, unable at first 
to recognize me in the darkness. 

But I had calmed down so much that all my old doubts took 
possession of me. I was about to be faithless to Augusta, but I 
thought that, as on the previous days I had managed to be satis¬ 
fied with going no farther than the Giardino Pubblico, it ought 
to be easier still for me to stop at the threshold, give her the com¬ 
promising book and go away completely satisfied. For a brief 
moment I was full of good resolutions. I even called to mind some 
curious advice that had been offered me in order to help me give 
up smoking, and which might come in useful on this occasion : 
sometimes it was quite enough if one lit a match and threw away 
both match and cigarette. 

It would have been very easy for me to do this, for Carla her¬ 
self, when she recognized me, blushed and seemed on the point of 
running away. She was ashamed, as I discovered later, of being 
seen in the poor shabby little dress she wore in the house. 

When I saw she had recognized me I began making excuses: 

“ I have brought you this book, because I thought it would 
interest you. If you prefer, I will leave it here and go away at 
once." 
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My words sounded brusque, or so it seemed to me, but their 
meaning was the reverse, for I had really left it to her to decide 
whether I should go away on the spot or stay behind and betray 
Augusta. 

Her decision was quickly taken; she took hold of my hand to 
prevent my going, and pulled me into the room. Everything 
seemed to swim before me. I remember my excitement was due 
less to the exquisite contact of her hand than to that touch of 
familiarity which seemed at once to decide my fate and Augusta s. 

I really believe that I went in rather reluctantly, and when I go 
over the story of my first infidelity I have distinctly the sense of 
having been seduced. 

Carla’s face was really beautiful when she blushed like that. I 
was deliciously surprised to discover that even though she had 
not expected me she had hoped all the same that I would come. 
She said in the kindest voice: 

“ So you really felt you wanted to see again the poor girl who 
owes so much to you? ” 

If I had wanted to I could have taken her in my arms on the 
spot, but the idea never entered my head. So little did I think of 
such a thing that I did not even reply, because her words seemed 
to me rather compromising: I at once began talking about Garcia, 
and saying how useful she would find the book. I championed 
the book with such enthusiasm that I was led into saying more 
than I meant to. Garcia, I told her, would teach her how to pro¬ 
duce notes that were as solid as metal and as light as air. She 
would learn from him that a tone ought only to represent a 
straight line or a flat surface, but the surface must be really flat. 

My enthusiasm dried up at once when she interrupted in a 
tone of great disappointment: 

“Then you don’t like my singing? ” 

I was amazed at her question. I had criticized her severely, but 
was quite unaware that I had done so, and I denied it in perfect 
good faith. So effectually too, that though I was only talking all 
the time about singing, I felt as if I had got back again to the 
desire which had so irresistibly drawn me to that house. And I 



WIFE AND MISTRESS 205 

spoke so affectionately that I could not help betraying part of the 
truth: 

“How can you believe such a thing? Do you think I should 
have come in that case? I stood out on the landing for quite a 
long time, because I enjoyed your singing so much. Your voice is 
exquisite and completely unspoilt. It is just because I think it so 
perfect that I have brought you something which will help it to 
become even more so." 

How powerful Augusta’s influence must have been for me to 
go on protesting so vehemently that it was not desire that had 
driven me there! 

Carla listened to my flattering words, which it would have 
been beyond her power to analyse. She had not had much educa¬ 
tion, but I discovered to my great surprise that she had a good 
deal of common sense. She told me that she often wondered 
whether she had enough talent and enough voice to go on; she 
said she felt she was not making much progress. Often when she 
had been practising for a certain number of hours she allowed 
herself to sing “ La mia bandiera ” for a treat, hoping to detect 
some fresh quality in her voice. But it was always the same; no 
worse, perhaps even rather good—at least so the people said who 
had heard her (and she flashed a mildly interrogating glance at 
me , as if she wanted to be reassured as to the meaning of my 
words, which still rather bewildered her), but she was making no 
real progress. Her master said that there was no such thing as 
slow progress in art; one reached the goal by leaps and bounds, 
and one fine day she would wake up and find herself a great artist. 

“But it is a long business,” she sighed, gazing into space, and 
perhaps seeing written there her long hours of boredom and 
weariness. 

If being honest is saying what you really mean, the honestest 
thing I could have done would have been to advise the poor girl 
to give up singing and become my mistress. But I had not yet 
left the Giardino Pubblico so far behind me, and besides, if for 
no other reason, I was not so very sure of my judgment in the 
matter of singing. For the last few moments I had been completely 
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preoccupied by one person—namely that tiresome Copier who 
used to spend every Sunday at my villa with my wife and me. 
That would have been a good moment to find some excuse for 
asking Carla not to say anything to him about my visit. But I 
did not do so because I could think of no way of disguising my 
request. It was a good thing that I did not, for a few days later 
my poor friend fell ill, and died shortly afterwards. 

Meanwhile I told her she would find all she needed in Garcia, 
and she believed me for a moment, and thought the book was 
going to work wonders. But only for a moment. When she found 
herself confronted by so many words, she very soon began to 
doubt whether the magic would work. I read Garcia's theories 
aloud in Italian, then I explained them in Italian or, if that were 
not sufficient, translated them into the dialect of Trieste; but she 
did not feel anything moving in her throat, and that was where 
she would have had to feel it if she was really to believe in the 
efficacy of the book. The worst of it was that it did not take long 
to convince me that in my hands the book was not worth much. 
When I had read those sentences over three times and still did 
not know what to make of them, I avenged myself by criticizing 
the book freely. Surely Garcia was wasting his time and mine in 
trying to prove that since the human voice could produce a 
variety of sounds it could not therefore be considered as one 
instrument. In that case you might as well say that the violin 
was a conglomeration of instruments. Perhaps it was foolish of 
me to make any criticism openly before Carla, but if one wants 
to win a woman it is difficult not to take advantage of any occa¬ 
sion that offers for showing one’s superiority. She did in fact 
admire me for it, but literally pushed away the book, which was 
our Galeotto, but which did not go with us to our sin. I could not 
consent to banishing it so soon, but put it off till my next visit. 
After Copier died we needed it no longer. He was the only link 
between Carla’s house and mine, and when he was dead I had 
nothing to restrain me but my own conscience. 

Meanwhile we had become fairly intimate, more so than one 
might have expected from that half-hour’s conversation. I think a 
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common ground of criticism is a sure step toward intimacy. Poor 
Carla took advantage of that intimacy to share her troubles with 
me. Since Copier had come to their aid they had lived modestly 
but without real privations. The thought of what would happen 
to them in the future was the poor girl's chief anxiety. Copier, it 
is true, brought them their subsidy quite regularly, but he made it 
clear to them that they must not count on it. He could not hold 
himself responsible for the future; they must be prepared to pro¬ 
vide for themselves. And then he did not give them the money 
for nothing; he made them feel that he was the master of the 
house and must be told of every detail of expenditure. Woe betide 
them if they allowed themselves to spend money on anything 
not first approved by him ! Not long ago Carla’s mother had been 
poorly and Carla had not practised singing for several days, so as 
to be able to look after the house. When her singing-master told 
him about it Copier had made quite a scene, and flounced out of 
the house saying that they did not deserve that respectable people 
should be bothered to contribute to their keep. For several days 
they went in terror lest he should really mean to abandon them to 
their fate. When he came to see them again he made a fresh agree¬ 
ment with them, mapped out just how many hours Carla was to sit 
at the piano, and how many she was to devote to house-work. He 
threatened to burst in at any time of the day and take her by 
surprise. 

“ Of course,” said the girl, “ he only does it for our good, but 
he gets in such a rage about nothing at all that I am certain one 
of these fine days, when he is in a passion, he will turn us out 
in the street. But now that you are interested in us too, there is 
no danger of that, is there? ” 

She pressed my hand again. When I did not reply at once she 
began to be afraid I was on Copier’s side and added: 

“ Copier is always telling us how kind you are.” 

This last remark was intended as a compliment to me, and to 
Copier as well. 

The unsympathetic picture she drew of Copier was new to me 
and actually aroused my sympathy. I wished I could have been 



208 confessions OF ZENO 

like him, knowing as I did so well that the feeling which drove 
me to that house made me the exact opposite of him. It was true, 
of course, that it was other people’s money he brought them, but 
he gave up his time to them, a part of his own life. It was his 
fatherly feelings that made him so angry with them. But I could 
not help wondering whether, after all, it was not his own desire 
which made him take all that trouble. I at once said to Carla: 

“Has Copier ever asked you for a kiss? ” 

“ Never! ” replied Carla, emphatically. “ If he is satisfied with 
my behaviour he coldly expresses his approval, just touches my 
hand, and goes away. At other times, when he is angry, he will 
not even shake hands with me, and he takes no notice even if I 
am frightened and cry. It would be a great relief to me if I could 
give him a kiss when he is like that.’’ 

When she saw me laughing Carla explained herself better: 

“ I would gladly let an old man like that kiss me, after all that 
I owe to him.’’ 

That is one of the advantages of being a genuine invalid; you 
appear older than you really are. 

I made a feeble attempt to be like Copier. Smiling, so as not to 
frighten the poor girl, I said that when I took an interest in any¬ 
one I also tended to become tyrannical. On the whole, I thought 
that if you were studying any art it was your duty to do it 
seriously. At last I so identified myself with the part I was playing 
that I even ceased smiling. Copier was quite right to be strict with 
a girl who had no idea of the value of time; and she must remem¬ 
ber how many people were denying themselves in order to help 
her. I was really very much in earnest. 

The time came for me to be going home to lunch, especially 
as I did not want to keep Augusta waiting, that day in particular. 
I stretched out my hand to Carla, and it was only then that I saw 
how pale she was. I tried to comfort her: 

“ You may rest assured I shall always say all I can to Copier 
and the other people in your favour.’’ 

She thanked me but still seemed depressed. I realized afterwards 
that when she saw me come in she at once almost guessed the 
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truth, and thought I was in love with her and that therefore she 
was saved. But then—especially when she saw me getting ready 
to go—she thought that I too only cared about art and singing, 
and that therefore if she didn’t sing well and make progress I 
should desert her. 

I saw she was terribly cast down. I felt very sorry for her, and 
as there was no time to be lost I reassured her by employing the 
method that she herself had suggested as being the most efficacious. 
I had already got as far as the door when I drew her to me, push¬ 
ing away with my nose the great lock of hair on her neck, so that 
I could touch her skin with my lips and even with my teeth. It 
seemed quite a playful kiss and she ended by laughing too, but 
only when I had let her go. Up to then she had remained quite 
still in my arms, as if overcome with surprise. 

She followed me out on to the landing, and as I began to go 
down she asked me laughingly: 

‘‘When will you come again? ” 

“ Tomorrow, or perhaps later,” I answered, already rather doubt¬ 
ful. Then I said decidedly: “ I will certainly come tomorrow. 
And anxious not to compromise myself too much I added: “ We 
will go on reading Garcia together.” 

Her expression never changed during that brief space of time. 
She accepted my first uncertain promise, gratefully accepted the 
second, and even agreed to my third proposal, all with the same 
smile on her face. Women always know what they want. There 
was no hesitation on the part of Ada who rejected me, of Augusta 
who accepted me, or of Carla who let me do as I liked. 

Directly I got into the street I felt nearer to Augusta than to 
Carla. I breathed the fresh air with enjoyment and a wonderful 
sense of freedom. I had only been playing, and it was none the 
less a game because it finished on her neck under the lock of 
hair. Carla had accepted my kiss as a promise of affection and 
above all of assistance. 

But at lunch that day I began really to suffer. My adventure 
stood between Augusta and me like a great dark shadow which 
it seemed impossible that she should not see too. I felt insignifi- 
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cant, guilty, and ill; the pain in my side seemed like a sympathetic 
pain, an echo of the great wound in my conscience. While I was 
absent-mindedly toying with my food I sought relief in an iron 
resolution. “ I won’t ever see her again,” I said to myself, “ and if 
I am obliged to see her for the sake of discretion, it will be for 
the last time.” Not so very much was asked of me after all: only 
one single effort not to see Carla again. 

Augusta laughingly asked me if I had been to see Olivi, that 
I appeared so preoccupied. 

I began laughing too. It was a great relief to be able to talk. I 
could not say the words that would really have made me at peace 
with myself, for I should have had to confess and promise never 
to do it again, but in default of that it was a relief to be talking 
at all. My words flowed on; I was in the best of humours. Then 
I had a brilliant idea; I spoke of the little laundry she was so 
anxious to have and which I had refused up to now, and I gave 
her permission to build it at once. She was so touched by my 
spontaneous offer that she got up and came over to give me a kiss. 
That kiss obviously wiped out the other, and I felt better at once. 
This was how we came to have our laundry, and even today, 
when I pass the tiny building, I remember it was Augusta who 
wanted it and Carla who gave her consent. 

We passed an enchanting afternoon, in quiet enjoyment of each 
other. My conscience only troubled me when I was alone. When 
Augusta was there to talk affectionately to me it was appeased at 
once. We went out together. We went to her mother’s and spent 
the whole evening with her. 

As often before going to sleep, I lay for some time watching my 
wife, who was already asleep and breathing quietly. Even when 
she was asleep everything about her was in beautiful order, the 
sheet neatly folded under her chin and her hair done in a short 
plait down her back. I said to myself: ‘T will never make her 
suffer. Never! ” And I quietly fell asleep. Next day I would clear 
up my relations with Carla, and would find some means of reassur¬ 
ing the poor girl as to her future, without being obliged to kiss her. 

I had a curious dream: I was not only kissing Carla’s neck, I 
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was positively devouring it. But though I was inflicting terrible 
wounds on it in my mad lust, the wounds did not bleed and the 
delicate curve of her neck was still unaltered under its soft white 
skin. Carla, prostrate in my arms, did not seem to suffer from 
the bites. It was Augusta, coming in unexpectedly, who suffered. 
To calm her I said: “I won’t eat her all up: I will leave a little 
for you.” 

I only felt the dream as a nightmare when I awoke from it in 
the middle of the night and was able to remember it distinctly; 
but while it lasted not even Augusta's presence had been able to 

dispel the sense of satisfaction it gave me. 

Directly I was wide awake I became fully conscious of the 
strength of my passion and the danger it presented to Augusta 
and me. Perhaps another life for which I was responsible was 
already stirring in the womb of the woman who lay beside me. 
How could I tell what demands Carla might make on me if she 
became my mistress? She seemed to be hungry for the affection 
that had been denied her till now, and how could I piovide for 
two families? Augusta asked for a useful laundry. The other 
would ask for something else, not less costly. I could see Carla 
laughing and waving her hand to me from the landing after I had 
kissed her. She knew that I was bound to become her prey. I was 
frightened, and alone in the darkness I could not help uttering 
a groan. 

My wife woke up with a start and asked me what was the 
matter, and I said the first thing that came into my head, after I 
had recovered from the shock of being questioned at the very 
moment when I felt as if I had shouted my confession aloud. 

“ I was thinking of old age coming on.” 

She laughed and tried to comfort me, without being able quite 
to shake off her sleepiness. She repeated the same phrases that 
she always used when she saw me cast down by thoughts of time 
passing: 

“ Don’t think about it while we are still young. . . . Sleep 
is so lovely.” 

I obeyed her command; I thought no more about it and went 
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to sleep again. At night speech is like a bright ray in the dark¬ 
ness. It suddenly lights up reality before which the creations of 
one's fancy fade away. Why was I so afraid of poor Carla when 
I had not even become her lover yet? It was clear that I had done 
my best to frighten myself about the whole situation. Even the 
baby that I had pictured in Augusta’s womb had given no sign 
of life, besides the building of the laundry. 

I got up still full of the best resolutions. I hurried to my study 
and put some money into an envelope, intending to offer it to 
Carla at the same moment that I announced I was going to give 
her up. But I was also going to announce my readiness to send 
her more money any time she liked to write to an address I would 
give her. Just as I was on the point of going out Augusta asked 
me with a charming smile whether I would mind going with her 
to her father’s. Guido’s father had come from Buenos Aires to 
take part in the wedding and she must go and make his acquaint¬ 
ance. But it was not so much Guido’s father as me she was think¬ 
ing about. She hoped to renew the sweetness of the day before. 
But things were no longer the same, I felt. I should be doing 
wrong to let any time pass before putting into practice my good 
resolution. Even as we walked down the street side by side, 
apparently secure in our mutual affection, that other woman 
already believed me to be in love with her. That was bad. I felt 
that walk to be an intolerable burden. 

We found Giovanni distinctly better. But he could not put on 
his boots because of a tendency to swelling in his feet, which 
neither he nor I thought anything of at the time. He was in the 
drawing-room with Guido’s father, to whom he introduced me. 
Augusta soon left us to go and join her mother and sister. 

Senor Francesco Speier seemed a man of much less education 
than his son. He was a man of about sixty, short and stumpy, 
with very few ideas in his head and not much vitality; which 
may have been because he was rather deaf after an illness. He 
mixed a few Spanish words with his Italian: “ Every time, Senor, 
that I come to Trieste. . . .” 

The two old men talked business, and Giovanni listened atten- 
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tively, because the business they were talking of was very impor¬ 
tant as regards Ada's future. I listened to them absent-mindedly. 
I gathered that old Speier had decided to wind up his affairs in the 
Argentine and to hand over all his duros to Guido, to be used in 
founding a business in Trieste; then he proposed going back to 
Buenos Aires to live with his wife and daughter on the small 
estate he still intended to keep there. I could not understand why 
he told Giovanni all this before me, and I still do not understand. 

At a certain point it seemed to me that they had both stopped 
talking and were looking at me as if they expected me to give 
them some advice, and in order to make myself agreeable I 
remarked: 

“ Your estate can't be so very small if it produces enough for 

you to live on! " 

Giovanni suddenly bellowed out: 

“What on earth are you talking about? ’’ The volume of his 
tone recalled better days, but if he hadn’t shouted so, Sefior 
Francesco would probably have taken no notice of my observa¬ 
tion. As it was, he grew pale and said: 

“ I hope very much that Guido will not fail to pay interest on 

my capital." 

Giovanni, still shouting at the top of his voice, tried to reassure 
him: 

“Interest? I should think so indeed! And twice as much if 
need be. Isn’t he your son? " 

But Sehor Francesco still seemed a little uneasy and as if he 
were waiting for a reassuring word from me. I hastened to give 
it, and repeated it several times over, because the old man seemed 

to be harder of hearing than before. 

Then they went on talking about business, but I was careful 
not to interfere again. Giovanni looked at me from time to time 
over the top of his glasses as if to keep me under observation, 
and there was something menacing about his heavy breathing. 
He went on talking for some time, and at a certain point broke 
off to say: 

“Don’t you think so? " 
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I hastily agreed. 

My agreement must have seemed all the more fervent on 

account of the fury that was gradually taking possession of me 
and colouring every movement I made. What on earth was I 
doing in this galcrc, while the time was fast slipping away for 
putting into practice my good resolutions? Why should they 
force me to neglect something that was obviously so important 
both for me and Augusta? I was just preparing for an excuse for 
going away when the ladies burst into the drawing-room, accom¬ 
panied by Guido. The latter, soon after his father’s arrival, had 
given his bride a most magnificent ring. No one took any notice 
of me at all, not even little Anna. 

Ada had the precious stone on her finger and stood resting her 
arm on her fiance’s shoulder, while she showed it to her father. 
All the ladies were in ecstasies over it, but I could not get up any 
enthusiasm for rings. I did not even wear my wedding-ring, 
because I thought it interfered with my circulation. Without say¬ 
ing good-bye to anyone I slipped through the drawing-room door, 
and was on the point of going through the front door when 
Augusta, who had noticed my escape, caught me up. Her appear¬ 
ance quite startled me. Her lips were as pale as they had been on 
her wedding-day just before we went to the church. I said I had 
an important engagement; I had remembered just in time that a 
few days before, for no particular reason, I had bought a pair 
of very weak glasses for long sight, which I had never tried since 
I had put them in my waistcoat pocket where I felt them now. 
So I told her I had an appointment with an oculist whom I wanted 
to examine my eyes, as they had given me some trouble lately. 
She replied that I could go directly I had said good-bye properly 
to Guido’s father. I shrugged my shoulders impatiently, but stayed 
to please her. 

When I went back into the drawing-room they all greeted me 
politely. As I was sure that I should have no difficulty now in 
getting away I felt in quite a good temper. Guido’s father, who 
did not feel at home among so many new relations, said to me: 

“Shall I see you again before I go back to Buenos Aires? ” 
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“Yes, Senor,” I said. “Every time you come here you will 
probably find me here too.” 

They all laughed, and I went away in triumph, with quite a 
cheerful parting wave from Augusta. Now that I was properly 
dismissed, after submitting to all the usual formalities, I was able 
to go off with an easy conscience. But I had another reason for 
being freed from the doubts that had beset me up to that moment, 
if I was hurrying away from my father-in-law s house it was 
because I wanted to get as far away from it as possible (even as 
far as Carla’s house). It was not the first time, I said to myself, 
that they had suspected me there of basely conspiring to injure 
Guido. It was in perfect innocence and absence of mind that I 
had made that remark about the estate in the Argentine, and 
Giovanni had immediately interpreted my words as being said on 
purpose to prejudice Guido’s father against him. It would have 
been quite easy to explain to Guido, if explanation was necessary, 
but there was only one way of dealing with Giovanni and the 
rest who believed me guilty of machinations like that: I must 
avenge myself. Of course I did not actually go off intending to 
betray Augusta. But I felt justified in doing exactly as I liked 
now, in the light of day. Not that paying Carla a visit was as yet 
bad in itself, but if I had happened to run into my mother-in-law 
again, and if she had asked me what I was doing there I should 

have answered without any hesitation: 

44 Well, if you want to know, I am going to see Carla.” This 
was actually the only occasion on which I went to see Caila with¬ 
out thinking of Augusta, so furious had my father-in-law’s 

attitude made me! 

When I reached the landing I could not hear any sound of 
Carla’s voice. For a moment I was terrified; could she have gone 
out? I knocked and went in without waiting for anyone to say 
“ Come in.” Carla was there all right, but her mother was there 
too. They were both sewing as perhaps people often do, but as I had 
never seen two people sewing before. They were both working at 
the same big sheet, each at an opposite corner. Here had I been in 
such a hurry to get to Carla, and now I found her mother there 
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as well. That was not what I had bargained for. Under the 
circumstances neither good nor bad resolutions could take effect. 
Everything must still remain in suspense. 

Carla sprang up at once, looking delighted, while the old 
woman slowly took off her glasses and put them in their case. I 
meanwhile discovered a cause for indignation quite other than 
the real one, which was that I was prevented from at once making 
the situation clear. Was not this the very time which Copier had 
set aside for practice? I bowed politely to the old lady, though 
even that act of courtesy was quite an effort to me. I said how- 
do-you-do to Carla too, but almost without looking at her. I said: 

“ I came to see whether we mightn't find something else useful 
in that book,” and I pointed to Garcia’s manual, which was lying 
on the table exactly where we had left it. I sat down just where 
I had sat the other day and at once opened the book. Carla began 
by trying to smile at me, but as I gave no answering smile she 
sat down beside me and looked over, with an air of obedient 
attention. She hesitated a little; she did not quite understand. I 
looked at her and saw an expression of rather contemptuous 
obstinacy overspread her face. That was probably how she looked, 
I thought, when Copier took her to task. Only she was not sure 
yet whether my scolding was going to be the same as Copier s for, 
as she told me afterwards, she remembered that I had kissed her 
the day before, and thought that my anger was probably never any¬ 
thing so very terrible. So she was ready at any moment to exchange 
her rebellious look for a friendly smile. I may as well say here, as 
I shall have no time for it later, that her conviction that she had 
tied me for ever to her chariot wheels by allowing me to steal a 
kiss, displeased me extremely; a woman who can think that is 
very dangerous. But at the moment I felt very like Copier, full of 
reproaches and indignation. I began reading aloud the very part 
we had read the day before, and which I myself had disposed of. 
I read pedantically, without making any comments, and pausing 
on what seemed to me the most important words. 

Carla interrupted me, a slight tremor in her voice: 

“ I think we have read that before! ” 
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So I was obliged to contribute some remarks of my own. It does 
one good sometimes to hear one’s own words. Mine not only 
sounded kinder than I meant them to, they put me into a sociable 
mood again: 

“You see, Signorina,” I said, accompanying my words with a 
smile that might if one chose be interpreted as that of a lover, 
“ I should like to go over what we have read before going any 
further. We may have judged it a little too hastily yesterday; one 
of my friends has just told me that if one wishes to understand 
everything that Garcia says one must study the whole book 
carefully.” 

I suddenly felt as if I must show the old lady a little considera¬ 
tion too, for she had probably, in the whole course of her not very 
happy life, never found herself in a similar situation. The smile I 
gave her was more of an effort than the one I had given Carla: 

“ It is not very amusing,” I said, “ but even anyone who is not 
studying music may get something out of it.” 

I went on reading obstinately. Carla was certainly feeling 
happier, and something approaching a smile played about her 
full lips. The old woman, on the other hand, looked like a poor 
caged beast, and obviously only went on sitting there because she 
was too timid to invent an excuse for going away. For my part, 

I was determined on no account to betray my desire to put her 
out of the room. Such a step would have been much too 
compromising. 

Carla showed more courage; she asked me with great courtesy 
to stop reading for a moment and, turning to her mother, told 
her that she need not stay and that they would finish sewing the 
sheet in the afternoon. 

The Signora came up to me and timidly held out her hand. I 
shook it warmly, almost affectionately, and said: 

“I can understand you don’t find the book very entertaining.” 

It sounded as if I was sorry she was leaving us. She went away 
after having laid on a chair the sheet which up to then she had 
been holding in her lap. Carla followed her out on to the landing 
for a moment, to say something to her, while I was consumed with 
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impatience to have her to myself at last. She came back, shutting 
the door behind her, and took her old place beside me, with that 
same rather fixed look in her mouth which reminded me of an 
obstinate child. She said: 

“ I always practise every day at this time. And of course just 
today this work must come along, and had to be done in a hurry. 

44 But can’t you see that I don’t care a fig for your singing? ’’ I 
cried, seizing her in a violent embrace. I kissed her first on the 
mouth and immediately afterwards on the spot where I had 
kissed her the day before. 

Then a strange thing happened. She burst out crying bitterly 
and tried to escape from my arms. She told me between her sobs 
that she had suffered too much seeing me come in like that. She 
was crying out of self-pity, which one always feels when one sees 
another person pitying one. It is less the pain which makes one s 
tears flow than the cause of that pain. One weeps when one 
arraigns the world of injustice. And it was surely unjust to force 
that lovely girl to work when one might have been kissing her 
instead. 

It did not all go quite so smoothly as I had expected. I was 
obliged to explain myself, and to get on quicker I did not allow 
myself time to invent, but told the exact truth. I told her how 
impatient I had been to see her and to kiss her. I had intended 
to come and see her early in the morning; I had lain awake all 
night thinking about it. Naturally I did not tell her what I had 
intended to do when I got to her, but that was a matter of small 
importance. What was true was that I had felt the same agoniz¬ 
ing impatience to see her, whether it was to tell her I must give 
her up for ever or to take her in my arms. Then I told her what 
had happened that morning, and how I had been obliged to go 
out with my wife and see my father-in-law, and how I had been 
forced to sit there hopelessly while they discussed things that had 
nothing whatever to do with me. And then when I finally man¬ 
aged to escape by dint of tremendous efforts and come all that 
long way at full speed, what do I find but an enormous sheet 
filling the whole room ! 
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Carla burst out laughing, for she saw that I was not the least 
like Copier. When she laughed it was as if a rainbow had come 
out on her beautiful face, and I kissed her again. She did not 
return my caresses, but accepted them submissively, an attitude 
I adore, because I love the weaker sex just in proportion as they 
are weak. She mentioned for the first time that Copier had said 
how devoted I was to my wife. The shadow of a serious purpose 
passed over her face as she said: 

"So we must just be good friends and nothing more." 

I did not put much faith in this very wise proposition, seeing 
that the mouth that uttered it made no effort to escape from my 
kisses. 

Carla went on talking for quite a long time. She evidently 
wanted to arouse my compassion. I remember everything she said, 
but I did not believe it till she had gone from my life for ever. 
All the time she was with me I feared her, as a woman who would 
sooner or later take advantage of her ascendancy over me to ruin 
me and my family. I never believed her when she said she only 
wanted to feel that she and her mother would lack for nothing. I 
know now that she never intended to get more from me than 
would suffice for their bare needs, and whenever I think of her I 
blush for shame at having understood her so little and loved her 
so ill. She, poor child, never got anything out of me. I would 
have given her anything, because I never try to get out of paying 
my debts. But I was always waiting for her to ask me. 

She told me of the desperate straits she found herself in after 
her father’s death. For months on end she and her mother had 
been obliged to work day and night on some embroidery a shop 
had commissioned them to do. She had naively believed that a 
divine providence would send them help, and she would some¬ 
times stand at the window watching for it to arrive. Copier came 
instead. Now she was contented with her position, but she and 
her mother passed uneasy nights sometimes, thinking how pre¬ 
carious the help was that they were receiving. Supposing she 
should discover one day that she had no voice and no talent? 
Copier would certainly abandon her. He talked of giving her a 
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public performance in a few months’ time. Supposing it should 
prove a complete fiasco? 

Still with the idea of arousing my compassion, she told me that 
her family’s financial misfortune had also shattered her dreams of 

love; her fiance had deserted her. 

I was still far from feeling pity for her. I said: 

“ Did your fiance kiss you a great deal? Did he kiss you like 

Ido?” 

She laughed because I prevented her talking. I saw my pre¬ 
decessor pointing the way. 

It was long past the hour when 1 ought to have been home for 
luncheon. And I wanted to go. It was enough for that day. I was 
very far from feeling the remorse that had kept me awake during 
the night, and the unrest that had driven me to Carla had entirely 
disappeared. But I was not calm. Perhaps it is my fate never to be 
so. I felt no misgivings, because now Carla had promised me as 
many kisses as I wanted, under the name of friendship; and that 
could not injure Augusta in any way. Then I thought I had dis¬ 
covered the cause of the discontent, which as usual sent dim 
pains winding through my body. Carla was seeing me in a false 
light. Carla might despise me for being so eager for her kisses 
when I was in love with Augusta ! Carla who admitted liking 

me so much because she had such need of me! 

I determined to win her esteem, and said something that I shall 
always remember as a cowardly crime, a treason committed of my 
own free will, without any need and with nothing to be gained 

by it. 

I was almost at the door when I said to Carla, with the unper¬ 
turbed air of someone who feels there is something he ought just 

to say: 

“ Copier told you of my love for my wife. It is true I admire 
her very much.” 

Then I told her in every detail the story of my marriage; how 
I had fallen in love with Augusta’s elder sister, who would have 
nothing to do with me because she was in love with someone else; 
how I had tried then to marry one of the other sisters, who also 
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refused me, and how I had at last to resign myself to marrying her. 

Carla believed it all at once. Later on I heard that Copier, who 
knew something about the story, had given her some rather 
inaccurate details, which I now corrected or confirmed. 

“Is your wife very pretty? ” she asked, thoughtfully. 

“ That is a matter of taste/’ I answered. 

Some restraining principle was still at work in me. I had said I 
admired my wife, but I had not yet said that I did not love her. 
I had not said that I thought her pretty, but neither had I said 
that I might not think her so. At the moment it seemed to me 
that I was being very truthful; now I know that in those few 
words I betrayed all women and all love, both mine and theirs. 

To tell the truth I was still not quite at my ease; something 
else was lacking. I remembered my envelope of good intentions, 
and offered it to Carla. She opened it and gave it back to me, say¬ 
ing that a few days ago Copier had brought the month’s money 
and that she had no need of money for the moment. This only 
increased my anxiety, for it was an old idea of mine that a really 
dangerous woman will not accept a small sum of money. She saw 
that something was troubling me, and with a charming naivete 
that I appreciate now for the first time, she asked me for a few 
kronen to buy some plates they had had the misfortune to break 

in the kitchen. 

Then something happened which left an indelible trace on my 
memory. Just as I was going I kissed her again, and this time she 
returned my kisses with the utmost fervour. The poison had 
worked. She said naively: 

“ I love you because you are so good that you are not even 
spoilt by being rich.” 

Then she added with a slight touch of malice: 

“I know now that you must not be kept waiting, but that 
otherwise you are not at all dangerous.” 

On the landing she said: 

“Can I send the singing-master and Copier to the devil? ” 

As I ran quickly downstairs I replied: 

“ We will see about that.” 
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So there was still something in our relationship which remained 
unsettled; everything else had been put on a perfectly firm basis. 

I found this so upsetting that when I got out into the street I 
began going in the opposite direction to my own house. I almost 
felt as if I must go back again at once and explain something else 
to Carla: namely my love for Augusta. I easily could, because I 
had never said that I did not love her. Only, in telling that per¬ 
fectly true story, I had forgotten to tell the end, which was that 
I now really loved Augusta. Carla concluded that I really did not 
love her, and that was why she had returned my kiss so passion¬ 
ately, sealing it by a declaration of love. I felt now that but for 
that episode it would have been easier for me to have borne 
Augusta’s trustful gaze. And to think that so short a while ago 
I had been glad to hear that Carla knew of my love for my wife, 
and that by her own wish the adventure I had gone in search of 
was offered me in the form of friendship flavoured with kisses! 

I sat down on a seat in the Giardino Pubblico, and absent- 
mindedly traced the date with my stick on the gravel. Then I 
laughed bitterly; I knew that that date would by no means mark 
the end of my betrayals. In fact only the beginning. Where could 
I find strength not to go back to the woman I desired so much, 
and who was waiting for me? Besides, I had already incurred a 
debt, a debt of honour. I had taken her kisses, and all that I had 
been allowed to give in return was the cost of some crockery! I 
was actually bound to Carla now by an unpaid debt. 

We had a gloomy luncheon. Augusta did not ask why I was so 
late, and I did not tell her. I was afraid of betraying myself; all 
the more because during my short walk from the Gardens to my 
house I had toyed with the idea of telling her everything, so that 
the story of my treason was probably written on my honest face, 
for all to read. That would have been the only way of saving 
myself. If I had told her all I should have put myself under her 
protection and supervision. It would have been so decisive a step 
that I should have been able in good faith to put down the date 
of that day as one on which I had made a great step toward a 
clean and healthy life. 
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We talked of various indifferent things. I tried to be gay, but 
I could not even pretend to be affectionate. She was utterly taken 
aback; she was certainly waiting for an explanation, which never 
came. 

Then she left me, to go on with her great work of putting the 
winter clothes away in special wardrobes. I often caught sight of 
her during the afternoon at the end of the long passage, intent 
on her work, with the servant to help her. 

I was restless, and wandered about between my bedroom and 
the bathroom. I should have liked to call to Augusta and tell her 
I loved her, which would have been quite enough for her, poor 
innocent! Instead of which I went on thinking and smoking. 

I passed naturally through various phases. There was even a 
moment in which my virtuous mood was interrupted by acute 
impatience for the next day to come so that I might hasten to 
Carla again. Perhaps even this desire had some good resolution 
behind it. The great difficulty was to make up my mind to do my 
duty entirely by myself. It was unthinkable really that I should 
get my wife to collaborate with me by confessing everything to 
her. There remained only Carla on whose lips I might seal my 
oath with one last kiss. But who was Carla? Not even her ven¬ 
geance was the greatest danger I ran with her ! The very next 
day she would probably become my mistress; who could tell what 
the consequences might be? All I knew about her was what I 
had heard from that idiot Copier, and a more cautious person, 
Olivi, for instance, would never have dreamt of undertaking any 
business transaction on information supplied by him. 

All Augusta’s work in my house, wholesome and admirable as 
it was, had been wasted. The drastic cure of matrimony, under¬ 
taken by me in my eager quest for health, had failed. I was worse 
off than ever, and wedded to my own and other people’s 
misfortunes. 

Later on, when I had really become Carla's lover, my thoughts 
would go back to that melancholy afternoon, and I could not 
understand why I had not been capable of the manly resolution 
that would have prevented my plunging deeper in. 
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I had deplored my own infidelity so much beforehand that you 
would have thought I might easily have avoided it. It is easy to 
laugh at anyone for being wise after the event, but it is almost as 
useless to be wise before it. During those hours of torment I wrote 
the date of the day in my dictionary against the letter C (Carla) 
with the comment: “ Last Betrayal But my first actual infidelity, 
which led to all the subsequent ones, only took place on the 

following day. 

Late in the afternoon, having nothing better to do, I took a 
bath. I felt as if my whole body were soiled and I must wash the 
dirt away. When I was in my bath I thought: “If I am to get 
quite clean I should need to dissolve in this water. I dressed again, 
but was so utterly without will-power that I did not even dry 
myself properly. It was getting dusk, and I stood by the window 
watching the new green leaves on the trees in my garden. I began 
to shiver, and thought with a certain satisfaction that perhaps I 
had got fever. It was not death I desired, but an illness, which 
would serve as an excuse for doing what I wanted or which 
would prevent my doing it. 

After having hesitated for so long Augusta at last came to look 
for me. When I saw her so gentle and so completely without ill- 
feeling my shivering fit grew worse and my teeth began to chatter. 
Much alarmed, she forced me to go to bed at once. My teeth were 
still chattering from the cold, but I knew now that I had not got 
any fever and refused to let her send for the doctor. I begged her 
to put out the light and to sit beside me without talking. I don t 
know how long we remained like that; I gradually got warm again 
and recovered a certain degree of confidence. But my mind was in 
such a state of confusion that when she again spoke of sending for 
the doctor I told her that I knew what had made me unwell and 
would tell her about it later on. I had returned to my first resolu¬ 
tion to confess everything to her. There was no other way in 
which I could relieve my mind of its burden. 

We stayed like this for some time in silence. At last I noticed 
that Augusta had got up from her armchair and was coming 
toward me. I was frightened: perhaps she had guessed everything. 
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She took my hand and stroked it, then she laid her own hand 
lightly on my head to feel if it was very hot, and said at last: 

“You must have known it would come! Why did it take you 
so dreadfully by surprise? ” 

These strange words puzzled me, especially as they were accom¬ 
panied by a smothered sob. It was clearly not my adventure she 
was alluding to. For how could I have foreseen that, or that it 
would affect me as it had? I asked, rather abruptly: 

“What do you mean? What ought I to have known would 
come? ” 

She murmured in some confusion: 

“ That Guido’s father would come for Ada’s wedding.” 

At last I understood; she thought that my suffering was caused 
by Ada’s coming marriage. I honestly felt that she was wronging 
me; I was not guilty of such a crime as that. I felt as pure and 
innocent as a new-born babe, and freed at once from every pang 
of conscience, I sprang out of bed: 

“ You mean to say that you think I am ill on account of Ada’s 
marriage?” I cried. “You must be mad! Ever since I married 
you I have never given her a thought. I had even forgotten that 
the Senor had arrived today! ” 

I hugged and kissed her with the utmost devotion and with 
such obvious sincerity that she was ashamed of her suspicions. 

Every cloud vanished from her face too and we went to supper 
feeling quite famished. At the table where we had sat together so 
miserably a few hours ago we behaved now like two friends out 
on a holiday. 

She reminded me that I had promised to tell her what had upset 
me. I invented a disease that was to enable me to do whatever I 
wanted without feeling guilty. I told her that while I was sitting 
with the two old gentlemen that morning I had begun to feel 
profoundly depressed. Then I had gone to fetch the spectacles that 
the oculist had ordered me. Perhaps that emblem of old age had 
added to my depression. I had been walking about the streets for 
hours and hours. I touched on some of the fancies that had made 
me suffer so much before, and there was even a shadow of a con- 

H 


22 6 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

fession in some of the things I said. I don’t remember what con¬ 
nection it was supposed to have with my imaginary disease, but 
I reminded her how our blood kept on turning and turning, how 
it held us upright and made us capable of thought and action 
and therefore of sin and remorse. She could not understand that I 

was referring to Carla, but I felt as if I had told her. 

After supper I put on my spectacles and pretended to read the 
paper for quite a long while, but I found the glasses made every¬ 
thing go misty. I felt slightly excited as if I had been drinking. 

I said I could not understand what I was reading. I continued to 

play the invalid. 

I hardly slept at all that night. I longed passionately to hold 
Carla in my arms. I desired her and her only, the girl with thick, 
untidy locks and a voice that was so musical when it was allowed 
to choose its own note. She had become more desirable still 
because of all I had suffered on her account. All night long an 
iron resolution kept me company. I would be absolutely frank 
with Carla before possessing her; I would tell her the whole truth 
of my relations with Augusta. I could not help laughing to 
myself, it seemed so odd to set out to win one lady with a declara¬ 
tion of love for another on your lips! Perhaps Carla would 
resume her former attitude of passivity! But what difference 
would that make? At the moment nothing she could do woidd 
diminish the value of her submission, and of that I felt absolutely 

sure. u , 

Next morning while I was dressing, I murmured to myself the 

words I was going to say to her. Before she gave herself to me 

Carla had got to know that Augusta's character and good health 

(I would explain to her at length what I meant by health—that 

also was to be part of her education) had succeeded in winning not 

only my respect but my love. 

I was so busy preparing my long and elaborate speech, while 
drinking my coffee, that Augusta received no other token of affec¬ 
tion than a light kiss before I went out. What matter since I was 
hers ! I was going to Carla to kindle my passion for her. 

I was so relieved to find Carla alone and expecting me that 
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directly I got into her room I drew her to me and embraced her 
passionately. I was horrified by the rigour with which she repulsed 
me. She was almost violent! She would not let me touch her, and 
I stood open-mouthed in the middle of the room, a prey to bitter 
disappontment. 

But Carla quickly recovered herself and whispered: 

“ Don’t you see that you have left the door open and someone 
is going downstairs? ” 

I assumed the bearing of a formal visitor till the intruder had 
passed. Then we shut the door. She grew pale when she saw me 
turn the key in the lock. Now everything was clear between us. 
A little while after, when I had her fast in my arms, she mur¬ 
mured faintly: 

“Do you want it? Do you really want it? ” 

It was enough. She wanted it too. I instantly replied: 

“What else should I want? ” 

I had forgotten that there was something I wanted to explain 
to her. 

A little later I should have liked to begin telling her about my 
relations with Augusta, as I had omitted to do it at first. But for 
the moment it was not easy. If I had begun talking to Carla about 
something else at a moment like that it would have seemed as if I 
underrated the importance of her offering. The densest of men 
realize that you cannot do a thing like that, although we all know 
there is no comparison between the importance of the offering 
before it is made and immediately after. It would be a terrible 
insult to say to a woman immediately after you had lain with her 
for the first time: “First of all I must explain what I said to you 
yesterday.’’ What has yesterday to do with it? Whatever hap¬ 
pened yesterday ought to appear unworthy of mention, and if 
anyone who calls himself a gentleman does not feel this, so much 
the worse for him, and he had better take care that no one else 
discovers it. 

Clearly I was one of those insensitive gentlemen, for I was 
guilty of a mistake that no one could have made who was really 
wholehearted. I said: 
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“What made you give yourself to me? What had I done to 
deserve it? ” 

Was I expressing my gratitude or trying to rebuke her ? Prob¬ 
ably I was only trying to lead the way to some explanation on 

my part. 

She was rather surprised and looked up at me to try and read 
my thoughts. 

“ I thought it was you who had taken me,” she said, smiling 
affectionately at me to show that she did not mean it as a reproach. 

I remembered that women always insist on the fiction that they 
have been raped. But she soon saw she had made a mistake, for 
you may take things, but people must give themselves. She 

whispered: 

“ I was waiting for you. You were the knight who was to come 
and set me free. Of course it is a pity you are married, but as you 
don’t love your wife I need not feel that my happiness is destroy¬ 
ing anyone else’s.” 

The pain in my side came on so violently that I had to let go 
my embrace. Then I had not overestimated the importance of my 
idle words! It really was that lie of mine which had induced 
Carla to give herself to me! If I were suddenly to begin talking 
now of my love for Augusta, Carla would have every right to 
accuse me of having set a trap for her. It was out of the question 
to correct or explain anything at the moment. Later on I should 
have the chance of telling her all about it quietly. Waiting 
for that moment to come made a fresh link between Carla and 

me. 

As I lay there beside her, my love for Augusta revived in all its 
force. I only had one wish now: to hurry home to my wife, just 
in order to see her working like a busy bee, putting all our clothes 

away in camphor and naphthaline. 

But I remained at my post, and now had to face a new diffi¬ 
culty; something that worried me a good deal at first, for I 
detected in it the menacing prophecy of a sphinx. Carla told me 
how, directly I had gone the day before, her singing-master had 
come and she had quickly shown him the door. 
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I could not conceal a movement of annoyance. It was as good 
as telling Copier straight away about our affair! 

“Whatever will Copier say? ” I exclaimed. 

She burst out laughing and hid herself in my arms, this time 
really on her own initiative. 

“But didn’t we say that we were going to show him the door 
as well? ” 

She was a darling, but she could not seduce me again. I 
assumed the role of a pedagogue, which suited me quite well 
under the circumstances, for it gave me the opportunity of vent¬ 
ing the irritation I felt in the bottom of my heart against the 
woman who would not allow me to say what I wanted about my 
wife. Everyone must work in this world I said, for she ought to 
know by this time that the world is a bad place, where strength 
is the only thing that counts. Supposing I were to die? What 
would become of her? I had hinted at the possibility of abandon¬ 
ing her in such a way that she could not take offence; and she was 
in fact even touched by it. Then with the obvious intention of 
depressing her I told her it was enough for me to express the 
smallest wish—my wife at once fulfilled it. 

“ Very well,” she said, resignedly, “ we will send for him to 
come back.” Then she tried to explain to me why she disliked him 
so much. Day after day she had to put up with that horrible old 
man, who made her repeat the same exercises over and over again, 
though they were absolutely useless. The only days she ever 
enjoyed were when the singing-master was ill. She had hoped he 
would die, but she never had any luck. 

She became quite violent in her despair. She kept on repeating 
that she never had any luck; she was hopelessly unlucky, always. 
When she thought how she had loved me at first sight because my 
way of doing things, my way of speaking, the look in my eyes 
seemed to promise her a life less full of hardships, less dreary, less 
dependent on charity given grudgingly, she felt as if she must cry. 

It was not long before I made acquaintance with her sobs, and 
they bored me. She sobbed violently, passionately, and the whole 
of her frail body seemed shaken to its foundations. I felt as if a 
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sudden assault had been made on my purse and on my life itself. 


“ Do you imagine my wife has nothing to do but sit still? Why 
at this very moment while we are here together her lungs are 
being choked with camphor and naphthaline.” 

Carla exclaimed between her sobs: 

“ How lucky she is ! All that furniture, all those clothes to look 
after! ” 

I thought with irritation that she wanted me to go off at once 
and buy her all those things, just so that she might have a sympa¬ 
thetic occupation. I am glad to say I did not show how angry I 
felt; instead, I obeyed the call of duty which told me to caress the 
poor girl who had just given herself to me ! I did caress her. I 
stroked her hair gently, and soon her sobs died down and her 
tears flowed abundantly and without restraint, like rain after 
violent thunder and lightning. 

“ You are my first lover,” she said again. “ I hope you will go 
on loving me.” 

The statement that I was her first lover, which seemed to pre¬ 
pare the way for a second, did not move me greatly. It came 
rather late in any case, for we had given up discussing the ques¬ 
tion a good half-hour ago. It seemed to contain a new threat. A 
woman thinks she can demand anything of her first lover. I 
murmured softly in her ear: 

“You are my first mistress too—since I married.” 

The softness in my voice was intended to veil the fact that we 
were quits. 

I left her soon after, for I would not on any account be late for 
luncheon. Before going I again took from my pocket what I called 
my “ envelope of good resolutions ” because it had originated in 
an excellent resolution. I thought I should feel freer if only I 
were allowed to pay. Carla again quietly refused the money, 
which made me extremely angry; but the only sign I gave of my 
wrath was that I uttered the sweetest nothings at the top of my 
voice. I shouted to prevent myself striking her, but I disguised my 
feelings well. I said that in possessing her my dearest hopes had 
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been realized, and that now I wanted to feel her more wholly 
mine by being allowed to support her entirely; but that she must 
take care not to make me angry, for I should suffer too much. 
Because I was in a hurry to get away I summed up my idea in a 
few words; shouted like that, I must say it sounded very brusque. 

“Are you my mistress or not? If you are it is my business to 
support you.” 

She was so startled that she made no more effort at resistance, 
but took the envelope, watching me anxiously all the while, in 
the hope of discovering which she ought to take seriously: my 
angry voice or the tender words that granted her all she desired. 
She was a little reassured when I touched her forehead with my 
lips before going away. On the stairs I began to be afraid lest, 
now that she had the money and the assurance that I would 
provide for her in future, she might show Copier the door too, 
supposing he should happen to call that afternoon. I thought for 
a moment of running upstairs again to beg her not to compromise 
me by doing anything of the kind. But I had no time to go back, 
I had to hurry away at once. 

I am afraid the doctor who reads this manuscript will think at 
once that Carla would be an interesting subject for psychoanalysis. 
He will think that she offered herself to me a little too soon after 
discussing the singing-master. I thought too at first that she 
expected a little too much of me in return for her love. It was a 
great many months before I got to know the poor girl better. She 
probably let me seduce her so as to escape from Copier’s tedious 
guardianship, and it must have been a painful surprise for her to 
discover it was all in vain, and that she was still expected to do 
what she least wanted to, namely sing. Even while she was still 
lying in my arms she was told that she had got to go on singing. 
This aroused in her a degree of pain and anger such as could not 
easily find expression in words. For entirely different reasons we 
both said the strangest things. When she got to love me she 
became quite natural again, though for a while her calculations 
had banished her simplicity. 

As I was going away I thought: “ If only she knew how much 
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I love my wife she would behave quite differently.” And indeed, 
when she knew it she did behave quite differently. 

When I got into the open air I took great draughts of freedom 
and did not suffer at all from the thought of having compromised 
her. There was still time before tomorrow came, and I thought I 
might find some way out of the difficulties that hung over me. As 
I hurried home I was even bold enough to begin attacking our 
social system, as if that were responsible for my shortcomings. I 
thought it ought to be so arranged as to allow one to have inter¬ 
course occasionally with other women without having to fear the 
consequences. Even with women one could never love. I felt no 
trace of remorse. Therefore I don’t think that remorse springs from 
regret for having done something wrong, but rather from a 
recognition of one’s own sinful nature. The higher part of one's 
body bends down to observe and judge the lower, and finds it 
monstrous. The sense of horror it experiences at the sight is what 
we call remorse. In classical tragedy the victim did not return to 
life, and yet all remorse vanished : which meant that the deformity 
was cured and that it was idle to lament any longer. How could 
I have any room for remorse now that I was hastening with so 
much joy and tender affection to rejoin the wife of my bosom? 
I had not felt so innocent for a long time. 

I was in high spirits during luncheon, and found it quite 
natural to behave affectionately to Augusta. There was nothing 
that jarred between us all day long. I did not overdo it; I behaved 
just as I should toward the woman whom I could honestly and 
securely call my own. There were times when I behaved with 
excessive devotion; but only when a conflict was going on in my 
mind between the two women, and the extravagant signs of 
affection I gave Augusta made it easier for me to conceal from 
her that the shadow of another woman lay darkly between us for 
the moment. Therefore I am bound to say that Augusta preferred 
me just when I was in fact less wholly hers. 

I myself was rather surprised at being so calm, and attributed 
it to the fact that I had succeeded in making Carla accept the 
envelope of good resolutions. Not that I imagined I had settled 
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my account with her in full. But I felt as if I had begun to pay 
an indulgence. 

Unfortunately money remained my chief preoccupation during 
the whole of my affair with Carla. At every opportunity I would 
put some aside in a remote corner of my library, so as to be ready 
for any demands on the part of the mistress I so much feared. 
When at last Carla gave me up as well as the money, I used it to 
pay for something quite different. 

We were to spend the evening at my father-in-law’s, at a 
dinner to which only members of the family were invited, and 
which was to take the place of the traditional wedding breakfast. 
The wedding was to be two days later; Guido wanted to take 
advantage of the improvement in Giovanni’s health in order to 
get married, for he did not think it would last. 

I went with Augusta early in the afternoon to call on my 
mother-in-law. On the way I reminded her that she had, only the 
day before, suspected me of still suffering on account of the 
wedding. She was ashamed of her suspicion, and I talked a good 
deal about my innocence. Why, only today I had come home 
quite forgetting that the ceremonies preparatory to the wedding 
were to be this very evening. 

Although only the family were invited the Malfentis wanted 
the dinner to be a very formal affair. Augusta had been asked to 
help in getting the room ready and laying the table. Alberta 
would have nothing to do with it. Not long ago she had won a 
prize in a competition for a one-act play, and was now busily 
engaged in reforming the National Theatre. Augusta and I were 
given the table to lay, with the help of a parlour-maid and one 
of Giovanni’s office boys, who seemed to have as much talent for 
arranging things in a private house as in an office. 

It was my job to fetch the flowers and help to arrange them 
on the table. 

“You see,” I said, jokingly, to Augusta, “how I am contribut¬ 
ing to their happiness. If they were to ask me to make ready the 
marriage-bed for them I should be just as glad to do it! ’’ 

Then we went to look for the bride and bridegroom, who had 
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just returned from a formal call. They were sitting in the most 
retired corner of the drawing-room, and had probably been kiss¬ 
ing. The bride still had on her outdoor dress and looked extremely 
pretty, with a flush on her cheeks from the warm room. 

They seemed to want to hide the fact that they had been kiss¬ 
ing by pretending that they had been talking about science. It 
was very stupid of them, in fact rather ill-mannered. Who did 
they think would care whether they kissed each other or not, that 
they must stop doing it directly we came in? It did not, however, 
diminish my good humour. Guido said that Ada would not 
believe that certain wasps were able to paralyse other insects, even 
much bigger than themselves, by injecting something into them 
which kept them alive and fresh, though paralysed, so that their 
offspring could use them for food. I seemed to remember too that 
some such monstrous fact did exist in nature, but I did not want 
to have to concede anything to Guido at that moment. 

“Do you take me for a wasp, that you ask me about it? ” I 

said laughing. 

We left them alone to occupy themselves with more congenial 
matters. I was beginning to find the afternoon rather long, and 
should have liked to go home and sit in my study till dinner-time. 

In the hall we met Dr. Paoli, who had just come from my 
father-in-law's bedroom. He was a young doctor who had already 
succeeded in building up a good practice. He was very fair, with 
the pink and white complexion of a boy. But he had a powerful 
physique and his remarkable eyes gave a rather imposing air of 
gravity to his whole person. His spectacles made them seem bigger 
than they really were, and when he looked at things he seemed 
to hold them with his eye as if he were caressing them. Now that 
I know both him and Dr. S (the psychoanalytic man) so well, I 
feel as if the latter gazed at things with a conscious purpose, 
whereas Paoli gazes at them out of sheer, inexhaustible curiosity. 
Paoli observes his patient in every detail, and not only him but 
also his wife and the chair he is sitting on. God knows which of 
the two does more harm to his patients! During my father-in- 
law’s illness I used often to go and see Paoli, to try and induce 
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him not to let the family know how imminent the catastrophe 
was which threatened them, and I remember that one day he gave 
me a much more searching look than I cared for, and said, smiling: 

“ How you adore your wife! ” 

He was a good observer, for as a matter of fact at the moment 
I was adoring my wife, because she suffered so much during her 
father's illness, and because I was betraying her daily. 

Paoli told us that Giovanni was even better than the day before. 
He said that there was no longer any cause for anxiety, as the 
time of year was favourable to his recovery, and he thought the 
bride and bridegroom might safely start on their honeymoon. 

“Of course,” he added, cautiously, “I mean barring unfore¬ 
seen complications.” His qualifying clause was justified; unfore¬ 
seen complications actually did take place. 

Just as he was saying good-bye he remembered that we knew 
someone called Copier, on whom he had been called to give an 
opinion only that day. He found him suffering from paralysis of 
the intestines, which had started with frightful toothache. He 
took a very serious view of it, but qualified it as usual by saying: 

“ If he lives through the night there is still hope for him.’ 

Augusta’s eyes at once filled with tears of pity, and she begged 
me to go off at once and visit our poor friend. After a moment s 
hesitation I willingly enough agreed to do so, for I was suddenly 
filled with the thought of Carla. How hard I had been on the poor 
girl! Now that Copier was removed, there she was alone on her 
landing with no fear of her compromising me, because she would 
be cut off from all means of communication with the world I 
moved in. It was important that I should go and see her at once, 
to cancel the impression she must have received from my harsh¬ 
ness that morning. 

But I took the precaution of going first to Copier s. I must at 

least be able to tell Augusta I had seen him. 

I already knew the humble, but clean and comfortable apart¬ 
ment where Copier lived in Corsia Stadion. An old pensioner had 
let him three of his five rooms. He opened the door to me himself. 
He was a heavy man with red eyes, who snorted as he paced 
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uneasily up and down the short dark passage. He told me that 
the doctor who was in charge of the case had only just gone, and 
that he had said Copier was dying. The old man talked in a low 
voice, as if he were afraid of disturbing the peace of the dying, 
and panted heavily as he talked. I lowered my voice too. People 
do that in token of respect, but perhaps the dying would rather 
be accompanied on their last journey by loud, clear voices that 
would remind them of life. 

The old man told me that a nurse was looking after the invalid. 
He made me stand reverentially outside the door for some time. 
Copier, with the death-rattle in his throat, was measuring out his 
last hours of breath. His noisy breathing consisted of two sounds; 
one hesitating, as if produced by the air he breathed in; one 
hurried, when he expelled the air from his lungs. Was he in a 
hurry to die? A pause always followed these two sounds, and I 
thought that when that pause grew longer the new life would 
have begun. 

The old man wanted me to go in, but I refused. I had been 
looked at reproachfully by too many dying people already. 

I did not wait for the pause to grow longer, but hurried off to 
Carla. I knocked at the door of her studio, which was locked; but 
there was no answer. In my impatience I kicked the door, and 
then someone opened the front door of the flat, behind me. It 
was the voice of Carla's mother which said: 

“ But who is it? " 

The old woman leaned out timidly, and when she had recog¬ 
nized me by the dim light that came from her kitchen, I saw that 
her face, in its frame of snow-white hair, became red all over. 
Carla was not in, and her mother offered to go and fetch the key 
of the studio, so that she could receive me in the only room, she 
said, which was worthy of me. But I told her not to trouble, and 
went into the kitchen and sat down on a wooden chair. A meagre 
coal fire was burning on the hearth, under a saucepan. I told her 
not to interrupt cooking the supper on my account. She reassured 
me. She said she was cooking beans and that one could never 
cook them too much. To see such poor food, in a house of which 
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I was the sole support, moved me and calmed the irritation I felt 
at not finding my mistress waiting for me. 

The old woman remained standing, though I kept asking her 
to sit down. I told her at once that I had come to bring her 
daughter some bad news: Copier was dying. 

The old woman let her arms drop to her side, and she immedi¬ 
ately sank into a chair. 

“ My God ! ” she murmured. 44 What will become of us? ” Then 
she remembered that it was worse for Copier than for her, and 
added compassionately: 

“ Poor gentleman ! He was so good too ! ” 

The tears were already streaming down her cheeks. She was 
clearly unconscious of the fact that unless the poor man had died 
he would have been turned out of her house that very day. This 
tended to reassure me. How discreet everyone was ! 

I tried to calm her by saying that I would go on doing for them 
exactly what Copier had done up to then. She pretended that she 
was not so much crying for herself as at the thought of their 
benefactor’s death; she knew there were so many kind friends 
willing to help them. 

She wanted to know what he was dying of. I told her how his 
last illness had begun, and recalled the discussion I had had with 
him a little time before about the utility of pain. Here were the 
nerves of his teeth becoming uneasy and calling for help, because 
about three feet away from them his bowels had ceased to function. 

I was so indifferent to the fate of the friend whose death-rattle I 
had heard only a short while before, that I went on playing with 
his ideas. If he had been there to hear I should have said that it 
was very easy to understand by analogy how the nerves of a 
maladc imaginaire might suffer from an illness that had broken 
out a few kilometres away. 

The old woman and I did not find much to say to each other, 
and I finally agreed to go and wait for Carla in her studio. I took 
up Garcia and tried to read a few pages. But I was not very inter¬ 
ested in singing. 

The mother soon joined me. She could not understand why 
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Carla had not come back. She told me that she had gone out to 
buy some plates, which they badly needed. 

My patience was almost exhausted. I said crossly: 

“Why did you break the plates? Couldn’t you have been 
more careful? ” 

Anyway I succeeded in getting rid of the old woman, who went 
off muttering: 

“ Only two ... I broke them myself.” 

This amused me for a moment, because I knew they had all 
been broken, and not by the old woman at all, but by Carla. 
Afterwards I discovered that Carla was not very nice to her 
mother, and that the poor old woman was terrified of saying any¬ 
thing about her to her protectors. Apparently she had once, in all 
innocence, told Copier how Carla hated her singing lessons. Copier 
scolded Carla, who was furious with her mother about it. 

When at last my exquisite mistress came I surprised her by the 
violence of my passion. She murmured with delight: 

“ Fancy my having doubted your love. I have been haunted all 
day by the idea of committing suicide, because I had given myself 
to someone who was so unkind to me directly afterwards.” 

I explained that I often got terrible pains in the head quite 
suddenly; and on subsequent occasions when, if I had not made 
a great effort, I should have hurried away to Augusta on the spot, 
I had only to talk of those pains in the head and I succeeded in 
controlling myself. I was making progress ! Meanwhile Carla and 
I mourned Copier together; we actually mingled our tears over 
him ! 

But Carla was by no means indifferent to the sad end of her 
benefactor. She became quite pale when she talked about him. 

“ I can’t help it,” she said. “ I am made like that. It will be ever 
so long before I shall dare to be left alone. I was frightened enough 
of him when he was alive.” 

And for the first time she timidly proposed my spending the 
whole night with her. It was the last thing I wanted to do; I could 
not bear the thought of spending another half-hour in that room. 
But I was anxious not to let the poor girl read my thoughts, of 
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which I was thoroughly ashamed, and began making objections 
on the ground of her mother being there. She curled her lip dis¬ 
dainfully and said: 

“ We could bring the bed in here; mother would never spy on 

__ _ tf 

me. 

I told her about the wedding banquet to which I had to go, but 
I also felt I must tell her that I should never be able to spend the 
night with her. Thanks to the resolution I had just made always 
to be kind to Carla, I managed to keep out of my voice any touch 
of harshness, but I felt that any other concession, either actual or 
promised, would have seemed like a fresh betrayal of Augusta, 
which I could not bring myself to commit. 

It suddenly became clear to me what it was that bound me most 
closely to Carla; my resolution always to be kind to her and the 
lies I told about my relations with Augusta, which in course of 
time I must gradually modify till I had done away with them 
altogether. I began that very evening, but as cautiously as possible, 
for what I had obtained in consequence of my lie was still too fresh 
in my mind. I told her that I had a strong sense of duty to my 
wife, who was a most admirable woman and certainly deserved 
to be loved better. I could not bear her to know that I had been 
unfaithful to her. 

Carla kissed me and said: 

44 That is how I like you best; I knew you were good and kind 
the first moment I saw you. I will never try to do anything that 
would hurt the poor thing.” 

I didn’t at all like Augusta being called a 44 poor thing but I 
was grateful to poor Carla for demanding so little. It was a good 
thing that she did not hate my wife. I wanted to show my grati¬ 
tude to her, and cast round in my mind for some token of affec¬ 
tion. At last I hit on it. I made her a present of a 44 private 
laundry ” in that I allowed her not to send for the singing-master 
again. 

This was the signal for an outburst of tenderness on Carla s 
part which I found rather trying but bore with fortitude. Then 
she told me that she had never wanted to give up singing. She 
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sang all day long, but in her own way. She wanted me to hear 
her sing something on the spot. But I would not hear of it, and 
took my leave rather unceremoniously. Probably it made her con¬ 
template suicide that night too, but I never gave her time to tell 
me about it. 

I went back to Copier first, for I had to take Augusta the latest 
news of the invalid, to make her believe that I had been spending 
all those hours by his bedside. Copier had been dead about two 
hours; he died almost immediately after I left. I went into his 
room accompanied by the old pensioner, who had spent the whole 
time pacing up and down the little passage. The corpse, already 
dressed, was lying on the bare mattress of the bed. A crucifix was 
placed between his hands. The pensioner told me in a low voice 
that all the proper formalities had been performed and that a 
nephew of the dead man was coming to watch by the corpse. 

I was now free to leave him, knowing that all my poor friend 
needed had been done for him, but I stayed watching him for a 
few minutes. I should have liked to screw one genuine tear of 
compassion from my eyes for the poor man who had waged so 
valiant a fight against disease, before he would consent to make 
peace. “ It is very sad ! ” I said. He had been brutally killed by an 
illness for which so many drugs exist. It seemed such a mockery. 
But I could not shed a tear. Copier’s emaciated face had never 
seemed so strong as it did now in the rigidity of death. It looked 
as if it had been hewn out of coloured marble, and no one guessed 
that it was on the brink of decay. That face seemed still to have 
an expression of life; perhaps it disapproved of me, the maladc 
imaginaire, or of Carla who would not learn singing. I shuddered 
for a moment, thinking I heard again the death-rattle of the dead 
man. But I resumed the dispassionate study of his face when I 
realized that what I took to be a death-rattle was only the pension¬ 
er’s heavy breathing, which emotion made more laboured. 

The pensioner accompanied me to the door, and begged me to 
say a good word for him if I knew of anyone wanting apartments: 

“You see I have done all I could even in a situation like this; 
I have done my duty and a great deal more too.” 
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He raised his voice for the first time, and there was a note of 
resentment in it, no doubt against poor Copier for having left his 
room without giving due notice. I went off as fast as I could, 
promising to do all that he asked. 

When I reached my father-in-law’s house I found that they had 
sat down to dinner. They asked for news at once, and so as not 
to damp the spirits of the company I said that Copier was still 
alive and that there was therefore room for hope. 

I thought the party seemed very dull. Perhaps I got this impres¬ 
sion from seeing my father-in-law condemned to a plate of soup 
and a glass of milk, while all around were feeding on the choicest 
dainties. He had plenty of time at his disposal and employed it in 
watching the others eat. When he saw Senor Francesco eating 
hors-d’oeuvres he muttered: 

“To think that he is two years older than me! ” 

And when Senor Francesco reached his third glass of white 
wine he growled: 

“That is the third ! May it turn to gall in his stomach ! ’’ 

This pious hope would not have troubled me if I myself had not 
been eating and drinking at the same table, and had not realized 
that every mouthful of wine I drank would have a like blessing 
bestowed on it. So I began eating and drinking secretly. I took 
advantage of a moment when my father-in-law’s great nose was 
hidden in his glass of milk, or when he was answering some 
remark that had been addressed to him, to swallow huge mouth¬ 
fuls of food and gulp whole glasses of wine. Alberta, simply in 
order to be funny, warned Augusta that I was drinking too much. 
My wife threatened me laughingly with her finger. She meant no 
harm, but it had the unfortunate result of making my efforts 
to eat secretly useless too. Giovanni, who had almost forgotten my 
existence, flung me, over his glass, a veritable look of hate. He 
said: 

“ I have never abused food or drink. Anyone who eats or drinks 
to excess is no man but a . . And he went on repeating the 
last word, which was not exactly complimentary. 

The wine I had drunk made that offensive word, at which every- 
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body laughed heartily, rankle in my breast, and I felt a quite 
unreasoning desire to avenge myself. I attacked my father-in-law 
at his weakest point—his illness. I shouted that the contemptible 
person was not one who ate or drank to excess, but one who 
submitted tamely to the doctor’s orders. If I had been in his place 
I should have acted very differently. At my own daughter’s 
marriage, my affection for her, if nothing else would have made 
me refuse to have my eating and drinking interfered with. 

Giovanni wrathfully observed: 

“ I should like to see you in my shoes! ” 

“Isn’t it enough to see me in my own? Do I give up smoking 
by any chance? ’’ 

It was the first time I had succeeded in boasting of this weakness 
of mine, and I at once lit a cigarette in illustration of my words. 
They all laughed, and told Senor Francesco how my life was full 
of last cigarettes. This one was not going to be the last, and I felt 
strong and combative. But the others soon withdrew their sup¬ 
port when I proceeded to pour some wine into Giovanni’s big 
drinking-water glass. They were afraid he would drink it, and 
shouted at him to stop him, till at last Signora Malfenti managed 
to get hold of the glass and take it away. 

“So you want to kill me, do you? ” asked Giovanni mildly, 
looking curiously at me. “ The wine has not done you much good.’’ 
He had made not the slightest effort to drink what I had poured 
out for him. 

I felt thoroughly depressed and in the wrong. I could almost 
have flung myself at my father-in-law’s feet to implore his for¬ 
giveness, but I knew that would probably also have been inspired 
by wine, and crushed the impulse. It was a pity, for in asking for 
forgiveness I could have confessed my fault, and the dinner would 
have lasted long enough to give me a chance of repairing that 
first unfortunate joke. There is a time for everything in this world. 
Not all drunkards fall immediately under the influence of wine. 
When I have drunk too much I go on analysing my fellow- 
creatures just as I do when sober, and probably with the same 
result. I now continued my self-analysis in order to discover how 
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I could have hit on the horrible thought of doing harm to my 
father-in-law. I discovered that I was tired, absolutely dead tired. 
If they had known what a day I had been through they would 
have made some excuse for me. I had twice seduced and violently 
abandoned one woman, and twice returned to my wife only to 
deny her twice. It was fortunate for me that some train of thought 
suddenly brought to my mind the corpse over which I had vainly 
tried to shed tears. If this had not banished my thoughts about 
the two women I should have ended by speaking of Carla. Have 
I not always had a great desire for confession, even when wine 
has not made me more expansive still? 

So I spoke about Copier instead, for I wanted them all to know 
that I had lost a great friend that day. They would be more ready 
to excuse my behaviour. 

I cried out that Copier was dead, stone dead, and that I had 
not told them before so as not to cast a gloom over the party. And 
now at last, strange to say, I felt the tears rising and had to turn 
my eyes away so as to hide them. 

They all laughed, because they did not believe me; so with an 
obstinacy which too much wine tends to produce I proceeded to 
describe his death: 

" He looked like a figure of Michelangelo, as if he had been 
hewn out of a block of marble." 

There was a general silence, interrupted by Guido, who 
exclaimed: 

"So you no longer care whether you depress us or not? " His 
reproof was deserved. I had again failed to keep a resolution. 
Perhaps I might still save the situation ! 

I began laughing immoderately and cried out: 

"I've caught you! He is still alive, and getting better." 

They all stared at me in the utmost amazement. 

" He is better," I said gravely; " he recognized me and even 
smiled at me." 

They all believed me, but were extremely indignant. Giovanni 
announced that if he had not been afraid of straining himself, he 
would have flung a plate at my head. It was of course unpardon- 
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able of me to harrow the party by inventing such a piece of 
information. It it had been true there would have been no harm 
in it. Wouldn’t it be better for me to tell them the truth even 
now? Copier was dead, and directly I was left alone I should find 
plenty of tears to shed for him; I felt they would flow abundantly 
now. I tried to find words, but Signora Malfenti, with her air of 
grande dame, interrupted me: 

“ Let us leave that unfortunate Copier in peace,” she said. 

Tomorrow will be time enough for us to think about him.” 

I instantly obeyed, even to the point of dismissing the dead 
man from my thoughts as well. “ Farewell,” I said to him. “ Wait 
for me! I will come back to you later on.” 

The time had come for the toast. The doctor had given Giovanni 
permission to drink a glass of champagne for the occasion. He 
gravely watched them pouring out the wine, and refused to touch 
it with his lips till the glass was quite full. When he had pro¬ 
posed their health in plain and simple terms, he drained it to the 
dregs. With a malicious glance at me he said that the last drop 
had been dedicated to my health. I crossed my fingers under the 
table to avert his wish, which I knew boded me no good. 

I have no very clear memory of the remainder of that evening. 

I know that at Augusta’s instigation they said lots of nice things 
about me, and quoted me as a model husband. I was quite restored 
to favour; even my father-in-law became more conciliatory. He 
said, however, that he hoped Ada’s husband would prove as good 
a one as me, and at the same time a better business man; and above 
all someone who . . . and he hunted about for the right word. 
He could not find it, nor did anyone press for it. Not even Senor 
Francesco, who, as he had only seen me for the first time that 
morning, could not be expected to know much about me. I was 
not at all offended. The consciousness that one has great wrongs 
to repair subdues one s pride a good deal. I was willing to accept 
insults readily, so long as they were accompanied by an affection 
that I knew I did not deserve. My mind, confused as it was by 
wine and fatigue, played cheerfully with the idea of the perfect 
husband which had been conjured up, and saw no reason why 
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that husband became less perfect by having committed adultery. 
One had just got to be good, and again good: nothing else 
mattered. I kissed my hand to Augusta who returned my greeting 
with a grateful smile. 

Seeing I was drunk, it occurred to some of the guests that it 
might be amusing to call on me for a toast. I accepted, because at 
that moment it seemed to me that it would set my feet firmly on 
the right path if I were to make my good resolutions in public. 
Not that I had any doubts of myself, for at that moment I really 
felt I did correspond to their description of me, but I should be 
better still, I thought, if I were to state my good resolutions in 
front of so many people who would act, as it were, as my witnesses. 

And this was how I came only to talk about Augusta and 
myself in my toast. For the second time that day I told the story 
of my marriage. In telling it to Carla I had misrepresented it, 
because I had not said anything about loving my wife; now I mis¬ 
represented it in the other direction, by saying nothing at all 
about the two people who played such an important part in the 
story—Ada and Alberta. I told of my hesitations and scruples, 
which I now bitterly regretted because they had robbed me of 
months of happiness. Then, out of gallantry, I attributed like 
hesitations to Augusta, which she laughingly denied. 

I had some difficulty in finding the thread again. I related how 
we had at last come to the honeymoon, and how I had made love 
to her in all the museums of Italy. I was so up to my neck in lies 
that I even threw in that mendacious detail, though it served no 
purpose whatever. And yet they say, “ In vino veritas.” 

Augusta broke in a second time to put things right, and said 
that she had been obliged to avoid museums, because of the 
danger the masterpieces were in at my hands. She did not see 
that she thereby threw doubts on the whole story, and not only 
one detail of it! If there had been an acute observer present he 
would at once have drawn his conclusions as to the kind of love 
I proposed making in such surroundings. 

I resumed my long, rambling speech, telling about our arrival 
home, and how we had both set to work making improvements 
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in the house, putting in this and putting in that—among other 
things a laundry. 

Augusta, still laughing, broke in again: 

“ This party is not being given in honour of us, you know, but 
for Ada and Guido ! Try and talk about them! ” 

This sally was received with clamorous applause. I laughed too, 
seeing how I had been instrumental in bringing about that state 
of noisy mirth which is dc rigueur on such occasions. But I could 
not think of anything else to say. I felt as if I had been talking 
for hours. I swallowed down several more glasses of wine, one 
after the other. 

“To Ada! ” I stood up in my place for a moment, to see 
whether she was crossing her fingers under the table. 

“ To Guido ! ” and emptying my glass I added: 

“With all my heart! ” forgetting that I had omitted this little 
coda with the first glass. 

“ To your first child! ” I should have gone on drinking glass 
after glass to each of their children in turn, if they had not ended 
by stopping me. I was quite ready to drink all the wine there was 
left on the table to those poor innocents. 

Then everything became still more dim. I only remember 
clearly that my chief concern was not to appear drunk. I sat 
upright and said very little. I mistrusted myself; I felt obliged to 
analyse every word before I uttered it. I was afraid to take part 
in the general conversation because it gave me no time to clear 
up my thoughts. I thought I would start a topic myself, and said 
to my father-in-law: 

“ Have you heard that Exterieur have gone down two points? ” 
I was talking of something I knew nothing whatever about; in fact 
I was only repeating what I had heard on the Bourse; all I wanted 
was to show that I was not drunk, by talking about business, 
which one generally forgets all about under those conditions. But 
it was clearly a more serious matter for my father-in-law, who 
called me a bird of ill-omen. I had no luck with him that day. 

Then I turned to my next-door neighbour, Alberta. We began 
talking about love. She was interested in it only in theory, and for 
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the moment I was not very interested in it in practice either. So 
it was nice to talk about it. She asked me to tell her my ideas 
about it, and I immediately discovered one which seemed to me 
to grow out of that day’s experience. A woman, I said, varied in 
value much more than any share on the Bourse. Alberta mis¬ 
understood me, and thought I meant what is of course a common¬ 
place, that a woman of a certain age has quite a different value 
from a young woman. I tried to explain myself more clearly; a 
woman might be worth a great deal at a certain hour in the 
morning, nothing at all at midday, and twice as much in the 
afternoon, whereas perhaps in the evening her value might be 
actually negative. I explained what I meant by a negative value; 
a woman might be said to have it when a man began calculating 

what he would be willing to pay if she would go a very, very 
long way off. 

The poor playwright could not see that there was any truth at 
all in my discovery; whereas I, who had fresh in my mind the 
fluctuations in value that Carla and Augusta had undergone this 
very day, was sure of it. But when I wanted to make my meaning 
still clearer, the wine I had drunk tripped me up and I made a 
terrible faux pas. 

“ Imagine,” I said, “ that your value is x; if you let me press 
your foot with mine, your value would be at least twice as great.” 

I at once suited the action to the words. 

She blushed scarlet and at once removed her foot, saying, in an 
attempt to be witty: 

“But this is practice, not theory. I shall appeal to Augusta.” 

I must confess that I also found that pressure anything but 
theoretical, but I protested with the most innocent air in the 

world: 

It is pure theory, and nothing else, and it shows you have a 
low mind if you look at it in any other way.” 

Fancies which spring from wine are as real as actual events. 
For a long time Alberta and I were unable to forget that I had 
touched a part of her body with the definite intention of experi¬ 
encing pleasure from the contact. The act had become significant 
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by being talked about, and the words by being put into practice. 
. . . So long as she remained unmarried she always greeted me 
with a smile and a blush; afterwards, with an angry blush with¬ 
out the smile. Women are made like that. Each day, as it comes, 
provides them with a new interpretation of the one that went 
before. Their life can never be at all monotonous. As regards 
myself, the interpretation of my action always remained the same: 
the theft of a small thing possessing great charm. It was Alberta’s 
fault that for a certain length of time I tried to make her remem¬ 
ber that act of mine; whereas later on I would have paid a good 
deal to have it quite forgotten. 

I remember that before I left the house something much more 
serious happened. I remained alone for a moment with Ada. 
Giovanni had gone to bed early, and the guests were taking leave 
of Senor Francesco, whom Guido was to accompany to his hotel. 
I stood gazing at Ada. She was dressed all in white lace, with 
bare neck and arms. For a long time I remained silent, though I 
wanted to say something to her, but everything that rose to my 
lips seemed inadequate when I came to analyse it. I remember I 
wondered whether it would be permissible for me to say to her: 

“ I am so delighted you are going to get married, and that you 
are marrying Guido, who is such a great friend of mine. Now at 
last all is over between us.” It was a lie of course, for everyone 
knew that all had been over between us now for some months, 
but I thought it would sound very flattering, and a woman who 
is dressed as beautifully as that deserves to have compliments paid 
her, if she can appreciate them. But after reflecting on it for some 
time, I decided to say nothing. In the sea of wine in which I was 
floating I found at last a plank that saved me. I thought it would 
be wrong of me to jeopardize Augusta’s affection only in order 
to please Ada, who did not love me. But in the agitation of the 
moment, even after I had made the effort of suppressing those 
words, I gave Ada such a look that she rose and left the room 
after turning round in alarm to see what I might be doing, and 
ready perhaps to run away if necessary. 

One remembers a look one has cast at another person, as well 
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as, or even better than one’s own words. A look is even more 
important than a word, because if you hunt the whole dictionary 
through you will never be able to undress a woman with a word. 
I know now that the look I gave Ada contradicted the words I 
had pictured myself saying to her, and thereby simplified them. 
Through her eyes I had tried to pierce her clothes and her skin. 
And it had quite clearly meant: “ So will you come to bed at 
once? ” 

Wine is a great danger not because it brings the truth to light; 
but, on the contrary, because it reveals what is past and forgotten 
and plays no part in one’s present conscious will. All the fantastic 
ideas one toyed with in the more or less recent past, and has long 
since forgotten, come crowding to the surface; it traces afresh what 
one had erased, and reads whatever is still perceptible in our 
hearts. If one has made a mistake in endorsing a cheque, it is easy 
enough to correct it; but in the heart those erasures are impossible. 
Our whole life-history is written there, and wine proclaims it 
abroad, regardless of the emendations of time. 

Augusta and I took a carriage home. I thought it my duty to kiss 
and embrace my wife in the dark, because I had often done so on 
similar occasions, and was afraid that if I did not she might think 
things had changed between us. Nothing whatever had changed 
between us: that also was proclaimed by the wine! She had 
married Zeno Cosini, and he was sitting by her, just the same as 
ever. What did it matter if I had had other women that day? 
Their number had been augmented by the wine I had drunk, and 
included now Ada or Alberta, I could not remember which. 

I remember that just as I was falling asleep I saw Copier s 
marble face on his death-bed. He seemed to ask for justice, that is 
to say for the tears I had promised him. But he did not get them 
even then, for sleep took hold of me and completely annihilated 
me. I had only time to say to the phantom: “Wait just a little 
while, I shall be with you very soon ! ’’ I never was with him 
again in any form, for I did not even go to his funeral. We had so 
much to do at home, and I outside as well, that there was no time 
to think of him. We talked about him sometimes, but only as a 
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joke, remembering how many times my wine had killed him off 
and resurrected him again. He became in fact quite a proverb in 
the family, and when the papers, as often happens, announced 
the death of someone and later corrected the announcement, we 
still say: “ Like poor Copier ! ” 

Next morning I got up with a slight headache. The pain in my 
side worried me rather too, probably because while the effect of 
the wine lasted I had not felt it at all, and had already lost the 
habit of it. But I was not really depressed. Augusta cheered me by 
saying that it would have been dreadful if I had not come to the 
wedding dinner, because before I arrived it had seemed like a 
funeral. So I need not reproach myself for having behaved badly. 
But there was one thing I felt would never be forgiven me: the 
look I had given Ada. 

When we met in the afternoon Ada gave me her hand with an 
air of anxiety which increased my own. Perhaps the fact that she 
had fled from me the day before weighed on her conscience. It 
was certainly very rude of her, but it was also extremely rude of 
me to have looked at her like that. I remembered exactly how I 
had moved my eyes, and quite understood it would be a thing 
one could not forget if one had happened to experience it. I must 
make up for it now by the most correct brotherly behaviour. 

They say that if you are suffering from having drunk too much 
the best cure is to drink still more. So I went that morning to 
Carla to recover my spirits. I went to her with the definite desire 
to live more intensely, which is what drives one back to drink, but 
on the way there I felt that I should like quite a different kind of 
intensity from the day before. I made several resolutions as I went 
along, all of them rather vague but very honourable. I knew that 
I could not abandon her at once, but I would approach that highly 
moral act by slow degrees. Meanwhile I would continue to talk 
to her about my wife. I had another envelope of money ready in 
my waistcoat in case of emergency. 

I reached Carla’s house. A quarter of an hour later she made 
me a reproach that lingered in my ears for a long while after¬ 
wards : “ How roughly you make love.” I don’t remember having 
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been particularly rough just then. I had begun talking to her 
about my wife, and the praises I gave Augusta had sounded to 
Carla’s ears like reproaches to herself. 

Then it was Carla's turn to wound me. To pass the time I told 
her how uncomfortable I had been at the banquet, especially on 
account of a toast I had proposed, which was in terribly bad 
taste. Carla remarked: 

“ If you loved your wife, you wouldn’t propose toasts in bad 
taste at her father's table." 

And she gave me a kiss, as if to reward me for loving my wife 
so little. 

But the desire for a greater intensity of life, which had already 
driven me to Carla, soon made me feel that I wanted to return 
to Augusta, the only person to whom I could talk about my love 
for herself. I had already had too much of the wine I had taken 
for a cure, and now I wanted quite a different kind of wine. But 
my relations with Carla were destined to become tenderer that 
very day, and finally to be crowned by the sympathy which, as 
I discovered later, the poor girl deserved. She had often suggested 
singing me a little song on which she wanted my criticism. But 
I was tired of her singing; even its simplicity no longer had any 
charms for me. I told her that since she refused to practise it was 
not worth while her singing any more. 

I had insulted her badly and she felt it very keenly. She was 
sitting beside me, and kept her eyes fixed on her hands, which 
were clasped on her knees, so that I should not see that she was 
crying. She repeated her reproach: 

“ How unkind you must be to someone you don’t love if you 
are so unkind to me." 

In spite of everything I am really very good-natured. So I 
allowed myself to be moved by Carla’s tears, and begged her once 
more to deafen me with her great voice in that little room. It was 
her turn to show reluctance now, and I was obliged to threaten to 
go away if she did not sing. I must confess that I thought for the 
moment I was going to recover my freedom, but hearing my threat 
my humble slave went at once with downcast eyes to the piano. 
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She sat quite still for a moment to recover herself, and passed her 
hand over her brow as if to chase away a cloud. She succeeded 
in doing so with a quickness that surprised me; and when she 
uncovered her face again it bore no trace of her former grief. 

A great surprise awaited me. Carla recited her song; she did 
not shout it, she spoke it. She told me afterwards that it was her 
master who made her shout like that; now that he had been dis¬ 
missed the shouting had gone too. This is how the little Triestine 
song began: 

Pazzo Vatnor xe vero 
Cossa ghe see de mal 
Vola che a sedes’ ani 
Sto la come un cocal. . . . 

It was a kind of spoken confession. Carla’s eyes sparkled with 
wickedneses, and expressed even more than the words. There was 
no fear of the drum of one’s ear being broken, and I went quite 
close to her, surprised and delighted at the change. I sat down 
beside her, and she recited the canzonetta as if she were addressing 
it directly to me, half closing her eyes and telling me in the 
sweetest, purest tone of voice that her sixteen years cried out for 
love and liberty. 

I had for the first time an opportunity of studying Carla’s 
face. It was a pure oval, only broken by the deep and beautiful 
curve of her eyebrows and the faint line of the cheek-bones, and 
made purer still by its snowy whiteness, now that her face was 
turned toward me and the light, instead of being half in shadow. 
Her skin seemed almost transparent, yet scarcely a trace of the 
delicate veins appeared in it, and something in its soft lines 
called up all my instincts of love and protection. 

I was ready to offer it all to her now unconditionally, even at 
the very moment when I most wanted to go back to Augusta; 
for Carla seemed only to ask for a fatherly love, which I could 
give her without any infidelity. What a satisfaction for me ! I 
could stay there with Carla, giving all that the oval of her face 
demanded, and at the same time I could feel myself near Augusta ! 



WIFE AND MISTRESS 253 

My love for Carla became more tender, more refined. Hence¬ 
forward I need not run away if I felt aspirations toward honesty 

and purity: I had only to turn the conversation into another 
channel. 

Was it my discovery of her oval face which gave me this new 
sensation of happiness, or her musical talent? Her talent was 
undeniable. The strange dialect folk-song ends with a verse in 
which the woman declares that she is old and abandoned, and 
seeks no other liberty now than to die. Carla put an extraordinary 
amount of temperament into her rendering of the poor verses. In 
her it was youth disguised as age which continued to proclaim 
its rights from a new point of view. When at the end she found 
me full of admiration she too for the first time seemed to feel a 
genuine liking as well as love for me. She knew that her little 

song had pleased me more than the style that her singing-master 
had taught her. 

It is a pity," she added sadly, “ that unless one sings in cafes 
chantants it is impossible to make enough to live." 

It was easy for me to convince her that this was not true. There 

were plenty of great artists in the world who recited instead of 
singing. 

She made me tell her their names. She was enraptured when 
she discovered how important her art might become. 

I know," she naively said, “ that this way of singing is much 
more difficult than the other in which you only have to shout at 
the top of your voice." 

I smiled and did not discuss the matter further. Her art was 
certainly difficult too, and she realized it because it was the only 
art she had any knowledge of. That little song had cost her a 
great deal of study. She had said it over and over again, correcting 
the intonation of each word and each note. Now she was studying 
another, but would not know it for several weeks yet, and till 
then she did not want me to hear it. 

There followed enchanting moments in that room, which up to 
then had only been the scene of violent love-making. A new 
career was opening before Carla, a career that would perhaps take 
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her off my hands. It was very much what Copier had dreamt of 
for her! I suggested finding a master for her. At first the word 
frightened her, but she consented at once when I told her that 
she would be perfectly free to dismiss him if she did not like him 
and found him of no use. 

I got on very well with Augusta too that day. My mind was as 
easy as if I had just returned from a walk instead of from Carla s 
house; I felt, no doubt, just as poor Copier did on the days when 
he left the house without having had any reason for being angry. 
I had the delicious sensation of having reached an oasis. It would 
have been terribly bad for my health if my long affair with Carla 
had been one perpetual excitement. From that day things went 
on more quietly, as if as a result of the aesthetic beauty we enjoyed 
together; with only an occasional interruption that sufficed to 
arouse afresh my love for Carla and also for Augusta. Every visit I 
paid to Carla meant of course that I was unfaithful to Augusta, 
but all was soon forgotten in a health-giving bath of good resolu¬ 
tions. And there was nothing brutal or sadistic now in my good 
resolutions, as when I had felt a passionate need to tell Carla I 
would never see her again. I had become gentle and protective; my 
thoughts turned again to her career. Giving up a woman each 
day in order to run after her the next would have been an alto¬ 
gether too exhausting process for my poor heart to bear. As it was, 
Carla remained in my power, and I was able to influence her now 
in one direction, now in another. 

It was some time before my good resolutions were strong 
enough to induce me to scour the city in search of a teacher who 
would do for Carla. I toyed with the good resolution while con¬ 
tinuing to do nothing about it. Then one fine day Augusta told 
me she was going to become a mother; whereupon my resolution 
grew to gigantic proportions and Carla had her teacher. 

One reason why I had waited so long was that it was clear that 
Carla, even without a master, would be capable of working 
seriously at her new art. Each week she had a new song to recite 
to me, carefully thought out both as to expression and articula¬ 
tion of the words. Perhaps certain tones ought to have been 
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lighter, but no doubt she would find the right balance in time. 
One decisive proof that Carla was an artist was the way she went 
on perfecting her songs without letting go of what was best in 
her first conception. I often used to make her recite her earliest 
songs again, and there was always some new touch that was very 
much to the point. 

Seeing how ignorant she was, it was remarkable that in spite of 
her efforts to give the utmost expression to the song she never 
introduced a false or exaggerated note. Like a true artist she 
added a small stone to the building daily, without destroying 
what was there already. The song was not stereotyped, only the 
sentiment that inspired it. Before she began singing Carla used 
always to pass her hand over her face, and that moment’s quiet 
sufficed to plunge her in the drama she had to create. Nor was 
the drama always puerile. The ironic mentor of 

Rosina tc xc nata in un casoto 

must not be taken too seriously. The speaker seemed to wish it 
to be treated as an everyday story. Carla had a different concep¬ 
tion of it but she arrived at the same conclusion: 

“ My sympathy is with Rosina, for otherwise the song would 
not be worth singing,” she said. 

It sometimes happened that Carla would quite unconsciously 
rekindle my love for Augusta and my remorse on her account. 
In fact it happened whenever she did anything that seemed to 
aim at undermining the unassailable position held by my wife. 
She was still as anxious as ever to have me to herself for one 
whole night; she confided to me that it seemed to her something 
was wanting in our intimacy because we had never slept 
together. 

As I wished to get into the habit of treating her more gently 
I did not absolutely refuse to do what she wanted, but it almost 
always seemed to me that it would be impossible to do so unless 
I could make up my mind to find Augusta looking out of the 
window, after having sat up for me all night. Besides, would it 
not be a fresh infidelity to my wife? Sometimes, especially when 
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desire had driven me to Carla, I felt inclined to satisfy her, but 
almost immediately afterwards the difficulty and impossibility of 
the situation was borne in on me. So that for a long time the idea 
remained in abeyance, neither realized nor actually dismissed. It 
was understood that we had agreed sooner or later to spend a 
whole night together; and there was every facility now for doing 
so, for I had persuaded the Gercos to give notice to the tenants 
who lived in the middle part of their flat, cutting it in two; so 
that Carla at last had a bedroom to herself. 

Soon after Guido’s wedding my father-in-law had the attack 
that finally killed him, and I was foolish enough to tell Carla that 
my wife was obliged to spend the night at her father’s bedside, 
so as to allow my mother-in-law to get a little rest. Having done 
so there was no way of getting out of it; Carla insisted on my 
spending that night with her—the very night that was to be so 
painful for my wife. I had not the courage to refuse, and agreed 
with a heavy heart. 

I prepared for the sacrifice by not going to see Carla in the 
morning, so that I rushed round to her in the evening full of 
unsatisfied desire, saying to myself that it was childish to think 
I was being more unfaithful to Augusta just because at that 
moment she was obliged to suffer owing to quite a different cause. 
I even felt impatient with poor Augusta for delaying me while 
she explained to me where to find everything I might need for 
supper, for the night and for breakfast the next morning. 

Carla received me in her studio. Soon after, the old woman who 
was at once her mother and maid-of-all-work, served a delicious 
little meal, which I supplemented with what I had brought for 
dessert. Then she came in and cleared away, and I should have 
been only too glad to go to bed at once; but it was really too 
early, and Carla persuaded me to let her sing first. She went 
through the whole of her repertoire, and that was the part of 
the evening I enjoyed most, for the excitement with which I 
waited for the moment when I might enjoy my mistress added 
to the pleasure I always took in listening to her recitals. 

“ The audience would load you with flowers and applause,” I 
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said, forgetting that it would be impossible for a whole audience 
to share my present state of mind. 

We went to bed at last in a small, bare room, meanly furnished. 
It looked like part of a passage, divided in two by a wall. I was 
not at all sleepy, but even if I had been, I reflected with horror 
that it would have been impossible to sleep in such a stuffy place. 

Carla’s mother called to her in a timid voice. She went to the 
door to answer, and half closed it again behind her. I heard her 
asking the old woman crossly what she wanted. The other said 
something I could not hear, and then Carla cried out angrily, as 
she slammed the door in her mother’s face: 

“ Leave me alone. I've told you I am going to sleep here 
tonight! ” 

Then I discovered that Carla, who was afraid of the dark, 
always slept in her old bedroom with her mother, where there 
was another bed, and that the bed we were sleeping on was 
generally empty. It was of course fear that had made her try to 
get me to desert Augusta. She admitted with a malicious satisfac¬ 
tion, which I did not share, that she felt safer with me than with 
her mother. That bed, all alone there in the little room next door 
to the studio, gave me food for reflection. I had never seen it 
before. I felt jealous ! And I did not at all like the way Carla had 
spoken to her mother. How different from Augusta, who had 
denied herself my company in order to wait on her parents. I am 
particularly sensitive to any lack of consideration in children 
toward their parents. How patiently I put up with my own dear 
father’s whims ! 

Carla was quite unconscious both of my jealousy and my 
unfavourable criticism of her. I suppressed any inclination to 
show that I was jealous, for I felt I hardly had the right to be so, 
seeing that I had spent a good part of my time in wishing that 
someone would take my mistress off my hands. And there was 
no point in showing the poor girl that I despised her just when 
I was again toying with the idea of giving her up finally; though 
I despised her all the more for the very reasons that a short time 
ago would have made me still more jealous. The important thing 
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was to get away as quickly as possible from that horrible little 
room containing barely three cubic feet of air, and overheated 
into the bargain. 

I can’t remember exactly what excuse I made for going away 
almost at once. I threw on my clothes in frantic haste. I think I 
said something about having forgotten to give my wife a key, so 
that she would not be able to get in, supposing she needed some¬ 
thing from the house. I showed her the key, which was really the 
one I always carried about in my pocket, but which I produced as 
a tangible proof of the truth of my statements. Carla did not 
attempt to keep me; she dressed too, and came with me to light 
me down the stairs. In the darkness I thought I felt her cast 
searching glances at me now and then, and wondered in some 
anxiety whether she was beginning to understand me. It was not 
so easy, seeing how good I was at pretending. To show my grati¬ 
tude to her for letting me go I touched her cheek with my lips 
several times and pretended to be still under the influence of the 
emotion that had driven me to her. That I acted well was obvious 
from the results. Carla had told me shortly before, in an access 
of lyrical enthusiasm, that the ugly name of Zeno which my 
parents had given me was not worthy of me. According to her I 
ought to have been called Dario, and when she said good-bye to 
me at the foot of the dark staircase, that was the name she called 
me by. But I felt that I could not endure her for another second, 
and fled with the key still in my hand. I had almost come to 
believe myself that it really was the one I said it was. 

The night was intensely dark, but the darkness was broken 
from time to time by dazzling flashes of lightning. Thunder 
rumbled far away in the distance. The air was very still and as 
suffocating as in Carla’s room. Even the raindrops that fell at 
intervals were warm. Evidently a storm was threatening, and I 
ran at full speed. By good luck I found a lighted entrance still 
open in the Corsia Stadion and took shelter there just in time. 
Immediately afterwards the deluge came. The downpour of rain 
was lashed by a furious wind that seemed to bring the thunder 
along with it until it was almost above one’s head. I shuddered 
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to think how compromising it would be for me to be found struck 
dead by lightning at that hour in the Corsia Stadion. Fortunately 
my wife knew that I was a man of strange tastes who might even 
take it into his head to walk as far as that at night, so probably 
an excuse would be found. 

I had to stay in that entrance for over an hour. I kept on think¬ 
ing that the weather was going to get better, but each time the 
rain came on again with greater fury. And now it had turned 
to hail. 

The porter of the house came to keep me company in the 
entrance, and I had to give him something for keeping the outer 
door open a little longer. Then a gentleman joined us, who was 
dressed in white and dripping with water. He was old and thin 
and withered. I never saw him again, but I cannot forget the 
light in his black eyes and the vitality that emanated from each 
point of his small person. He swore at the weather for making 
him so dirty. 

I have always loved talking to people I don’t know. I feel quite 
safe and sound with them; it is quite a rest to be with them. If 
only I take care not to limp I am all right. 

When at last the rain began to give over I went as quickly as 
I could, not to my own house but to my father-in-law's. I felt at 
that moment that it was my duty to be on the spot in case I was 
needed. 

My father-in-law was asleep and Augusta, who had her sister 
to help her, was able to join me. She said it was so nice of me to 
have come, and flung herself weeping into my arms. She had seen 
her father suffer horribly. 

She noticed that I was quite wet. She made me sit down in 
an armchair and covered me with some rugs. Then she sat down 
beside me for a little while. I was very tired and found it hard 
work to keep awake, even during the short time she was with 
me. I felt very innocent in not having been unfaithful to the 
extent of staying away from home all night. Innocence was so 
delightful that I tried to increase the sensation of it. I began 
putting a few words together which sounded like a confession. I 
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said I felt weak and guilty but, seeing that she looked at me 
inquiringly at this point as if in need of an explanation, I drew 
in my horns again and began talking about the sense of sin which 
I had in every word I spoke or breath I drew in. 

“ That is what the monks believe,” said Augusta. “ Perhaps it 
is for the sins we have unconsciously committed that we are being 
punished now.” 

The words were well suited to her tears, which continued to 
flow. It seemed to me that she had not quite understood the 
difference between my way of thinking and that of the monks, 
but I did not want to discuss it, and to the monotonous accompani¬ 
ment of the wind, which had now risen, I soon fell into a long, 
refreshing sleep, my mind quite eased by my attempted confession. 

When the question of the singing-master came up again I 
arranged everything within a few hours. I had made up my mind 
some time who it was to be, and to tell the truth I chose him 
because his fees were lower than those of any other teacher in 
Trieste. I thought it better not to come into it myself, so I sent 
Carla to call on him. In fact I have never seen him, but I know 
a great deal about him now and he is one of the people in the 
world whom I most respect. He is evidently a very simple-minded, 
healthy creature, which is strange in an artist who lives so 
entirely for art as Vittorio Lali. I must say that I envy him for 
being such a genius and at the same time so healthy. 

I at once noticed a change in Carla’s voice; it became softer 
and at the same time surer and more flexible. We were so afraid 
that he might force it, like the teacher whom Copier had chosen. 
He may have adapted himself to Carla’s wishes, in any case he 
always kept to the style of singing which she preferred. It was 
only some months afterwards that I found she had departed from 
it slightly as her feeling became finer. She no longer sang Triestine 
or Neapolitan canzonettas, but old Italian songs; and from them 
she passed to Mozart and Schubert. 

I remember specially a cradle song attributed to Mozart, and 
sometimes when I am most conscious of the sadness of life, and 
think regretfully of the fragile girl who was my mistress but 
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whom I never loved, the cradle song rings reproachfully in my 
ears. I see again Carla in her role of mother, summoning her 
sweetest tones to woo her baby to sleep. But she, who was unfor¬ 
gettable as a lover, was too bad a daughter ever to become a good 
mother. She could sing like a mother though, and that was a gift 
that covered a multitude of sins. 

Carla told me her singing-master’s story. He had studied for 
several years at the Vienna Conservatoire and had then come to 
Trieste, where he had the good fortune to work for our best 
composer, who was stricken with blindness. He took down all his 
compositions to dictation, and was treated by him with the con¬ 
fidence that all blind people feel the need of reposing absolutely 
in anyone on whom they are dependent. So he got to know his 
ideas and schemes, which though they were mature remained 
always eternally youthful. He soon became familiar with every 
kind of music, and knew just what Carla needed. She described 
his appearance to me: he was young and fair and rather solidly 
built, negligently dressed with a soft shirt that sometimes might 
have been cleaner, a large flowing tie that must once have been 
black, and a shabby broad-brimmed hat. He was a man of few 
words, according to Carla; and I think she was speaking the 
truth, for a few months later when he became more confidential 
she told me at once. He was entirely absorbed in his work. 

Fresh complications very soon set in. It was with a feeling of 
bitter jealousy, as well as love, that I went to see Carla in the 
morning, though it passed off somewhat during the day. I could 
not believe that the young man would not take advantage of 
such an easy prey. Carla appeared surprised at my thinking of 
such a thing, but her surprise made me think it all the more. Had 
she forgotten already what had happened between her and me? 

I arrived one day wild with jealousy, and frightened her so 
much that she offered at once to dismiss the singing-master. I 
don’t think that it was only because she was afraid of losing my 
support, for she showed me many genuine signs of affection at 
that time, which sometimes made me intensely happy, and, when 
I was in another frame of mind, irritated me because I felt them 
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to be directed against Augusta; and yet, however much I wanted 
to, I could not dissociate myself from them. I was embarrassed by 
her suggestion, which I felt I could not accept whatever mood I 
might be in at the moment. I felt the need of keeping the channel 
open between my two states of being, and I did not want to 
curtail in any way my freedom to pass from one to the other at 
will. Though I could not accept her suggestion it made me realize 
that I must be more careful, and I resolved, however jealous I 
might feel, not to show it. My love became more and more a 
source of irritation to me, and I ended by feeling Carla to be an 
inferior being, whether I desired her or not. At times I did not 
care whether she was unfaithful to me or not; she seemed quite 
unimportant. When I was not hating her I no longer remembered 
her existence. I belonged to the sphere of health and respectability 
wherein Augusta reigned supreme, and I returned to her body 
and soul as soon as I could escape from Carla. 

Carla was in reality absolutely sincere, so that I know exactly for 
how long I could call her completely mine—and it was a very long 
time. My periodical jealousy was no doubt the expression of an 
obscure sense of justice. What I deserved actually did happen. 
The singing-master fell in love first. The first intimation I had of 
it was something that Carla triumphantly repeated to me, as a 
sign that she had scored her first success as an artist and earned 
my congratulations. He said that he enjoyed teaching her so much 
that if at any time she could not afford to pay for more lessons 
he would go on giving them to her gratis. I felt inclined to box 
her ears, but I soon recovered and pretended to be as glad as she 
was about her success. She forgot the grimace I had made on 
hearing the news (like when one bites into a lemon), and accepted 
my tardy praise quite calmly. He had told her all his private 
affairs, which were nothing very much: music, poverty, family 
worries. His sister had been a great trouble to him, and he had 
succeeded in making Carla take a great dislike to a woman she 
had never seen. I thought her dislike very compromising. They 
sang together songs of his own composition, which I thought very 
poor both when I was in love with Carla and when I found her 
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a burden. Perhaps they were good all the same, but I have never 
heard anyone speak of them since. He later conducted an 
orchestra in the United States, and it may be that they sing those 
songs over there. 

But the day she told me that he had asked her to marry him 
and that she had refused I passed two horrible half-hours; the 
first because I was so furious with the singing-master that I should 
have liked to wait till he came in order to kick him out; the 
second because I could see no means of reconciling the continu¬ 
ation of my liaison with Carla’s marriage, which I yet felt to be a 
much more satisfactory and moral solution of our relationship 
than the career that Carla had pictured starting in my company. 

Why did the God-forsaken teacher want to take fire so soon? 
During the year that our liaison had lasted, so much had adjusted 
itself between Carla and me; even my frown had vanished when 
I said good-bye to her. If I still reproached myself I felt hardly any 
remorse, and though Carla would still have been right in saying 
that I made love roughly she seemed to have got used to it. This 
was not so difficult for her, for I had never again treated her with 
the brutality of the first days of our liaison, and having endured 
that, the rest must have seemed to her comparatively mild. 

So that even if Carla no longer meant very much to me I coidd 
easily foresee that I should be by no means content to come to 
see my mistress and not find her. Of course it would be wonderful 
to be able to go back to Augusta without having enjoyed the 
usual interlude with Carla, and at that moment I felt quite equal 
to doing so. But I should have liked to have given it a trial first. 
The resolution I made was more or less as follows: Tomorrow I 
will beg her to accept his proposal but I will prevent her doing 
so today. And by a great effort I continued to behave as a lover. 
Now that I am able to look back on every phase of my adventure, 
I see that it looks as if I wanted to make another man marry my 
mistress and yet keep her for myself, as somebody much more 
experienced and of a much colder temperament than myself 
might have done. But I was far from being as immoral as that, 
and such a design never entered my head. I wanted her to marry 
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the singing-master, but to postpone her decision till tomorrow. 
It was only now that what I persist in calling my state of inno¬ 
cence came to an end. I could no longer adore Carla for a short 
time every day and then hate her for twenty-four hours on end; or 
wake every morning as innocent as a new-born babe, and pass 
the day in wonderment at the adventures it brought, though it 
was just like all the other days, and I ought to have known those 
adventures by heart. 

This was no longer possible. I saw before me the probability 
of losing my mistress for ever unless I could overcome my desire 
to get rid of her. I instantly overcame it. 

And so it came about that just the very day when she had 
ceased to matter anything at all to me, I made with Carla a scene 
that in its falsity and jealous rage resembled the scene I had made 
with Augusta that night in the carriage. But on this occasion I was 
not drunk with wine; I was only genuinely moved by the sound 
of my own words. I told her I loved her, that I could not live 
without her, but that I did not see how I could ask her to sacrifice 
her whole life to me, when I had nothing to offer in comparison 
with what she offered me. 

It struck an altogether new note in our relationship, already 
rich in passionate experiences. She listened enraptured to my 
words, and it was a long time before she made up her mind to 
tell me that I need not worry about Lali being in love with her, 
because she did not care for him in the least. 

I thanked her with the same ardour as before, though I was 
no longer moved by it myself. I felt a certain weight on my chest; 
evidently I was more deeply involved than ever. Instead of 
diminishing, my feigned ardour increased in order to give me the 
opportunity to say a word of eulogy for poor Lali. I did not want 
to let him go; I wanted to reserve him—but for the following day. 

When we had to consider the question of keeping him on or 
of dismissing him as a singing-master, we were in complete agree¬ 
ment; I had no wish to rob her of her career as well as of a 
husband. She admitted that she thought a great deal of him as a 
teacher; at every lesson she realized more how much she needed 
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his help. She begged me not to worry, and to have complete 
confidence in her, assuring me that she loved me and me only. 

Evidently my adultery was growing in scope and importance. 
I had now become bound more closely than ever to my mistress. 
New links had become forged in our relationship, which threatened 
to invade a territory reserved hitherto to my married love. But 
directly I got home my new affection for Carla was diverted into 
an increasing tenderness for my wife. For Carla I felt nothing but 
profound mistrust. Who knows what truth there was in that 
proposal of marriage? I should not have been surprised if one 
fine day Carla had presented me with a son who had a great gift 
for music. I again made iron resolutions, which I took with me 
to Carla, forgot while I was with her, and remembered again 
almost before I left her. The resolutions existed for their own 
sake, and had no practical results whatever. 

And for the time being everything remained as before. The 
summer passed away, and carried off my father-in-law. I found 
plenty to occupy me in Guido’s new house of business, where I 
did more work than I had ever done before, not excepting my 
varied studies at the University. I will say more later about this 
new activity of mine. The winter went by, and the first green 
leaves that opened in my garden found me more sure of myself 
than those of the year before. My daughter Antonia was born. 
Carla’s master was still at our disposition, but Carla would not 
hear of marrying him at present, and I still wanted to put it 
off too. 

But events that seemed at the time to be of no importance 
produced very serious results in my relations with Carla. They 
passed almost unobserved at the time, and it was only their con¬ 
sequences that drew my attention to them. 

It was just at the beginning of spring that I consented to go 
for a walk with Carla in the Giardino Pubblico. I felt it to be 
terribly compromising for me, but Carla was so anxious to walk 
in the sunshine leaning on my arm that I at last consented. We 
were not to be allowed to spend even a few moments together as 
husband and wife, for even this attempt ended badly. 


I* 


266 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

We sat down on a seat, the better to enjoy the sudden warmth; 
the sun for the first time seemed to be entering again into his 
kingdom. On weekday mornings the garden was deserted, and I 
thought if we sat still we should run still less danger of being 
seen. But we had not been sitting long when I saw Tullio 
approaching, with slow but mighty strides, leaning on his crutch. 
(He was the individual of the fifty-four muscles.) He sat down 
beside us without looking at us. Then he raised his head, his eyes 
met mine, and he said: 

“ Well, how are you after all this long time? Are you less busy 
than you were? " 

He had sat down quite close to me, and after I had recovered 
from my surprise my first instinct was to prevent him catching 
sight of Carla. But directly he had shaken hands with me he 
asked: 

“ Is that your wife? " 

He waited for me to introduce him. 

I had to give way. 

" Signorina Carla Gerco, a friend of my wife's." 

Then I went on lying, and Tullio told me afterwards himself 
that my second lie sufficed to make everything clear to him. I 
said with a forced smile: 

“ The young lady sat down beside me too, without seeing me." 

It is important to remember, if one is going to tell lies, that 
one must only tell essential ones if one wants to be believed. 
When we next met, Tullio said to me with his native common 

sense: 

"You explained too much; I guessed at once that that charm¬ 
ing young lady was your mistress.” 

I had already lost Carla, and it was a satisfaction to be able to 
tell Tullio that he was right, but that she had, alas, given me up. 
He did not believe me, for which I was grateful to him. I thought 
his incredulity was somehow a good omen. 

That meeting in the garden produced in Carla an ill-humour 
that I had never seen in her before. I know now that her rebellion 
dated from that moment, but I did not notice it at once because 


WIFE AND MISTRESS 


267 

I had turned my back on her in order to listen to Tullio telling 
me about his illness and the various cures he had tried. I after¬ 
wards discovered that no woman can consent to be slighted in 
public, whatever treatment she may put up with in private. She 
vented her wrath on the poor cripple rather than on me, refusing 
to reply when he spoke to her. I could not listen to him either 
with any patience, for at the moment I could not interest myself 
in his cures. I looked hard at him and tried to read in his little 
eyes what he was really thinking about our meeting. I knew he 
had retired, and that having nothing to do all day he might easily 
amuse himself by gossiping about us in the narrow circle of 
Triestine society, which was all that existed in those days. 

After reflecting on it for some time Carla got up as if to leave 
us. She murmured good-bye and began to move away. 

I knew she was angry with me and, while still reckoning with 
Tullio’s presence, I tried to snatch an opportunity for reconciling 
myself with Carla. I asked her to allow ine to accompany her as I 
was going in the direction of her house. Her cold good-bye had 
sounded like a final farewell, and this was the first time I feared 
she would leave me for good. Such a cruel threat quite took my 
breath away. 

But Carla did not know herself where she was going with such 
a firm step. She was giving vent to a momentary exasperation, 
which would soon have passed. 

She waited for me and we walked along side by side without 
speaking. When we got home she burst into a flood of tears, 
which distressed me less, because they forced her to take refuge 
in my arms. I explained to her who Tullio was and what harm 
his tongue might do me. As she still went on crying in my arms 
I ventured on a firmer tone: Did she want to compromise me? 
Had we not agreed to do all in our power to give as little suffering 
as possible to the poor woman who was my wife and the mother 
of my child? 

Carla seemed to agree, but she wanted to be alone to recover 
herself. I went away in quite good spirits. 

It must have been this adventure that made her keep wanting 
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to appear in public as my wife. It seemed that as she did not want 
to marry the singing-master she was bent on making me fill a 
good part of the place that she had refused him. She kept on 
plaguing me to take two seats at the theatre, which we were to 
occupy as if by chance, both coming in by different doors and 
sitting down next to each other. But I would only consent to go 
with her several times to the Giardino Pubblico, which marked 
the limit of my excursions on foot; only now I arrived from the 
opposite direction. I would never go beyond. My mistress was 
beginning to resemble me a little too much. For no reason at all 
she would break out into sudden bursts of anger. She soon came 
to her senses again, but the fear of these outbursts sufficed to 
make me very docile and attentive to her. I would often find her 
dissolved in tears, and could never succeed in getting any explana¬ 
tion of the cause of her grief. Perhaps it was my fault for not 
insisting enough on her telling me. When I got to know her 
better, that is to say when she left me, no further explanation 
was necessary. Necessity had compelled her to fling herself into 
that adventure with me, though I was not really what she wanted. 
In my arms she had become a woman and, as I like to think, an 
honest woman. Naturally this is not to be attributed to any merit 
of mine, especially as I had nothing but disappointment in the 
end. 

She developed a new caprice, which at first surprised me and 
then moved me deeply; she wanted to see my wife. She swore she 
would not go near her and that she would take care not to be 
seen by her. I promised her that if I happened to hear my wife 
was going out at a particular time I would let her know. She 
must not see my wife near my villa, which was in a lonely spot 
where every passer-by attracts attention, but in one of the 
crowded streets of the city. 

About this time my mother-in-law had some disease of the 
eyes which obliged her to keep a bandage over them for several 
days. This bored her terribly, and to see that she obeyed the 
doctor’s orders exactly, her daughters took it in turn to sit with 
her; my wife in the morning and Ada from four o’clock in the 
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afternoon. I don’t know even now what led me to indicate Ada 
to Carla as my wife. No doubt after the singing-master’s proposal 
I felt the need of attaching her more closely to me, and I may 
have thought that the lovelier my wife seemed to her the more 
she would love the man who, in some sort, had sacrificed such a 
woman to her. Augusta was at that time no more than a splen¬ 
didly healthy nursing mother. Perhaps I was guided to a certain 
extent by considerations of prudence. I had good reasons to fear 
Carla’s capricious humour, and if she had let herself be carried 
away into some indiscretion before Ada it would not have 
mattered so much, seeing that I already had sufficient proof that 
Ada would never try to damage me in Augusta’s eyes. 

If Carla had compromised me with Ada I should have told the 
latter the whole story, and not without a certain secret satisfaction. 

But my stratagem had results that I could never have foreseen. 
Feeling slightly anxious as to how things had gone, I went to see 
Carla earlier than usual next morning. I found her quite changed 
from the day before. The pure oval of her face wore an expression 
of great seriousness. I was going to kiss her but she repulsed me 
at first, then let me just touch her cheeks with my lips to induce 
me to listen to her quietly. I sat down at the table facing her. She 
took up a sheet of paper on which she had been writing till I 
came in, and put it with some deliberation among the music 
that was lying on the table. I took no notice of the sheet of paper 
and it was only later that I learned it was a letter to Lali. 

I know now that up to that moment Carla’s soul had been 
tom by doubts. She gazed at me questioningly with her serious 
eyes; then she turned toward the window, as if she sought to be 
alone with herself and to look into her own heart. Perhaps if I 
had been quicker to divine what was going on in her mind I 
might even then have kept my exquisite mistress for myself. 

She told me about her meeting with Ada. She had waited for 
her outside my mother-in-law’s house, and when she came out 
had recognized her at once. 

“Nobody could have mistaken her. You had described her chief 
features to me. Oh, how well you know her! ” 



270 CONFESSIONS OF ZENO 

She was silent for a moment, trying to control the tumult of 
her senses, which made it difficult for her to speak. Then she 
went on: 

“ I don’t know what has happened between you, but I don’t 
want ever again to betray that woman. She is so beautiful and so 
sad ! I shall write to the singing-master today, saying that I am 
willing to marry him ! ” 

“Sad?” I exclaimed in astonishment. “You must have made 
a mistake, or she may have had a shoe that pinched her at that 
moment.” 

Ada sad ! Why, she was always laughing and smiling; even 
that very morning when I had seen her at my house. 

But Carla knew more about it than I did. 

“ A shoe that pinched her ! She had the carriage of a goddess 
walking on the clouds ! ” 

She told me with ever-growing agitation that she had even had 
a few words addressed to her—ah, such sweet ones—by Ada. 
The latter had dropped her handkerchief and Carla had picked it 
up and given it back to her. Her brief words of thanks had moved 
Carla to tears. Something else had also happened between the 
two women. Carla maintained that Ada had noticed she was 
crying and had given her a parting look of tender sympathy. 
Everything was plain to Carla; my wife knew that I was unfaith¬ 
ful to her, and was suffering. That was why she had decided not 
to see me any more, and to marry Lali. 

I did not know what to say in my own defence. It would have 
been easy for me to talk about Ada as if I disliked her, but not 
about my wife, who was so busy doing her duty as a good mother 
that she did not perceive what was going on in my mind. I asked 
Carla if she had not noticed a certain hard look in Ada’s eyes, 
and that her voice was low and harsh without any touch of 
gentleness. If only I could have had Carla’s love again, there on 
the spot, I would gladly have attributed many other failings to 
my wife; but how could I, seeing that for about a year now I 
had been praising her to the skies before my mistress? 

I got out of it another way. I was so deeply moved myself that 
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the tears rose to my eyes. I felt I was greatly deserving of pity. 
Without at all intending it, I had fallen head-first into a dilemma 
from which I could see no way out. It was intolerable to have 
Ada and Augusta mistaken for each other like that. The real 
facts were that my wife was not at all beautiful, and that Ada, 
who so keenly aroused Carla’s compassion, had treated me very 
badly. Carla was really unjust in her judgment of me. 

My tears softened Carla a little toward me. 

“ Dear Dario,” she said, “ it does me good to see you cry. There 
must have been some misunderstanding between you two, and 
it has got to be cleared up. I don’t want to be too hard on you 
but I have made up my mind never to betray her again. I am 
determined she shan’t have to cry because of me. I swear it ! ” 

In spite of having sworn it, she did betray Augusta one last 
time. She wanted to part from me for ever with a final kiss, but 
I would only allow this kiss to take one form, otherwise I should 
have parted from her full of resentment. So she submitted. We 
both murmured: “ For the last time.” 

It was an exquisite moment. That resolution taken by both of 
us in common had the power to wipe out all our guilt. We were 
innocent and happy. Kind fate had requited me with one moment 
of perfect bliss. 

I felt so happy that I went on with the comedy up to the 
moment of saying good-bye. We were never to see each other 
again. She refused the envelope that I always carried in my 
pocket, and would not even accept any memento from me. Every 
trace of our past must be banished from the new life on which 
we were entering. Then I consented to kiss her on the foiehead 
like a father, as she had wanted me to at first. 

On the stairs I had a sudden misgiving that the matter was 
becoming too serious. If I could have known that she would still 
be at my disposition the next day I should not have been troubled 
so soon with thoughts of the future. She watched me go down¬ 
stairs from her landing, and I called up to her, laughingly: 

** Till tomorrow ! ” 

She gave a start of shocked surprise and went away, saying: 
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“ Never again ! ” 

All the same I felt relieved to think I had dared to say some¬ 
thing that left the way open for a last embrace, if I felt the desire 
for it. With nothing I wanted to do and no business to attend 
to, I spent the whole day with Augusta and in Guido’s office. My 
complete idleness gave me the opportunity to see more of my 
wife and child than usual. I was not only kind to them but 
played a father’s part in the direction of the household, giving 
orders and looking into everything. As I was going to bed I said 
to myself: 

“ Every day ought to be like this.” 

Before we went to sleep Augusta felt she must confide a great 
secret to me; her mother had told her only today. A few days ago 
Ada had come upon Guido kissing one of the maids. Ada would 
have preferred to ignore it, but the girl had been insolent and 
she had sent her away on the spot. Yesterday they had all been 
anxious to hear what Guido would do about it; if he had com¬ 
plained Ada had intended to ask for a separation. But Guido had 
laughed and protested that Ada had made a mistake; he had 
nothing against her being sent away as he could not bear the girl, 
he said. The matter appeared to have been smoothed over. 

I was very curious to know whether Ada really had been 

wrong when she surprised her husband in that position; was 

there any possible room for doubt? For after all when two people 

are kissing each other they are in quite a different position from 

when one is tying the other’s shoelaces. I felt in the best of 

humours. I even felt the need of displaying a very calm and 

equable mind in my judgment of Guido. Ada was certainly of a 

jealous temperament, which might have made her see them 

nearer together than they really were, and doing something quite 
different. 

Augusta said sadly that she was sure Ada had not made a mis¬ 
take, and that it was excess of affection which made her take 
another view now. She added: 

“She would have done better to have married you ! ” 

I was feeling more and more innocent, and boldly replied: 
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“ We have yet to see whether I should have made a better 
bargain if I had married her instead of you ! ” 

As I was dropping off to sleep I murmured: 

“What a scandal! Deceiving his wife in her own house! 

I had sufficient decency to reproach him only with that part 
of his conduct which I had no need to reproach in myself. 

Next morning I rose with the ardent hope that the first day at 
least would be exactly like the preceding one. Probably Carla 
would not feel any more bound than myself by the delicious 
resolutions we had taken in common the day before, and I for 
my part felt completely free. They had been too pleasant to be 
binding. But my anxiety to know what Carla really thought 
about it made me hasten to see her. What I hoped was that I 
should find her in the mood for forming a fresh resolution. So life 
would flow on, rich in enjoyment but more still in efforts to get 
better; a great part of each day would be devoted to well-doing, 
only a small part to regrets. I felt a certain anxiety, it is true, 
because during the whole of this year, which for me had 
abounded in resolutions, Carla had only formed one: to show me 
she loved me. She had kept hers, and it was rather difficult for me 
to argue from this whether or not she would find it easy to keep 
a new resolution that was the direct opposite of the old. 

Carla was not at home. I was terribly disappointed and bit my 
nails in mortification. The old woman made me go into the 
kitchen. She said that Carla would be back before night. She had 
told her that she would be feeding out, so there was not even the 
usual small fire on the hearth. 

“Didn't you know?” asked the old woman, her eyes wide 
with astonishment. 

I muttered absent-mindedly, and with a heavy heart: 

“I knew yesterday. But I wasn’t sure whether Carla’s plans 

held good for today or not.” 

I went away after having said good-bye as graciously as I could. 

I ground my teeth, but in secret. It took me some time to pluck 
up sufficient courage to be angry in public. I went to the Giardino 
Pubblico and walked about for half an hour, to give myself time 
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to think things over. They had become so clear as to baffle 
me altogether. Suddenly, piteously, I found myself forced to keep 
a resolution like that. I felt ill, really ill. I limped along, trying in 
vain to contend with my bodily distress. I sometimes have attacks 
like this; I can breathe perfectly well, but I count each breath I 
draw, because each requires a special effort of the will. I have the 
feeling that if I were not careful I should die of suffocation. 

At that hour I ought to have gone to the office, or better still 
to Guido’s. But I had not the strength of mind to leave that spot. 
What should I do if I did? How different today was from yester¬ 
day. If only I had known the address of that wretched singing- 
master who by dint of singing at my expense had carried off my 
mistress ! 

I ended at last by going back to the old woman. I might be able 
to think of some message that would induce Carla to see me 
again. The problem was how to get hold of her, and that as 
quickly as possible. The rest, I felt, would not present any great 
difficulty. 

I found the old woman sitting by one of the windows of the 
kitchen, busy darning a stocking. She took off her spectacles and 
eyed me curiously and half-timidly. I hesitated a moment and 
then said: 

“You know that Carla has decided to marry Lali? ” 

I felt as if I were telling myself the news for the first time. It is 
true that Carla had told me twice, but the day before I had not 
paid much attention to her. Her words had struck my ear, and 
so clearly that I recalled them perfectly; but they had slipped off 
again without penetrating my mind. Now, for the first time, they 
reached my vitals and I writhed with pain. 

The old woman looked at me, and she too seemed to hesitate. 
She was obviously afraid of committing some indiscretion with 
which she would be reproached afterwards. Then she burst out 
in great delight: 

“Has Carla told you that? Then it must be true. I think she 
is quite right! What do you think about it? ” 

She laughed with joy, the horrid old witch; and I had always 
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imagined she knew all about my liaison with Carla. I longed to 
hit her, but contented myself with saying that I should have pre¬ 
ferred to wait till the singing-master had attained a better position. 
For my part I thought they were being too hasty. 

In her joy the old woman became quite talkative for the first 
time. She did not agree with me. If one married young one must 
make a career for oneself afterwards. Why must one always make 
it first? Carla needed so little. And the training of her voice 
would cost less too, as it was her singing-master she was going 
to marry. 

These words, which might be interpreted as a reproof to my 
avarice, gave me an idea that struck me at the time as magnificent, 
and relieved my mind for the moment. The money that I still 
always carried in an envelope in my breast-pocket must have 
reached by now a considerable sum. I took it out and handed it 
to the old woman, asking her to give it to Carla for me. Perhaps 
I felt the need of making my mistress some proper return, but my 
chief desire was to see her and possess her again. Carla would 
surely see me again in either case, whether she wanted to return 
the money or whether she found it more convenient to keep it; 
then she would feel that she must say thank you for it. I breathed 
again: it was not the end of everything ! 

I told her mother that the envelope contained the remains of 
the money collected among his friends by Copier, which he had 
entrusted to me. Then, with my spirits quite restored, I asked 
her to tell Carla that I should always be a good friend to her and 
that she was to come to me in case she ever needed help. This 
enabled me to give her my address: I gave Guido s office. 

I went away with a much lighter step than I had come. But 
that day I had a violent quarrel with Augusta. It was all about 
nothing. I said the soup was too salt, while she maintained it was 
not. I suddenly got into a violent rage because I thought she was 
laughing at me, and pulled the cloth toward me with a jerk, so 
that everything was scattered on the floor. The baby, who was in 
the nurse’s arms, began to howl; which humiliated me very much 
because I thought it was trying to reproach me too. Augusta grew 
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pale as only she knew how, took the baby in her arms and left 
the room. I thought this was really going too far; was I to be left 
to eat my food alone like a dog? But she returned almost at once 
without the baby, put the cloth to rights, and sat down again 
in front of her plate. She took up some soup in her spoon as if 
she were going to begin eating again. 

I was inwardly swearing, but I had come to look upon myself 
as a plaything in the hands of the uncontrolled forces of nature. 
Nature found no difficulty in accumulating them, and less still in 
unchaining them on the world. My curses were directed against 
Carla, who pretended to be acting entirely in the interests of my 
wife. It was all her fault that I had behaved like this! 

Augusta has her own method of dealing with me when I am 
in this condition, a method from which she has never departed. 
She does not argue, or weep or protest. When I began humbly 
apologizing, she only wanted to explain one thing: she had not 
laughed, she had only smiled, as she had done so many times 
before when I had seemed to like it. 

I was properly ashamed of myself. I begged Augusta to have 
the baby brought back, and took it in my arms and played with 
it for a long time. Then I made it sit on my head, and dried my 
eyes wet with the tears Augusta had not shed—with its little 
frock that hung down over my face. I played with the baby 
because I knew that without having to make any more excuses 
for my conduct I was really making it up to Augusta; and sure 
enough her cheeks had already resumed their normal colour. 

The day, after all, ended well, the afternoon being very much 
like the preceding one. It was almost as good as if I had found 
Carla in her usual place that morning. I felt the same sort of 
stimulus. I kept on telling Augusta how sorry I was, because I 
wanted to induce her to put on her motherly smile again when 
I said or did anything ridiculous. I could not have borne it if she 
had felt constrained to adopt a certain attitude toward me, or if 
my conduct had obliged her to repress a single one of those tender 
smiles of hers, which seemed to me the kindest and most final 
judgment that anyone could pass on me. 
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In the evening we talked again about Guido. He had apparently 
entirely made his peace with Ada. Augusta wondered how her 
sister could be such a saint. This time it was my turn to laugh, 
for she had evidently forgotten how very charitable she was 
herself. I said to her: 

“ Supposing I were to do the same thing in our house, wouldn't 
you forgive me? " 

She hesitated a moment and then exclaimed: 

“ We have our child, but Ada has no children to bind her to 
that man.” 

She did not like Guido; I sometimes think that she continued 
to bear him a grudge for having made me suffer. 

A few months later Ada presented Guido with twins, and 
Guido could never understand why I congratulated him so 
warmly. According to Augusta’s theory, now that he had child¬ 
ren he could amuse himself as much as he liked with the maids 
without danger to himself. 

Next morning when I went to the office and found on my desk 
an envelope in Carla’s handwriting, I breathed again. So nothing 
was at an end, and I was still to be provided with all the elements 
essential to my life. In a few brief words Carla gave me an appoint¬ 
ment for eleven o'clock in the Giardino Pubblico, by the entrance 
opposite her house. We were not to meet in her room, it is true, 
but somewhere very near to it. 

I could not control my impatience, and arrived at the rendez¬ 
vous a quarter of an hour too soon. If Carla had failed to appear 
at the appointed place I decided I would go straight to her house, 
which would have been much more convenient. 

It was another of those delicious spring days, fresh and soft 
and luminous. When I left the noisy Corsia Stadion and went into 
the garden, the silence seemed almost rural, hardly broken by the 
faint rustling of leaves in the mild breeze. 

As I walked quickly toward the other gate of the garden, I 
saw Carla coming to meet me. She had my envelope in her hand, 
and advanced toward me without a smile of greeting, and with 
a stern, fixed expression on her pale face. She had on a simple 
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dress of rather loosely woven linen with a blue stripe in it, which 
suited her very well. She seemed to be part of the garden. After¬ 
wards, during the times when I felt I hated her most, I accused 
her in my own mind of having put on that dress so as to make 
herself more desirable at the very moment she meant to refuse 
herself to me. But she was really clothed in the first fine day of 
spring. Besides, one must remember that the personal adornment 
of my mistress had played a very small part in our long but 
hurried liaison. I had always gone straight to her studio, and 
modest women when they are at home always dress very simply. 

She gave me her hand, which I pressed, saying: 

“ Thank you for coming ! ” 

How much better it would have been if I had remained as 
unexacting as that during the whole interview! 

Carla seemed to me to be very agitated, and when she spoke 
a nervous tremor passed through her, and her lips trembled. 
Sometimes when she was singing that movement of the lips pre¬ 
vented her from producing the tone she wanted. She said: 

“ I wish I could please you by accepting this money from you, 
but I can’t, I simply can’t. Please take it back again.” 

When I saw that she was almost in tears I did what she wanted 
at once, and took the envelope from her. Long after I had left her 
I found it still in my hand. 

“ Do you really want to have nothing more to do with me? ” 

I asked her this, quite forgetting that she had already answered 
me the day before. But was it likely that she would continue to 
withstand me, when I desired her so much? 

“ Zeno,” she replied in a softer tone, “ didn’t we promise never 
to see each other again? It is because of that promise that I have 
taken certain vows, which you had already taken before you met 
me. They are as sacred as yours, and I hope by now your wife 
knows that you belong entirely to her.” 

She was evidently still troubled by the thought of Ada’s beauty. 
If I could have been sure that this was the real reason she had 
given me up I might have been able to avert it. I might have told 
her that Ada was not my wife and have shown her the cast in 
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Augusta’s eye and her spoilt figure. But the vows she said she 
had taken were more important still, and I was obliged to discuss 
them with her. 

I tried to talk calmly to her, though my lips were trembling too 
—but with desire. I said she did not seem to know how much she 
meant to me, and that she had not the right to dispose of herself 
like that. The scientific proof of what I wanted to say passed 
through my mind—to wit, Darwin’s famous experiment on an 
Arab mare—but thank God I don’t think I mentioned it. But I am 
sure I talked about animals and their physical fidelity, babbling on 
incoherently. I abandoned the more difficult arguments, which 
were beyond us both at that moment, and said: 

“What vows can you have taken? And how can they be of 
any importance compared to a love like ours, which has bound 
us for over a year? ” 

I seized her roughly by the hand, for I felt the need of some 
violent movement to take the place of the words I could not utter. 

She snatched her hand away from me as resolutely as if it were 
the first time I had dared to take hold of it. 

“But,” she said as solemnly as if she were taking an oath, I 
have taken the most sacred of all vows, and with a man who did 
exactly the same to me.” 

There was no longer any room for doubt. The blood that sud¬ 
denly coloured her cheeks was driven there by anger against the 
man who had never taken any vows toward her. And she pro¬ 
ceeded to make her meaning still clearer: 

“ Yesterday we went for a walk together, with my mother, and 

we walked through the streets arm in arm. 

She was running away from me, that was clear; farther and 
farther away. I began running madly after her, making hasty 
leaps like a dog who has had tasty bits of meat taken away from 

him. I seized her hand again and cried: 

“Very well, we will walk hand in hand from one end of the 
town to the other. In that unusual position we will go right down 
the Corsia Stadion, along the Volti di Chiozza, and on and on 
down the Corso to Sant' Andrea; and we will come back to our 
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room quite a different way, so that the whole city may have a 
chance of looking at us." 

For the first time I was proposing really to give up Augusta ! 
And I was glad I was going to get free, for it was she who was 
really robbing me of Carla. 

She again released herself from my grasp and said coldly: 

“ That is about the same route we took yesterday.” 

I made another leap: 

“ But does he know everything? Does he know you gave your¬ 
self to me yesterday? ” 

“ Yes,” she answered proudly. “ He knows everything, every¬ 
thing.” 

I felt I was lost, and like a dog who, when he can no longer get 
the desired morsel, worries with his teeth the person who has 
refused it him, I exclaimed in my rage: 

“ That bridegroom of yours must have an excellent digestion. 
He can swallow me today, and tomorrow he will swallow what¬ 
ever you like to give him.” 

I hardly knew what I was saying. I only know I was crying 
out with pain. But her face assumed an expression of indignation 
of which I should hardly have thought her soft gazelle-like brown 
eyes would have been capable. 

“ You dare say that to me? Why haven’t you got the courage to 
say it to him? ” 

She turned her back on me and walked swiftly toward the 
gate. I was already regretting my words, but was stupefied to 
discover that I was no longer allowed to speak roughly to Carla. 
This discovery rooted me to the spot. It was only when the little 
figure in blue and white had already reached the gate with rapid 
steps that I decided to run after her. I had no idea what I should 
say to her, but we could not part like that. 

I caught her up just as she was going in at the front door, and 
said out of the fullness of my heart: 

“ Are we really going to part like this, after having loved each 
other so much? ” 

She continued to walk on without answering me, and I followed 
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her up the stairs. Then she looked at me with the same hostile 
eye and said: 

“ If you want to see my fiance, come in with me. Don t you 

hear? That is him playing the piano.” 

Then I heard the syncopations of Schubert s Gruss arranged 

by Liszt. 

Although I have never at any time practised with a sabre or 
swordstick, I am not at all a timid man. The intense desire that 
had moved me up to that moment suddenly died down; all that 
remained of the male in me was my combativeness. I had imperi¬ 
ously demanded something that I could not have. To put myself 
less in the wrong it was essential for me to fight, otherwise the 
memory of that woman, threatening to have me punished by 

her fiance, would be too atrocious. 

“ Very well, then ! ” I said. “ If you allow me I will come with 
you.” My heart was beating fast, not from fear but because I was 

afraid I might not behave properly. 

I continued to walk upstairs beside her. But suddenly she 
stopped, leaned against the wall and began crying s' ent y. e 
strains of Schubert's “ Gruss ”, on the piano I had paid for, still 
floated down to us. Carla’s tears made it seem much more moving. 
“ I will do whatever you like,” I said. “ Do you want me to go 

away?” _ , „ 

“ Yes,” she murmured, hardly able to articulate that one short 

word. , , r 

“ Good-bye,” I said. “ Since you wish it, good-bye for ever. ^ 

I went slowly downstairs, whistling the tune of Schubert s 

song. Was it a dream, or did she really call after me : Zeno . 

At that moment I would not have stopped even if she called me 

by her strange pet name, Dario. I was longing to ai ? 

return, pure again, to Augusta. Even a dog, prevente y ic 

from approaching the female, runs away per ect y puie or 

time being. , , , 

Next day when I was again reduced to the state I had[been in 

on my way to the Giardino Pubblico. I simply felt t at a een 

a cad; she had called me, even though not by my pet name, an 
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had not answered. It was my first day of unhappiness, and was 
followed by many in which I suffered bitter pangs of loneliness. 
I could not understand why I had gone away like that, and con¬ 
cluded it must have been because I was afraid of that man or of 
a scandal. I felt now that I would gladly compromise myself to 
any extent, as for instance when I had suggested to Carla that 
we should take the long walk together in the town. I had lost a 
favourable moment, and I knew well enough that with certain 
women those moments only come once. Once would have been 
enough for me. 

I decided to write to Carla immediately. I could not let pass a 
single day without trying to get into touch with her again. I 
wrote and rewrote that letter, trying to put into a few words all 
the understanding of which I was capable. I rewrote it so many 
times partly because writing was a great comfort to me; it gave 
me just the outlet I needed. I asked her to forgive me for getting 
so angry, telling her that my great love would take a long time 
to calm down. I added: 44 Every day that passes brings me a fresh 
grain of peace.” I wrote these sentences several times over, grind¬ 
ing my teeth as I wrote. I went on to say that I could not forgive 
myself for having spoken to her like that, and that I felt the need 
of asking her forgiveness. I could not, alas, offer her what Lali 
offered, and what she so richly deserved. 

I pictured the letter making a great impression on her. Since 
Lali knew all about it Carla would be sure to show him the letter 
and Lali might easily feel that it was a great advantage to him to 
have a friend of my standing. I even dreamed of our having a 
very agreeable life together a trois, for my love was so great at 
that moment that I should have felt it an alleviation of my lot to 
have even been allowed to pay court to Carla. 

On the third day I received a short note from her. In it she 
called me neither Zeno nor Dario. She only said: 44 Thank you! 
I hope you will be happy too with your wife, who so much 
deserves to be happy ! ” She was, of course, speaking of Ada. 

The favourable moment had not lasted, and it never does last 
with women unless you take hold of them by the hair of their 
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head. My desire had taken the form of mad rage. Not with 
Augusta ! My mind was so full of Carla that I felt quite remorse¬ 
ful, and all the time I was with Augusta I wore a forced, idiotic 
smile which she took to be genuine. 

But something must be done. I could not just wait and go on 
suffering like this day after day ! I did not want to write to her 
again. It is a waste of time to cover paper with ink for a woman. 
I must find something better than that. 

With no definite plan in my mind I made my way to the 
Giardino Pubblico. Then, much more slowly, I went on to Carla’s 
house, and when I had reached the landing knocked at the kitchen 
door. I would have preferred if possible not to meet Lali, but I felt 
I should not mind running into him. It would be just the climax 
I was needing. 

The old lady was by the hearth as usual, where two good fires 
were burning. She was surprised to see me, but the kind old thing 
at once made me welcome, and said laughingly: 

“ Well I am pleased to see you ! You had got so used to coming 
to see us every day that it's no wonder you can’t get out of it as 
soon as all that.” 

It was easy enough to set her talking. She told me that Carla 
and Vittorio were very much in love with each other. He and 
his mother were coming to dinner that very day. She added, 
laughing: 

“I shouldn’t wonder if he didn’t soon persuade her to go with 
him to his singing lessons. He has such a lot to give every day. 
They can’t bear to be separated for a moment.’ 

She laughed with motherly pride to think they were so happy. 
She told me they were going to be married in a few weeks time. 

I had a bad taste in my mouth and was on the point of going 
away. But I refrained, in the hope that the old woman s gossip 
might suggest something to my mind, or give me some sort of 
hope. The last mistake I had made with Carla had been just that 
—that I had run away before having studied every possible loop¬ 
hole that might be offered me of staying. 

For a moment I really did think I had got an idea. I asked the 
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old woman if it was her intention to act as her daughter s servant 
for the rest of her life. I said I knew that Carla was not very nice 

to her. 

She went on with what she was doing at the fire, but listened 
to me while she worked. She was extraordinarily frank with me, 
though I had done nothing to deserve it. She complained that 
Carla lost patience with her over every little trifle. She tried to 
excuse herself. 

44 I know I get older every day,” she said. 44 And I forget every¬ 
thing. It is not my fault! ” 

But she hoped things were beginning to go better. Carla was 
much less bad-tempered now that she was happy. And then 
Vittorio had treated her with great respect from the very first. 
She went on making a paste of flour and fruit into various shapes 
while she talked. 

44 It is my duty to stay with my daughter,” she said. 44 1 can’t 
do otherwise.” 

I took some pains to make her change her mind. I said she might 
very well escape from such slavery. Could not I help her? I would 
continue to pay her the monthly allowance that had hitherto been 
paid to Carla. It had become a necessity to me to support some¬ 
body ! I wanted to keep the old woman, because she seemed to 
me to be part of her daughter. 

She expressed her gratitude warmly. She said how good it was 
of me, but she laughed at the idea of leaving her daughter. She 
could never dream of such a thing. This was a hard saying for 
me, and left me with a terrible weight on my mind. I had got to 
return then to my state of loneliness, where there was no Carla 
and no way by which I could return to her. I remember I made 
one last effort to deceive myself into thinking that a way might 
still be open. Before going away 1 told the old woman that if she 
were at any time to change her mind she had only got to let me 
know. 

I left the house full of scorn and indignation, feeling as if I had 
been maltreated by the very people to whom I was intending to 
show kindness. The old woman had insulted me by bursting out 
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laughing like that. Her laughter still sounded in my ears, and 
meant much more than that she had mocked at my last proposal. 

I did not want to go back to Augusta feeling like that. I knew 
exactly what would happen. If I had gone I should have behaved 
badly to her and she would have avenged herself by that strange 
pallor which made me feel so unhappy. I preferred to walk up 
and down the streets with a rhythmic tread that I hoped might 
produce a little order in my thoughts. And that order did in fact 
come. I ceased lamenting my fate, and saw myself as if I had 
been projected by a great light on the wall in front of me. I did 
not want Carla, but only her embrace, and preferably her final 
embrace. The thing was ridiculous ! I bit my lips, hoping the 
pain might give some sort of substance to my ludicrous fancy. I 
knew myself thoroughly and it was inexcusable that I should 
suffer so much when I had such a unique opportunity for freeing 
myself. Carla had ceased to exist just as I had so often wishe 
she might. 

Such was my lucidity of mind that when a little later, in an out 
of the way part of the town which I found my way to at random, 
a woman of the streets accosted me, I unhesitatingly went wit 
her. 

I got home very late for lunch, but was so nice to Augusta 
that her spirits rose at once. But I could not bring myse to iss 
my child, and for several hours was incapable of eating anyt mg. 
I felt unclean ! I did not feign sickness, as I had done on several 
other occasions to conceal my misdeeds and remorse, t oug t 
should never again find comfort in any resolution, an or t e 
first time I failed to make one. It took me a good many hours to 
recover the accustomed rhythm that might bridge the gu etween 

my gloomy present and the bright future. 

Augusta noticed that something had happened to me. She said, 

laughing: 

“ One can never be bored if one is with you. Every ay you 
become a different man." 

It was true! That woman in the suburban street was quite 
different from any other, and I had her in my blood. 
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I spent the whole afternoon and evening with Augusta. She 
was very busy, and I stayed beside her doing nothing. I felt as if 
I were being carried along by a stream of clear water: my respect¬ 
able home life. 

I abandoned myself to the stream, which carried me along but 
did not purify me. On the contrary it only emphasized my stain. 

Naturally during the long night that followed I formed a fresh 
resolution. The first was the most iron of all. I determined to buy 
a pistol, and shoot myself directly I found myself turning toward 
that part of the town. This resolution made me feel better, and 
less disgusted with myself. 

I never groaned in bed; instead I imitated the regular breathing 
of someone who is asleep. I returned to my old idea of making a 
confession to my wife, just as when I had been on the point of 
committing adultery with Carla. But this confession would have 
been much more difficult to make, not so much on account of the 
gravity of my offence as of the complications that had preceded 
it. Face to face with a judge like my wife, I should have had to 
plead extenuating circumstances, and this I could only have done 
if I had been free to tell her of my unexpected and violent rupture 
with Carla. But in that case I should have been obliged to have 
gone back over the whole story of my infidelity, and confess every¬ 
thing to her. 

By a process of self-analysis my resolutions became more and 
more reasonable. I thought I could prevent a similar thing hap¬ 
pening again by taking immediate steps to form another liaison 
like the one that was just at an end, and which it was obvious 
I could not do without. But the thought of another woman 
alarmed me considerably. Too many perils threatened me and my 
little family. There was not another Carla to be found in the 
world, and I shed bitter tears at the thought of what I had lost; 
she was so sweet and good, and had even tried to love the woman 
I loved. She had only not succeeded because I had shown her 
another woman instead, and precisely the one I did not love! 



A Business Partnership 


It WAS GUIDO WHO WANTED ME TO JOIN HIM IN HIS NEW 
commercial undertaking. I was dying to do so, but I never allowed 
him to guess how much I wanted it. It was natural that having 
nothing to do, the idea of working with a friend should have been 
sympathetic to me. But there was something besides. I had not 
yet given up hopes of becoming a good man of business, and I 
thought I should learn more by teaching Guido than by taking 
lessons from Olivi. Many people can only learn by listening 
to themselves, or at least cannot learn anything by listening to 
others. 

I had other reasons for wishing to ally myself to Guido. I 
wanted to be of use to him. In the first place I was very fond of 
him, and although he made a show of being strong and sure of 
himself, he seemed to me a weak creature who was in need of the 
protection I was so anxious to give. Further, I sincerely felt, not 
only on Augusta's account but on my own, that the closer my 
relationship to Guido, the more evident would appear my absolute 
indifference to Ada. 

I was only waiting for a word from Guido in order to put 
myself entirely at his disposal, and if he did not call upon me 
sooner it was because he assumed I had a distaste for business, as 
I always refused to have anything to do with it in my own family. 

One day he said to me: 

“ I have been all through the Higher School of Commerce, but 
I still don’t find it so very easy to arrange properly all the details 
necessary in order to guarantee the sound running of a business. 
Of course no business man need really know anything; if he 
wants his goods weighed he has only to get a weighing-machine, 
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if he wants to go to law he consults a solicitor, if he wants to 
know how his accounts stand he calls in an accountant. But it 
seems hard to have to hand over one’s accounts straight away to 

a stranger.” 

It was the first open allusion to his proposal that I should join 
him; to tell the truth my experience of accounts was confined to 
the few months during which I had kept Olivi’s register, but, on 
the other hand, I was certainly the only accountant who was not 

a stranger to Guido. 

Our first frank discussion of the possibility of going into 
business together was when I went with him to choose the furni¬ 
ture for his office. He ordered two writing-desks for the manager’s 
room. I asked him, blushing, why he had ordered two? and he 

replied: 

“ The second one is for you.” 

I felt so grateful to him that I could almost have hugged him. 

After we had left the shop Guido, with a touch of embarrass¬ 
ment, explainied to me that he was hardly in a position yet to 
offer me a post in his business. He had ordered a desk to be put in 
his room for me in the hope that I might come and keep him 
company sometimes if I felt so inclined. He didn’t want to bind 
me to anything, and he must be free too. If his business went well 
he intended to ask me to become a partner in it. 

When he talked about his business Guido’s handsome face 
became very serious. He appeared to have already thought out all 
the transactions he proposed to engage in. He took a long view, 
right over my head, and I was so much impressed by his serious¬ 
ness of purpose that I came to see things with his eyes, the 
financial operations, that is to say, which were to make his for¬ 
tune. He was content neither to walk in the path so successfully 
trodden by our father-in-law, nor in the humble path of “ safety 
first ” pursued by Olivi. According to him they were quite out of 
date in their methods. One must strike out quite a new path, and 
he wanted me to be connected with him because he thought the 
old men had not had time to ruin me yet. 

I quite agreed with him. I felt I had scored my first commercial 
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success, and I again blushed with pleasure. It was really out of 
gratitude for his good opinion of me that I went on working for 
him for two years with varying degrees of energy, and with no 
other reward than the glory of a desk in the manager’s room. This 
was the longest time I had ever spent up to now at the same 
occupation. But I cannot boast of it, because all my energy pro¬ 
duced no results either for Guido or me, and in business, as every¬ 
one knows, you can only judge by results. 

I preserved my faith in the undertaking for about three months, 
just time enough for getting it started. I knew it would devolve 
on me to arrange such details as the correspondence and the 
accounts, as well as keeping an eye on the business generally. But 
Guido kept a great ascendancy over me; in fact so much so that I 
was nearly ruined by him, and was only saved by my lucky star. 
He had only to beckon, for me to rush to him at once. I still 
wonder at it even now, after having had time to think it over for 
the greater part of my life. 

I have decided to write about those two years, because my devo¬ 
tion to him seems to me a clear symptom of disease. What reason 
had I for attaching myself to him in order to learn big business, 
and then for remaining attached to him in order to teach him 
the details? What reason had I for being so satisfied with my 
position just because I thought my great friendship for Guido 
showed that I did not care about Ada? Who obliged me to do this? 
Was not our mutual indifference sufficiently demonstrated by the 
existence of the children we both produced so regularly? I did 
not dislike Guido, but he was certainly not the friend I should 
have chosen. I saw his faults so plainly that I was irritated by his 
way of thinking, even when I was not put off by some act of 
weakness on his part. I sacrificed my freedom to him for years 
and allowed him to place me in the most odious position, simply 
in order that I might help him. It was either a real manifestation 
of disease or of great benevolence, both of which qualities are 
closely related to each other. 

This remained true, even though with time we developed a 
strong affection, as often happens between people who see each 

K 
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other every day. My feeling for him was very strong indeed. 
When he disappeared I went on missing him for a very long time: 
in fact my whole life seemed empty, so great a part of it having 

been usurped by him and his affairs. 

I can't help smiling when I remember what a muddle we made 

of our first transaction, the buying of furniture. We had saddled 
ourselves with the furniture, but could not make up our minds 
where to have the office. There was a difference of opinion 
between Guido and me about the choice of an office, which con¬ 
siderably retarded our getting one. In the case of my father-in- 
law and Olivi, I had seen how important it was to have your 
warehouse near to the office if you were to keep it under proper 
supervision. Guido protested with a sort of disgust: 

“Those offices down in the town stink of salt fish and 

hides ! " 

He asserted that it would be quite easy for him to keep control 
of the warehouse from a distance, but meanwhile he delayed 
about taking one. One fine day the firm from which he had 
bought the furniture informed him that if he did not fetch it 
away it would be thrown into the street, whereupon he dashed 
off to take an office—the best that had been offered him—with 
no warehouse near it, and in the very middle of the town. And 
so it came about that we never had a warehouse at all. 

The office consisted of two very large, well-lit rooms and a small 
room without windows. A notice was pinned on the door of the 
uninhabitable room with “ Accountant's Office ” inscribed on it 
in large letters. One of the other doors bore the inscription 
“ Counting-house ” and the third rejoiced in the very English 
appellation of “ Private ”. Guido had studied business in England 
too and had brought back several useful ideas. The “ Counting- 
house ’’ had of course a magnificent iron safe and the customary 
grid. Our room, marked “ Private", was a luxurious apartment 
upholstered in brown velvet and furnished with two desks, a 
divan and several very comfortable armchairs. 

Next came the purchase of books and various smaller articles 
of furniture. In this department my position as director was 
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undisputed. I had only to give an order and the things arrived. I 
would really have preferred a rather less implicit obedience, but 
it was my job to decide exactly what was necessary in an office. 
It was then that I began to discover the fundamental difference 
between Guido and myself. All the knowledge I had acquired 
was used by me for talking, and by him for action. When he had 
acquired all the information I could give him he would buy. It is 
true that he sometimes decided to sit still and do nothing at all 
—neither buy nor sell—but even this impressed me as the act of 
someone who is very sure of himself. I should have been much 
more troubled by doubts, even if it had been a question of doing 
nothing. 

I was very cautious about the purchases I made. I hurried off 
to Olivi to take the measurements of the duplicating-machine and 
account-books. Young Olivi showed me how to open the accounts 
and explained to me about book-keeping with double entries, all 
of which is easy enough to learn, but rather difficult to remember. 
When the weighing-machine arrived he promised he would 
explain this to me as well. 

We were not yet very clear as to what we were going to do in 
the office (for I now know that Guido was equally ignorant) and 
we had great discussions about the proper conduct of the business. 

I remember we spent several days in discussing where we should 
put the other employees and whether we really needed them at 
all. Guido proposed putting as many as possible in the room 
labelled 44 Counting-house ”. But Luciano, the ofhce-boy, who was 
for the moment our only employee, said that only those who were 
actually connected with the Counting-house ought to be in that 
room. It was hard to reconcile ourselves to taking lessons from the 
office-boy ! I had an inspiration : 44 I seem to remember that in 
England they pay everything by cheque.” 

I had been told so by someone in Trieste. 

44 Bravo,” said Guido. 44 1 remember it too now. It is odd that I 
should have forgotten ! ” 

We began explaining to Luciano in great detail that it was no 
longer the custom to use coins in dealing either in large or in small 
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sums of money. People are accustomed to doing all their business 
by cheque, whatever the amount may be. Our victory was com¬ 
plete, and Luciano was silenced. 

He was to learn a great deal from Guido. Our office-boy has 
now become a highly respected man of business in Trieste, but he 
still greets me with a deferential smile. Guido spent a part of each 
day in teaching Luciano, then me, and finally the lady member of 
the staff. I remember that for some time past he had entertained 
the idea of doing business on commission, so as not to risk his 
own money. He explained the essentials of that sort of business 
to me, and as I grasped it too readily he proceeded to explain it 
to Luciano, who would listen to him as long as he liked with the 
keenest attention, his great eyes lighting up his boyish face. No 
one could say that Guido wasted his time with him, for Luciano 
is the only one among us who has made a success in that kind of 
business. And yet they say that science always wins ! 

Meanwhile the pesos began arriving from Buenos Aires. That 
was a serious matter. At first I thought it would be quite simple, 
but the Trieste market was not accustomed to that exotic coinage. 
We had to call in young Olivi again, who showed us how to get 
our money changed into the native currency. But at a certain 
point Olivi thought he had taught us enough, and left us to our 
own devices; and Guido remained several days with his pockets 
bulging with kronen, till at last we found our way to a bank and 
were able to exchange our uneasy burden for a cheque-book, 
which we soon learned to make use of. 

Guido felt it his duty to point out to Olivi that in helping him 
he was running the risk of being cut out by him. 

“ But I promise I will never compete against my young friend’s 
firm,” he added. 

The young business man, who had quite a different conception 
of trade, replied: 

“ My God ! I should be only too thankful if there were more 
people dealing in our particular goods. We should be much 
better off.” 

Guido listened open-mouthed, at once grasped the idea with 
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his usual facility and proceeded to propound it to anyone he could 
get to listen to him. 

In spite of the Higher School of Commerce, Guido had no very 
definite idea of credit and debit. When I opened our capital 
account and entered our expenses, he watched the proceedings 
with the utmost astonishment. Later on he became so versed in 
book-keeping that the first thing he did when any business pro¬ 
position was put before him, was to analyse it from a book-keeper’s 
point of view. It really looked as if a knowledge of book-keeping 
had made him see the world in quite a new light. He saw debtors 
and creditors everywhere, even when two people were only fight¬ 
ing or kissing each other. 

On his first entry into business he used the utmost caution. He 
turned down many business propositions, and continued to do 
so for six months, with the calm air of one who knows better. 

“ No ! ” he would say; and the monosyllable always appeared 
to be the result of careful calculation, even though he had never 
set eyes on the goods in question. All his meditations were directed 
toward discovering exactly how a certain transaction would figure 
in the accounts, whether successful or unsuccessful. As book¬ 
keeping was the last thing he had learnt it filled his whole horizon 
and coloured all he saw. 

I am sorry to have to speak so ill of my poor friend, but I must 
tell of things as they were, if only to understand myself better. I 
remember the intellectual effort that went into lumbering up our 
poor little office with a mass of worthless stuff which entirely 
prevented any proper work being done. Once when we were about 
to start business on commission we sent out by post about a 
thousand circulars. Guido argued as follows: 

“ What a lot of stamps we should save if we could know before¬ 
hand how many people will take any notice of them ! ” 

The remark was in itself quite harmless, but Guido was much 
too pleased with it, and began throwing the scaled circulars up 
into the air, and would only send those that fell with the address 
uppermost. This experiment reminded me of something rather 
like it which I had done in the past, but I don’t remember having 
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carried it to such a pitch. I naturally did not pick up or post the 
ones he rejected, for I could not be sure that he had not really 
had an inspiration, and in that case it would be wrong to waste 

stamps that he was obliged to pay for. 

It was my good fortune not to be ruined by Guido, and the 
same good fortune prevented my taking too active a part in his 
affairs. I proclaim it aloud here, because there are some in Trieste 
who do not believe it; during the whole time I was with him I 
never intervened with any inspiration, such as that of the dried 
raisins. I never urged him either to go in for anything in particu¬ 
lar, or to avoid it. I was only there to admonish him to further 
activity and prudence. I would never have ventured to speculate 
with his money. 

All the time I was with him I did nothing at all. I tried to put 
him on the right path, and perhaps I should have succeeded if I 
had been a little less passive. But when two people are working 
together it does not rest with them to decide who is to be Don 
Quixote and who Sancho Panza. He did all the work, and I, like 
a good Sancho, followed him at a leisurely pace in my account- 
books, after first submitting everything to a searching criticism. 

Our sales on commission ended in complete failure, but without 
any loss to us. The only firm who sent us any goods was a 
stationer in Vienna, and part of what he sent was sold by Luciano, 
who gradually got to know how much commission we expected 
and managed to persuade Guido to give most of it to him. Guido 
finally agreed, because it was only a small amount and because 
the first stroke of business we had done was sure to bring us good 
luck. We stored the remainder of our stock of stationery and 
office requisites of all kinds, which we were obliged to keep and 
pay for, in the lumber-room. We had enough to keep a much 
more flourishing firm than ours supplied for a number of years. 

Our bright little office in the heart of the city provided us with 
a delightful retreat for several years. Very little work was done 
there (only two business deals, I think, in empty packing-cases 
that we sold the same day that we acquired them, making a small 
profit), but there was a great deal of conversation in which Luciano 
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joined; he got as excited talking about business as other lads of 
his age do about women. 

At this time I found it pleasant enough to while away the time 
with those two innocents, because I had not yet lost Carla. I 
remember every hour of those days with pleasure. When I got 
home in the evening I had a lot to tell Augusta, and I had no 
need to hide from her any single thing that went on in the office, 
nor to falsify it in any way. 

I was not the least worried when Augusta anxiously exclaimed : 

“But when are you going to begin to make money? ’’ We had 
not begun thinking about that yet. We knew that the first thing 
to do was to lie low and observe; to take stock of the goods, the 
market and all the background of business. You couldn’t improvise 
a business house on the spur of the moment. Even Augusta’s mind 
was set at rest by my explanations. 

Soon a very noisy inmate was introduced into the office, a 
sporting-dog only a few months old, a lively and absorbing com¬ 
panion. Guido was devoted to him and ordered a daily supply of 
milk and meat. When I had nothing else to do or think about I 
used to love watching him too, dashing about the office with those 
four or five doggish gestures, which are so endearing because we 
know just what they mean. But I could not help feeling that a dog 
who made so much noise and brought in so much dirt was out of 
place in the office. It was the presence of the dog which first made 
me feel that Guido was not really worthy to conduct a house of 
business. It proved conclusively that he was entirely lacking in 
seriousness. I tried to explain to him that the dog could not in 
any way promote our business, but I had not the courage to insist 
on his being sent away, and Guido always had some answer ready 

which silenced me for the moment. 

So then I thought it was my duty to devote inyself to training 
our new colleague, and I took great pleasure in giving him a kick 
or two when Guido was not there. The dog howled, and at first 
came back to me, thinking I must have kicked him by mistake. 
But a second kick explained matters, and then he would go and 
lie down in the corner, and till Guido arrived we had peace in the 
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office. I was sorry afterwards to think I had wreaked my ven¬ 
geance on an innocent dog, but it was too late. I loaded him with 
attentions, but he no longer trusted me and showed clear signs 
of his dislike in Guido’s presence. Guido said: 

“ It’s very odd ! It is lucky I know you, or I should feel rather 
suspicious of you. Dogs don’t often make a mistake in the people 
they dislike.” 

To dispel Guido’s doubts I was on the point of telling him how 
I had succeeded in making myself disliked by the dog. 

It was not long before I fell out with Guido about something 
that really ought not to have upset me so very much. The result 
of his passionate interest in book-keeping was that he took it into 
his head to put down his private expenses with those of the office. 
After talking it over with Olivi I made a fuss about it, and tried 
to look after the interests of the old senor. It was really unheard 
of to put down to his account everything that Guido and Ada 
spent, not to mention the twins. Those were all expenses which 
ought to have been borne by Guido personally, not by the firm. 
As a compromise I suggested writing to Buenos Aires to ask 
Guido’s father to pay him a salary. The father however refused, 
saying that Guido was already receiving seventy-five per cent 
of the profits, while he only got the remaining twenty-five. It 
seemed to me a reasonable enough reply, but Guido at once began 
writing long letters to his father, discussing the matter from a 
loftier point of view, as he said. Buenos Aires was a very long way 
off, so that the correspondence went on all the time our firm was 
in existence. But I won my point. Our general expenses account 
remained intact, and was not encroached on by Guido’s private 
expenses, so that when our business collapsed, the whole undi¬ 
minished capital went with it. 

The fifth person to be introduced into our office (including 
Argo) was Carmen. I was present when she took up her duties 
with us. I had come to the office after having been to see Carla, 
and I was in a very serene state of mind, the sort of eight-o’clock- 
in-the-morning serenity that Talleyrand speaks of. I saw a young 
woman standing in the dark passage, and Luciano told me she 
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wanted to speak to Guido. I had something I wanted to do so I 
asked her to wait outside. Guido came in soon afterwards, evi¬ 
dently without having seen the young woman, and Luciano gave 
him the letter of introduction that she had brought with her. 
Guido read it. Then he said sharply: 

“ No ! ” at the same time taking off his waistcoat, because of 
the heat. After a moment’s hesitation he added: 

'‘I suppose I had better just find out who sent her.” 

He had her in, and I saw her for the first time just as Guido 
had snatched up his waistcoat and was putting it on, with his 
handsome dark face and shining eyes turned toward the girl. 

I am quite certain I have seen other girls just as pretty as 
Carmen, but none whose beauty made so startling an appeal at 
the first glance. It is generally desire that makes women beautiful, 
but this girl stood in no need of an initial phase of that sort. I 
could not help smiling—even laughing—as I looked at her. She 
seemed to me like a shopkeeper travelling about the world to 
proclaim the excellence of his wares. She was applying for a post, 
but I felt inclined to interpose with the question : “ What sort 
of a post? In the bedchamber? ” 

I saw that her face was not made up, but her colouring was so 
perfect, so like the bloom of a ripe fruit, that nature in her 
seemed to have rivalled art. Her great brown eyes refracted so 
much light that every movement she made with them seemed 

significant. 

Guido made her sit down, and she kept her eyes fixed modestly 
on the point of her sunshade or more probably on the toes of her 
patent-leather shoes. When he spoke to her she raised her eyes 
quickly and gave him such a brilliant glance that my poor chief 
was quite overwhelmed. She was modestly dressed, but her 
modesty served no purpose, for it was completely contradicted by 
her body. Her shoes were the only luxurious thing about her and 
reminded one of the snow-white paper that Velasquez used to 
place under the feet of his models. In order to make Carmen stand 
out from her surroundings, Velasquez would probably have given 
her a black lacquer background. 
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I listened curiously to their conversation in an impersonal, calm 
frame of mind. Guido asked her if she knew shorthand. She 
admitted she did not, but said she had had a great deal of practice 
in writing to dictation. It was odd that such a tall graceful 
creature, whose movements were so harmonious, should have 
such a hoarse voice. I could not conceal my surprise. 

"Have you a cold? ” I asked. 

" No ! ” she replied. “ Why do you ask? ” 

She was so astonished at my question that the look she gave me 
was more than usually searching. She had no idea that her voice 
did not ring true, and I was obliged to conclude that her ear was 
not so perfect as it looked. 

Guido asked if she knew English, French, and German. He gave 
her a choice of languages, as we did not yet know ourselves which 
one we should have most need of. Carmen replied that she knew 
a little German, but only very little. 

Guido never made any decision without reasoning it out. He 
remarked: 

"We don’t need German, for I know it so well myself." 

The young woman still sat waiting for the final word (which I 
thought had been said already), and to hasten it remarked that 
she was taking a new situation partly because she was anxious to 
get experience, and that therefore she would be satisfied with 
quite a small salary. 

One of the first effects of feminine beauty on a man is that it 
removes his avarice. Guido shrugged his shoulders as much as to 
say that he took no interest in such insignificant details, offered 
her a salary that she gratefully accepted, and gravely advised her 
to study shorthand. He gave her this advice entirely for my 
benefit, as he had rather committed himself by saying beforehand 
that the first member of the staff he engaged would be someone 
who had a perfect knowledge of shorthand. 

That evening I told my wife about our new colleague. She was 
very much annoyed. Without my saying anything to suggest it 
she at once assumed that Guido had taken the girl into his employ 
in order to make her his mistress. I talked it over with her, and 
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though I was obliged to admit that Guido did behave a little as if 
he were in love with her, I maintained that he would probably get 
over his infatuation without its having any serious consequences. 
The girl, I said, seemed quite respectable. 

A few days later—I don’t know whether it was a mere chance 
—Ada paid us a call at the office. Guido had not yet arrived and 
she stayed with me a minute, asking me at what time I expected 
him. Then, with a hesitating step she went into the next room, 
where there were at the moment only Carmen and Luciano. 
Carmen was busy at the typewriter, picking out the letters one by 
one with great deliberation. She lifted her beautiful eyes to look 
at Ada, who was gazing at her fixedly. How different the two 
women were! Carmen was, in a way, not unlike Ada, but a 
caricature of her. I could not help feeling that though she was 
more expensively dressed Ada was cut out for the part of wife 
and mother, while Carmen, though she was wearing an apron at 
the moment, so as not to dirty her dress with the typewriter, was 
obviously meant to be someone’s mistress. I don’t know whether 
there is anyone in the world clever enough to explain to me why 
Ada’s beautiful eye seemed to absorb less light than Carmen’s, 
which made it appear a real organ of observation, whereas the 
chief function of Carmen's was to dazzle. She bore Ada’s disdain¬ 
ful but curious glance with perfect equanimity; I fancied there was 
a touch of envy in it, but I may have put that there myself. 

This was the last time I saw Ada looking beautiful, as I had 
known her when I proposed to her and was refused. Soon after 
came her disastrous pregnancy, and the surgeon had to be called 
in to assist at the birth of the twins. This was followed almost 
immediately by the illness that robbed her of every vestige of 
beauty. That is probably why I remember this visit so well. But I 
also remember it because at the moment my whole sympathy was 
enlisted on the side of the woman whose gentle, unobtrusive 
beauty made so little show beside the brilliance of the other. I was 
not the least in love with Carmen; I only knew her magnificent 
eyes and splendid colouring, her hoarse voice, and the circum¬ 
stances under which she had become part of our staff, for which 
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she could not be held responsible. On the other hand I really 
loved Ada at that moment; and it is a strange feeling to love a 
woman whom one has desired passionately but never possessed, 
and who now means nothing to one. On the whole the situation 
is the same as it would have been if the woman had yielded, and it 
is interesting as proving once more how little importance we 
ought to attach to certain things that for the time being fill our 
whole horizon. 

I wanted to cut short the painful moment, and led her into 
the other room. Guido, who came in shortly afterwards, grew very 
red when he saw his wife. Ada gave some very plausible reason 
for her coming, but just as she was going she said: 

“Have you got a new employee in the office now? ” 

“ Yes ! ” replied Guido, and to hide his confusion he asked 
whether anyone had called on him while he was out. On hearing 
there had been no one he gave a snort of disgust as if he had been 
expecting an important visitor, though I knew we expected abso¬ 
lutely no one. It was only then that he said to Ada, with an air 
of assumed indifference: 

“We needed a stenographer.” 

I was extremely amused to hear him use the masculine form 
of the word, thus making a blunder even as to the sex of the 
person he needed. 

Carmen’s coming gave great animation to the office. I don’t 
mean the animation of her eyes, her charming figure, and lovely 
complexion; I am thinking only of business. Her mere presence 
gave Guido an impulse to work. In the first place he was anxious 
to show me and everyone else that the new member of the staff 
was essential to him, and every day he would invent something 
fresh to be done, in which he also took a share. For a long time 
he employed all his energy in coaching Carmen, and in this he 
reached an incredible degree of efficiency. He had to teach her 
exactly how to take down the letters he dictated, and to correct 
the spelling of innumerable words. He was always very patient 
with her; nothing the girl could do in return would have been 
too much. 
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Very little of the business invented by him when he was in 
love bore any fruit. On one occasion he spent a lot of time arrang¬ 
ing for the sale of an article that proved after all impossible for 
us to trade in. At a certain point in our undertaking we had to 
face a man who was overcome with fury because we were unwit¬ 
tingly trespassing on his preserves. He wanted to know by what 
right we were interfering with that article at all, and jumped to 
the conclusion that we were representatives of powerful com¬ 
petitors abroad. The first time we saw him he was beside himself, 
fearing the worst. When he discovered how inexperienced we 
were, he laughed in our face and assured us that we should never 
have done any good at it. He proved to be right, but it was a long 
time before we could bring ourselves to accept the unfavourable 
verdict, and not till a great many letters had been written by 
Carmen. We found that the article in question was quite inacces¬ 
sible, owing to the number of tariffs by which it was surrounded. 
I did not mention the affair to Augusta, but she spoke to me about 
it because Guido had told Ada, to prove to her what a lot there 
was for a stenographer to do. But the business we did not do was 
none the less important to Guido. He talked about it daily; he was 
convinced that such a thing could not have happened in any other 
town in the world. Our whole commercial life was wrecked, and 
any enterprising business man was strangled by it, as we now 
knew by experience. 

In the mad, chaotic sequence of affairs which passed through 
our hands at that time, there was one that really did burn our 
fingers. It was not of our seeking either; it simply threw itself at 
us. We got involved in it through a certain Dalmatian called 
Tacich, whose father had worked in the Argentine under Guido s. 
He came to see us first in order to get some business tips, with 

which we were able to supply him. 

Tacich was a handsome youth, almost too handsome in fact. He 
was tall and powerfully built, with an olive complexion that 
blended marvellously with the exquisite dark blue of his eyes, his 
long eyelashes, and short thick moustache with gold lights in it. 
He was such a perfect study in colour that he seemed to be born 
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to be Carmen's lover. He evidently thought so too, and came to 
see us every day. There were hours of conversation daily in the 
office, but it was never boring. The two men were both striving to 
win Carmen and, like all animals when they are in love, displayed 
their best qualities. Guido was rather handicapped by the fact that 
the Dalmatian came to his house too and knew Ada; but it was 
just that which did him most harm in Carmen’s eyes, as I, who 
knew those eyes so well, at once realized. Tacich however only 
made the discovery much later, and to have an excuse for seeing 
her bought several truck-loads of soap from us instead of from 
the manufacturer, for which he had to pay quite a lot more. Our 
going into that disastrous affair at all was one of the consequences 
of his being in love. 

His father had noticed that sulphate of copper rose in price at 
certain seasons of the year and fell at others. So he decided as a 
speculation to buy about sixty tons of it in England at the most 
favourable moment. We discussed the affair at great length, and 
put the matter in hand by getting into touch with an English 
firm. The son had a telegram from his father telling him that he 
thought the right moment had come, and saying at what price 
he would be prepared to deal. Tacich, who was madly in love, 
rushed round to the office and entrusted the affair to us, receiving 
for his reward a long, caressing glance from Carmen. The poor 
Dalmatian gratefully treasured the glance, not knowing it was a 
manifestation of love for Guido. 

I remember with what quiet confidence Guido took the business 
in hand, and it really did not seem as if it could present any 
difficulties, because in England goods could be transmitted for 
transport direct to Trieste and made over at once to our buyer, 
without having ever been touched. Guido decided exactly what 
his profit was to be, and fixed with my assistance the point to 
which our English friend could safely go in making the purchase. 
With the help of a dictionary we managed to send off a wire in 
English. Directly it had gone Guido rubbed his hands and began 
counting up how many kronen would rain into our funds as the 
reward of so short and slight an effort. To propitiate the gods he 
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allotted me a small bonus; and the same to Carmen, with a slight 
touch of malice, perhaps, for having collaborated with her beaux 
yeux. We both wanted to refuse, but he begged us at least to 
pretend to accept. He said he was afraid of our putting the evil 
eye on him, and to please him I at once gave in. I knew, as a 
mathematical certainty, that nothing but good wishes could come 
from me, but I recognized that he might think otherwise. In this 
world we generally like the people we don’t actually hate, but 
reserve our really fervent wishes for an undertaking in which 
we have a personal interest. 

Every detail of the business was arranged, and I remember 
Guido even calculating how many months he would be able to 
maintain his family and the office on what he would get from 
it; his two families he sometimes called them, or, when he was 
very bored at home, his two offices. It was perhaps because we 
had thought it all out too much beforehand that the business was 
a failure. A brief cable came from London with the one word 
“ Booked ” and a note of the day’s price of sulphate, a much 
higher one than we had got from our buyer. Farewell to any 
profit. We told Tacich about it and he left Trieste soon afterwards. 

fust about this time I stayed away from the office for quite a 
month, and that was how it happened that a letter sent to the 
firm failed to pass through my hands. It looked inoffensive enough 
but was to have disastrous consequences for Guido. In it the 
English house confirmed their telegram and went on to say 
they would consider our order to hold good unless we revoked it. 
Guido forgot all about revoking it and when I came back to the 
office the transaction had quite gone out of my mind. One evening 
a few months later Guido brought a telegram to my house which 
he could not understand and thought must have been sent to us 
by mistake, though it clearly bore the telegraphic address of 
which I had notified the authorities directly we were installed 
in our office. The telegram consisted of only three words: 

SIXTY TONS SETTLED 

I understood it at once, which was not very difficult as the sul- 
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phate of copper was the only important transaction we had 
entered on. I said it was clear from the wire that the price we had 
fixed for carrying out our order had been reached, and that now 
we were the fortunate owners of sixty tons of sulphate. 

Guido protested: 

“ But how can they imagine I should consent to their carrying 
out my order so long afterwards? ” 

It at once occurred to me that the letter confirming the tele¬ 
gram must be somewhere at the office, though Guido could not 
remember anything about it. In a great state of agitation he 
suggested hurrying off at once to the office to see if it were there; 
which suited me very well, as I was not at all anxious to con¬ 
tinue the discussion before Augusta, who had no idea that I had 
not been to the office for a month. 

We went to the office together. Guido was so upset at the 
thought of being forced into the first important piece of business 
we had done, that he would have set off for London on the spot if 
he could by that means have backed out of it. We opened the 
office door, and felt our way in the darkness till we reached our 
room and lit the gas. The letter was found almost immediately, 
and it was conceived in exactly the terms I had expected; it 
informed us that the order which we had never revoked had been 
executed. 

Guido stood staring at the letter and frowning, either with 
rage or because he hoped, by a supreme effort of will, to destroy at 
a glance the fact recorded by those few simple words. 

“ Only to think,” he said, “ that two or three words were all 
that was needed to save us from such a loss ! ” 

He was not reproaching me, for I had been absent from the 
office, and had never even seen the letter up to that moment, 
though I now knew exactly where it could be found. But the 
better to clear myself of all responsibility in the matter I said 
to him rather severely: 

“You might at least have read all the letters carefully while I 
was away ! ” 

Guido's face cleared. He shrugged his shoulders and muttered: 
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“It may still turn out to be a stroke of good luck.” 

Soon after we parted, and I went back home. But Tacich was 
right; in due course sulphate of copper began to go down lower 
and lower every day, and we had plenty of opportunity for study¬ 
ing the phenomenon, since we could not go back on our order 
and could not get rid of the sulphate at the price we had to pay 
for it. Our losses became heavier and heavier. The first day Guido 
asked my advice, and I contented myself with reminding him of 
Tacich’s conviction that the fall in sulphate would continue for 
over five months. Guido laughed and said: 

“ It will be the last straw if I am to get someone from the 
provinces to run my business for me ! 

I tried to make him take a different view by telling him that 
Tacich had for many years now spent all his time in a little town 
in Dalmatia watching the fluctuations in copper. I cannot there¬ 
fore feel any responsibility for Guido’s losses over the business. If 
only he had listened to me he would have been spared them. 

Later on we discussed the affair again with an agent, a short, 
fat little man, very much on the spot, who while blaming us for 
making such a purchase, said that he could but share Tacich s 
opinion. According to him, sulphate of copper, while forming a 
market of its own, was affected by the price of metal in general. 
This interview gave Guida a certain amount of confidence. He 
begged the agent to keep him informed of any fluctuation in the 
price; he preferred to wait, he said, in order to sell not only with¬ 
out any loss, but with a small profit. The agent laughed a little, 
and in the course of conversation said something that seemed to 

me very true, and which I made a note of. 

“ It is curious how few people in the world can reconcile them¬ 
selves to small losses, whereas they have no difficulty whatsoever 

in reconciling themselves to big ones.” 

Guido was unconvinced. I could not help admiring him, how¬ 
ever, because he never told the agent how he had come to make 
such a purchase. I said so to him and he was pleased. He said he 
would have been afraid of bringing us and our goods into dis¬ 
repute if he had told the whole story. 
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For some time after this we said no more about sulphate, till 
one day a letter came from London inviting payment, and asking 
us to give instructions about sending the goods. The mere thought 
of receiving and storing sixty tons made Guido’s brain whirl. 
We tried to reckon how much it would cost to store something 
like that for several months. The sum was enormous! I said 
nothing; but the broker, who would have been quite glad to see 
the merchandise arrive in Trieste, because sooner or later the task 
of selling it would devolve on him, pointed out to Guido that 
what seemed such a huge sum was really not so very much 
when expressed in terms of percentage on the value of the 
goods. 

This remark seemed odd to Guido and made him laugh. 

“ I haven’t only got a hundred kilos of sulphate,” he said, “I’ve 
sixty tons, worse luck! ” 

He might have ended by accepting the agent’s calculation— 
evidently quite a just one, seeing that if the price rose only a little 
the costs would have been more than covered—had he not at that 
moment had a sudden inspiration. Whenever a business idea came 
to him quite of itself he became completely obsessed by it, and 
had no room in his head for any other consideration. This was 
his idea: the goods had been sold to him prepaid to Trieste, so 
the cost of transport was being borne by the sender. If therefore 
he were to sell the goods back to the seller, he ought to receive 
a much better price than he had been offered in Trieste, because 
the original seller would thereby save the cost of carriage. 

What he said was not strictly accurate, but to humour him no 
one questioned it. Once he had settled the business a somewhat 
bitter smile spread over his face; he looked quite the philosophic 
pessimist as he said: 

“ Don’t let us talk any more about it. The lesson cost us rather 
dear, but let us turn it to account now.” 

However we did talk about it again. He had lost his former 
splendid assurance in refusing business that offered, and when at 
the end of the year I called his attention to the amount of money 
we had lost, he muttered: 
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“It was that cursed sulphate of copper which ruined me ! I was 
continually feeling that I must make good that loss.” 

My absence from the office had been caused by Carla having 
deserted me. I could not stay there and see Carmen and Guido 
making love to each other. They were always exchanging glances 
and smiling, in front of me. I took my resolution while shutting 
up the office, and went haughtily away without saying a word 
about it to anyone. I was always expecting Guido to ask me why 
I had deserted him in this way, and intended to tell him what I 
thought about him. I could be very strict with him since he knew 
nothing about my expeditions to the Giardino Pubblico. 

It was really a form of jealousy on my part, because I looked 
on Carmen as Guido’s Carla, a gentler and more submissive one. 
He had had better luck than me with his second woman, as with 
his first. But perhaps (and it was this that furnished me with a 
fresh grudge against him) he owed his good fortune to certain 
qualities of his which I envied, though I continued to think them 
inferior; his ease in playing the violin corresponded to the assur¬ 
ance and detachment with which he went through life. I realized 
now that I had sacrificed Carla to Augusta. When I went back 
over the two happy years Carla had given me I could not under¬ 
stand how it was that she—constituted as I now know her to be 
—could have put up with me for so long. Hadn’t I insulted her 
daily by my love for Augusta? Guido, as I knew very well, would 
never be distracted in his love for Carmen by any thought of Ada. 
His hospitable mind could easily entertain two women at the 
same time. Compared to him I really felt myself to be an angel 
of innocence. I had married Augusta without being in love with 
her, yet it was impossible for me to betray her without a pang. 
Perhaps he too had married Ada without loving her; but though 
Ada meant nothing to me now, I remembered the love she had 
inspired in me, and I could not help feeling that if I had been in 
his place I should have behaved with much more consideration. 

It was not Guido who came to look for me, but I who returned 
to the office on my own account, to try and escape from my 
terrible feeling of emptiness. He behaved according to the terms 



308 confessions of zeno 

of our agreement, which put me under no obligation to take a 
regular part in his affairs; and when he ran into me casually at 
home or elsewhere he showed the same friendliness he had always 
shown (for which I felt grateful to him), and seemed to have for¬ 
gotten that my place at the desk he had bought specially for me 
was left empty. When we were together I was the only one who 
felt any embarrassment. When I went back to my post he received 
me as if I had only been away for a day, expressed his delight 
at seeing me again, and exclaimed on hearing that I proposed 
resuming my work: 

“ It’s a good thing, then, that I didn’t let anyone touch your 
books ! ” 

And indeed I found the register and my newspaper exactly 
where I had left them. 

Luciano said to me: 

“ I hope we shall get going again now that you have come 
back. I think Signor Guido was discouraged by two things he tried 
which did not succeed. Don’t tell him that I said anything to you 
about it, but see if you can’t put a little heart into him.” 

I very soon realized that next to no work was being done in the 
office, and till the moment when our losses on the sulphate of 
copper became a terrible reality we led a positively idyllic life 
there. I soon perceived that Guido no longer felt the need of 
supervising Carmen at her work, and therefore concluded that 
the period of courtship was over and she had become his 
mistress. 

Carmen’s reception surprised me, for she at once felt obliged 
to remind me of something that I had completely forgotten. It 
appeared that before leaving the office, and during the days I 
ran after so many women because I could not have the one I 
wanted, I had assaulted Carmen too. She spoke of it to me, very 
severely and with some embarrassment; she said she was glad to 
see me again because I was fond of Guido and because she thought 
my advice might be useful to him, and she would like us, if I 
consented, to be real friends, brother and sister in fact. While she 
was saying this or something like it, she held out her hand with 
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a friendly gesture. There was a severe expression on her lovely, 
gentle face, as if to emphasize the innocence of the relationship 
she was offering me. 

It was only then that I remembered what had happened, and 
blushed. Perhaps if I had remembered sooner I should never have 
gone back to the office at all. It had been just an affair of a 
moment, among so many others of the same sort, and if I had 
not been reminded of it now it would have been as if it had 
never existed. A few days after Carla had thrown me over I had 
been going through the books and asked Carmen to help me; at 
one point I had put my arm round her waist, so as to be able to 
look at the same page, and had drawn her closer and closer to me. 
In one bound Carmen had sprung away from me, whereupon I 
immediately left the office. 

I might have excused myself by smiling and inducing her to 
smile too, for women are so prone to smile at misdeeds of that 
sort. I might have said to her; 

“ I have failed in what I tried to do, and I am sorry for it, but 
I don't bear you any ill-will, and will be your friend if you won't 
let me be anything more.'' 

Or I might have assumed the role of a serious person, and 
apologized to her and Guido somewhat as follows: 

“ You must forgive me, and not judge me till you know the 
circumstances that have led me to behave like this.” 

But words failed me. Resentment seemed to have dried up my 
throat, and I could not speak. All these women who persisted in 
refusing me threw a sort of tragic hue over my life. I felt I had 
never been so unfortunate before. Instead of replying I felt more 
inclined to grind my teeth, a rather uncomfortable process if you 
are obliged to hide it. Perhaps it was disappointment at seeing a 
hope I had unconsciously cherished taken from me for ever, which 
deprived me of speech. I may as well confess that I could imagine 
no one who would better fill than Carmen the place of the mistress 
I had lost; my unexacting Carla, who only asked to be allowed 
to live quietly at my side, till the day when she asked never to 
see me again. A mistress shared is the least compromising one can 
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have. At that time I had not thought things out so clearly as I 
have since, but I had certain intuitions, which I now know to be 
true. If I were to become Carmen’s lover I should be doing a good 
turn to Ada, without doing much harm to Augusta. The infidelity 
in either case would have been much less great than if Guido and 
I had each had a mistress to ourselves. 

I gave Carmen my answer several days later, and to this 
moment I still blush to think of it. The anguish of mind into 
which Carla’s desertion had thrown me must still have subsisted 
for me to arrive at such a point. I feel more remorse about it than 
about any other action of my life. The foolish words that escape 
us sometimes react more violently than the most discreditable 
deeds due to a passionate impulse. Of course I mean by words 
only those that are not really deeds; I know very well that Iago’s 
words, for example, belong to the latter kind. But deeds, includ¬ 
ing the words spoken by Iago, are committed for the sake of 
some hoped-for profit or pleasure, and then our whole being, even 
that part of us which ought to rise in judgment, joins in and 
bears witness in our favour. But a foolish tongue acts independ¬ 
ently, in the interests of a small part of our being which other¬ 
wise would feel itself to be defeated, and continues to simulate 
fight when the fight is already over. Words are spoken with 
intention to wound or caress, and often they turn against the 
mouth that utters them and burn it. 

I noticed she had lost the lovely complexion that had won her 
such speedy admission to our office. I would not admit that it 
could be bodily suffering that had caused the change in her 
appearance, and I attributed it to her love for Guido. We men 
are commonly much inclined to pity women who give themselves 
to other men. We never can see what advantage they hope to get 
from it. We may perhaps even love the man in question—as in 
my own case—but we never even then succeed in forgetting what 
is the usual end to such love-adventures. I felt genuine compas¬ 
sion for Carmen. I said to her: 

“ Since you have been so kind as to invite me to be your friend, 
would you allow me to give you some good advice? ” 
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She would not, because like all women in a similar situation she 
was inclined to look on all advice as an act of aggression. She 
blushed and stammered: 

“I don’t understand! What do you mean? ” and in order to 
impose silence on me added immediately afterwards: 

“If I should need any advice I will certainly come to you. 
Signor Cosini.” 

So I was not allowed to give her moral advice, which was a 
misfortune for me. Had I done so, I should certainly have been 
able to be more honest with myself, even though I might have 
tried to embrace her again. And I should not now be blaming 
myself for having assumed the lying role of mentor. 

For several days each week Guido failed to put in an appear¬ 
ance at the office, because of his passion for shooting and fishing. 
I, on the contrary, was very regular for some time after my 
return, and found plenty to do putting the books in order. I spent 
a good deal of time alone with Carmen and Luciano, who looked 
on me as their chief. Carmen did not seem to mind Guido being 
absent, and I supposed her love for him to be so great that she 
was glad to think of him enjoying himself. He must have told her 
beforehand the days he was not coming, for she showed no sign 
of waiting anxiously for his arrival. I knew from Augusta that it 
was quite a different matter with Ada, who complained bitterly 
of her husband’s frequent absences. Nor was this her only griev¬ 
ance. Like all women who feel themselves to be unloved she put 
the same energy into her complaints about big or small grievances. 
Not only was Guido unfaithful to her, but when he was at home 
he was always playing the violin. That violin, which had caused 
me so much suffering, was a kind of Achilles' spear in the variety 
of its adaptations. I discovered that it had appeared in our office, 
where it had assisted at the courting of Carmen with exquisite 
variations on the Barbiere. And when it was no longer needed at 
the office it returned home, where it saved Guido from the tire¬ 
some necessity of talking to his wife. 

There was never anything between Carmen and me. I very 
soon felt completely indifferent to her, as though she had changed 
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her sex; rather the same as I felt for Ada. Yes, it is quite true, I 
felt nothing but warm sympathy for them both. 

Guido overwhelmed me with attentions. I fancy that during 
the month I left him alone he had learnt to appreciate my com¬ 
pany. A girl like Carmen may be a charming diversion from time 
to time, but one cannot stand her for days on end. He invited 
me to go shooting and fishing with him. I detest shooting, and 
resolutely refused to accompany him. But one evening, when I 
was feeling particularly bored, I finally agreed to go out fishing 
with him. Fish have no means of communicating with us and 
cannot arouse our sympathy. They pant even when they are safe 
and sound in the water ! In fact death hardly alters their appear¬ 
ance. Their pain, if it exists, is perfectly concealed under their 
scales. 

One day when he invited me to go out fishing the same night, 
I said I must wait and see whether Augusta could spare me that 
evening, and whether she would mind me staying out so late. He 
told me he was going to start off at nine o’clock from the Sartorio 
quay, so I said I would be there by then if I could manage to get 
away. I thought he would probably not expect to see me again 
that evening, as I had so often before made a similar appointment 
and failed to keep it. 

But as it happened I was driven from the house that night by 
baby Antonia’s screams. The more her mother kissed and caressed 
her the more she howled. Then I tried my plan of shouting insults 
into her ear. The only result however was to change the rhythm 
of her screams, for the little monkey began to howl with terror 
instead. I was about to try a more energetic method of restraint, 
but Augusta reminded me just in time of Guido’s invitation, and 
accompanied me to the door, promising to go to bed without me 
if it was very late before I got back. In her anxiety to get me 
out of the house she even promised to take her coffee alone next 
morning, supposing I were to stay out all night. There is only 
one small difference of opinion between Augusta and me: what 
is the proper way of treating troublesome children. I always feel 
that a baby’s sufferings are less important than ours, and that 



A BUSINESS PARTNERSHIP 3 1 3 

it is worth while making it suffer if by that means a grown-up 
person can be saved a great deal of annoyance; she, however, takes 
the view that having brought children into the world we have 
got to put up with them. 

I had plenty of time to reach our rendezvous and strolled in a 
leisurely way through the town, looking at the women and at 
the same time trying to think of a new plaything that should 
eliminate all difference of opinion between Augusta and me. But 
humanity was not sufficiently evolved to accept my new play¬ 
thing ! It belonged to the distant future and was only useful to 
me now as showing me on what a detail my disputes with 
Augusta depended: the lack of a simple toy. It could have been 
very simple; an indoor tramline and a little seat provided with 
wheels to run on the line. On this little seat the child would 
spend its day; by pressing an electric button it would be sent 
screaming to the farthest end of the house, whence its voice, 
weakened by distance, would float back quite pleasantly. And 
Augusta and I could have remained together in peace and perfect 
amity. 

It was a starry night without a moon, one of those transparent 
nights that calm and tranquillize the spirit. I gazed at the stars, 
seeking the constellation on which my father’s dying look had 
rested. The awful time would soon be over when children dirty 
themselves and scream. Then they would become like me, and 
I should be able to like them without constraint, as it was 
my duty to do. The vast and tranquil beauty of the night 
brought me peace; I did not even feel the need of making 
resolutions. 

At the end of the Sartorio mole the lights of the town were cut 
off by a ruined building, set on the last rocks of the promontory 
which jut out into the sea. The darkness here was complete, and 
the high tide lapped its silent endless waters dimly against the 
mole. 

I had stopped looking at the sea or the sky. A few steps away 
from me was a woman who aroused my curiosity by the patent- 
leather shoe that I saw gleaming for a moment in the darkness. 
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During that brief moment in the dark, I felt as if I were shut into 
a room alone with that tall and doubtless elegant woman. The 
most pleasant adventures sometimes happen when one least 
expects them, and seeing her come deliberately toward me I had 
for a moment a delightful sensation, which disappeared directly 
I heard Carmen’s hoarse voice. She pretended to be pleased when 
she heard I was to be of the party. But with a voice like hers, and 
in the dark, pretence was impossible. 

I said roughly to her: 

“ Guido asked me to come. But I will leave you two alone if 
you like, and find something else to do.” 

She protested, saying that she was on the contrary very glad 
to see me again—for the third time that day. She told me the 
entire office was about to assemble in that small boat, for Luciano 
was coming too. It would be a terrible thing for our business if 
we were to founder! She told me of course that Luciano was 
coming too, in order to show me what an innocent rendezvous it 
was. Then she chattered ceaselessly, telling me among other 
things that this was the first time she had been out with Guido, 
and then that it was the second. She let slip casually that she 
found it quite pleasant to sit on the bottom-board, and I expressed 
surprise at her using such a nautical expression. She was obliged 
to confess that she had heard Guido use it the first time she had 
gone fishing with him. 

She was evidently anxious to let me know how innocent their 
first outing had been. 

“We went fishing that time in the morning,” she said. “We 
were fishing for mackerel, not John Dory.” 

It was a pity I had no time to let her chatter a little more, 
bemuse then I might have found out all I wanted to know; but 
a; L hat moment Guido’s boat shot out from the darkness of the 
Sacchetta and came swiftly toward us. I was still debating whether, 
as Carmen was there, I had not better go away. Perhaps Guido 
had not meant to invite us both together, for I remembered I had 
half refused his invitation. Meanwhile the boat pulled in and 
Carmen leaped lightly into it, refusing, dark as it was, the hand 
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that Luciano held out for her support. As I still hesitated Guido 
shouted out: 

“ Don’t let us waste any more time ! 

With one bound I was in the boat. My bound was almost 
involuntary, and made in response to Guido’s cry. I looked long¬ 
ingly at the shore, but that moment’s hesitation made it impossible 
for me to spring out again, and I seated myself in the prow of the 
boat, which was a fairly small one. When I got used to the dark¬ 
ness I saw Guido facing me in the stern, with Carmen at his feet. 
Luciano, who was rowing, was between us. I did not feel very 
safe or very comfortable in that small boat, but I soon got used to 
it and began watching the stars, which again had a calming influ¬ 
ence on me. It was true that with Luciano present, who was a 
devoted servant of our wives’ family, Guido would never have 
risked being unfaithful to Ada, so that there was no harm in my 
being there too. I had a great longing to enjoy to the full the sky, 
the sea, and that vast quietness, but if my being there was to cause 
me remorse, I might as well have stayed at home and let myself 
be tormented by little Antonia. The fresh night air filled iny 
lungs, and I was conscious of enjoying myself thoroughly in the 
company of Guido and Carmen, both of whom I really liked very 
much. 

We passed the lighthouse and came out into the open sea. A 
few miles farther out shone the lights of innumerable sailing-boats; 
the bait they threw for the fishes was very different from ours. 
We passed the military baths—an enormous building, looming 
darkly out of the water—and began rowing up and down close to 
the Sant’ Andrea shore. It was a favourite place for fishermen. 
Many other boats were moving about noiselessly close to us. 
Guido made ready three lines, and baited them with small crabs, 
with the hook through their tails. He gave us each one, saying 
that mine, the only one that was leaded, would attract most fish. 
In the darkness I could just see the hook through the tail of my 
crab, which still seemed to be moving the upper part of its body 
to and fro. It was a gentle motion and seemed to express medita¬ 
tion rather than bodily agony. Perhaps what produces pain in 
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larger bodies may, in very little ones, be so refined that it is 
experienced merely as a fresh sensation, a stimulus to thought. I 
threw it into the water, lowering it about thirty feet according 
to Guido’s instructions. Then Carmen and Guido let out their 
lines. Guido had an oar in the stem now, with which he guided 
the boat in such a way as to prevent the lines becoming entangled. 
Apparently Luciano was not yet quite equal to the task of guiding 
the boat like that. But in any case he was busy with the little net 
in which he was to collect the first brought to the surface by the 
lines. For a long time there was nothing for him to do. Guido was 
very talkative. Perhaps it was his passion for giving instruction, 
even more than love, which attached him to Carmen. Rather than 
listen to him I should have preferred to go on thinking about the 
little animal I was holding in the water. But Guido kept calling 
to me and I was obliged to listen to his theories of fishing. He said 
we should often feel the fish nibbling at the bait, but we must be 
sure not to draw in our lines till we felt a pull. Then we must be 
ready to give a jerk, which would embed the hook firmly in the 
fish’s mouth. Guido’s explanations were, as usual, very long. He 
wanted to explain quite clearly exactly what sensation we should 
feel in our hand when the fish nibbled at the bait. And he went 
on with his explanations long after Carmen and I knew by experi¬ 
ence the almost audible contact of the fish’s mouth with the bait. 
Several times we were obliged to draw in our lines and bait them 
afresh. The reflective little crab had been swallowed down in 
the jaws of a cautious fish which had learnt how to avoid the 
hook. 

There were beer and sandwiches on board, and Guido’s inex¬ 
haustible chatter lent flavour to our picnic. He was talking now 
of the immense riches that lay at the bottom of the sea. He did 
not mean, as Luciano thought, the fishes, nor the treasure that 
man has spilt into the sea, but the gold that is dissolved in sea¬ 
water. Suddenly he remembered I had studied chemistry, and 
said: 

“ You ought to know something about that gold.” 

I did not remember much, but I accepted his statement, and 
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hazarded a suggestion, the truth of which I felt to be rather doubt¬ 
ful. I said: 

“ Sea-gold is the most costly of all to collect. In order to get a 
single one of those dispersed napoleons you would have to spend 
five.” 

Luciano, who had turned eagerly toward me for confirmation 
of the rumoured riches over which we were floating, turned his 
back in disgust; he no longer took any interest in that kind of 
gold. But Guido agreed with me, and thought he remembered 
hearing that the price of sea-gold was exactly five times higher 
than that of ordinary gold, as I had just said. His confirmation of 
my statement (which I knew to be a fiction of the brain) was 
meant as high praise. He clearly did not look on me as at all 
dangerous and felt no shadow of jealousy in regard to the woman 
lying at his feet. I was tempted for a moment to embarrass him 
by saying that I had suddenly remembered it would cost only 
three napoleons to extract one from the sea, or that it would 
cost ten. 

But at that very moment my line suddenly gave a terrific jerk. 
I gave another jerk, and screamed. In one bound Guido was at my 
side and took the line from my hand. I gladly yielded it to him. 
He began drawing it in, first a small bit at a time, then, as the 
resistance diminished, in great handfuls. We could see the silver 
body of a huge fish gleaming in the dark water. It resisted no 
longer, but ran swiftly to meet its pain. At last I felt I understood 
the dumb creature's suffering; that swift flight toward death 
seemed like a cry. Soon it lay gasping at my feet. Luciano had 
pulled it out of the water with his net, and seizing it roughly in 
one hand pulled out the hook with the other. 

He prodded the great fish all over: 

“ A John Dory, and it weighs about seven pounds ! ” 

He was quite overwhelmed by its size, and named the price 
they would have asked for it in the fish-market. Then Guido 
remarked that the tide was on the turn, and that we were not 
likely to catch any more fish. He said fishermen believe the fish 
won’t bite when it is slack water, and that therefore they cannot 
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be caught. He moralized on the dangers an animal was led into 
by its appetite. Then he began laughing and said, quite unaware 

that he was compromising himself: 

44 You are the only one here this evening who knows how to 

fish.” . „ 

My victim was still flapping about in the bottom of the boat, 

when Carmen gave a scream. Without moving, and with sup¬ 
pressed laughter in his voice, Guido asked: 

44 Another John Dory? ” 

Carmen replied in confusion: 

44 1 thought it was, but it has let go of the hook! ” 

I am convinced that Guido, unable any longer to contain him¬ 
self, had squeezed Carmen in the dark. 

I was beginning to feel ill at ease in that boat. I no longer 
cared about catching anything, and kept moving my line to and 
fro so that the poor creatures should not bite. I said I was sleepy, 
and asked Guido to put me on shore at Sant’ Andrea. Then I tried 
to remove any suspicion that I might be going because I was 
shocked by what Carmen's sudden cry had betrayed, and told 
them about my baby’s screaming fit, saying that I should like to 

get back and make sure it was not ill. 

Guido, obliging as usual, brought the boat to shore. He offered 
me the fish I had caught, but I refused. I proposed to throw it 
into the sea again and set it free, at which Luciano set up a howl 
of protest and Guido good-naturedly observed: 

“If I thought I could give it life and health again I gladly 
would. But the poor creature is no good for anything now except 
to be served up on a dish.” 

I followed them with my eyes, and noticed that they did not 
take advantage of the space left free by me. They were still sitting 
as close as possible to each other, and the boat put off again, with 
its prow rather far out of the water, because of the extra weight 

astern. 

I regarded it as a punishment from heaven when I found that 
my baby had an attack of fever. Hadn’t I caused it to fall ill, by 
pretending to Guido to be anxious about its health when I was 
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not really so in the least? Augusta was still up, but Dr. Paoli had 
just been and had reassured her by saying that so sudden and 
violent a fever could not mean the beginning of a serious illness. 
We stood for some time watching Antonia, who was lying huddled 
up in her little cot, with dry lips and feverish cheeks, her brown 
curls all in disorder. She did not cry at all, but moaned quietly 
from time to time, then fell back at once into a state of torpor. 
My God ! How dear she seemed to me now that she was ill. I 
would willingly have given years of my own life if only it would 
make her breathe more easily. How could I ever forgive myself 
for thinking for a moment that I was not very fond of her, and 
for having spent all the time while she was suffering away from 
her, and in such company ! 

“ She is so like Ada/' Augusta said with a sob. It was true ! We 
noticed the likeness now for the first time, and it became more 
and more striking, the bigger Antonia grew, so that I sometimes 
trembled to think her fate might be like that of the poor creature 

she resembled. 

We went to bed at last, after putting the baby’s bed beside 
Augusta’s. But I was unable to sleep. I felt a weight on my mind, 
just as I used on those nights when my sins of the preceding day 
were mirrored in images of pain and remorse. My baby’s illness 
weighed on me as if it had been my doing. I rebelled at last against 
my own sense of guilt, for I was innocent and had nothing to hide. 
I could tell Augusta everything. So I told her about my meeting 
with Carmen, of the position she had occupied in the boat, and of 
her scream, which I attributed to some violent caress on Guido’s 
part, though I could not be certain. But Augusta was quite cer¬ 
tain, for otherwise why should Guido’s voice have betrayed so 
much amusement? I tried to make her take a less serious view of 
it, but she insisted on my going into every detail. I made a con¬ 
fession on my own account, describing the feeling of exasperation 
which had driven me out of the house and my remorse at not 
having loved Antonia more. I at once felt much better and fell 

sound asleep. 

Next morning Antonia was better; she had almost lost her 
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fever. She was lying there quite quietly, and her breathing was 
regular, but she was pale and exhausted, as though she had spent 
all the strength of her little body in the short battle for life from 
which she had come out victorious. In the midst of my sense ot 
relief I remembered with regret that I had compromised Guido 
horribly, and tried to make Augusta promise not to tell anyone 
of my suspicions. She protested that it was not a question of 
suspicions, but definite evidence; and I could not convince her 
to the contrary. However she promised whatever I wanted and 

I went off quietly to the office. , 

Guido had not yet come, and Carmen told me they had had 

very good luck after I left them. They had caught two more John 

Dory, not so big as mine, but weighing quite a lot I d'dnot 

believe her, and thought it was very unlikely they should have 

employed themselves otherwise after my departure than before 

Had there been no slack water then? And how many hours ha 

they stayed out at sea? 

In order to convince me Carmen called on Luciano to confirm 
her statement that they had really caught two John Dory, and 
from that moment I believed Luciano capable of any baseness in 

order to ingratiate himself with Guido. 

During the idyllic calm that preceded the sulphate of copper 
deal, something rather odd took place in the office, which I have 
never forgotten, partly because it throws light on Guido’s extra¬ 
ordinary conceit, partly because it reveals an aspect of myself 

which I find it a little difficult to recognize. 

One day we were all four in the office together, but as usual the 
only one who talked about business at all was Luciano. Something 
he said sounded to Guido like a reproach, which he found it hard 
to endure with Carmen there. But it was not easy for him to 
defend himself, for Luciano could prove that some deal he had 
advised Guido to go in for months ago, and which he refused to 
touch, had turned out very well for the person who had interested 
himself in it. At last Guido said that he despised business, and 
that if fortune did not favour him in this direction he could find 
plenty of ways, much more intelligent, of earning money. The 
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violin, for example. Everybody agreed with him, but I made a 
certain reservation: 

“ You will have to work hard at it,” I said. 

He was annoyed by my qualified agreement, and hastened to 
say that if it was a question of working he could have done a lot 
of other things too, literature for example. Again everybody 
agreed with him, but I showed a little hesitation. I could not 
remember very clearly what any of the great writers looked like, 
and I tried to recall their faces, hoping to find one who resembled 
Guido. He positively shouted at me: 

“Would you like to hear some good fables? I can invent them 
quite as well as /Esop.” 

We all laughed except him. He had the typewriter brought, 
and wrote off his first fable rapidly just as if he were writing 
under dictation, with sweeping movements hardly suited to the 
ordinary operation of typing. He handed the sheet to Luciano, 
but thought better of it, and took it back and fixed it in the 
machine again. His second fable however gave him more trouble 
than the first, so that he forgot to make his inspired gestures, and 
was obliged, on the contrary, to correct what he had written 
several times. It is my opinion that the first fable was not his at 
all, and that the second only was of his own invention; it was 
indeed just what I should have expected from him. The first fable 
was about a bird which suddenly noticed that the door of its cage 
was open. At first it thought it would take advantage of this to 
fly away, but on second thoughts decided not to do so, feeling that 
if the door got shut during its absence it would lose its liberty. 
The second was about an elephant, and really was elephantine. 
The huge beast, feeling weak in the legs went to consult a famous 
doctor, who when he saw his enormous limbs exclaimed: “ I 
never saw such strong legs ! 

Luciano was not to be taken in by such fables, partly because 
he did not understand them. He laughed a great deal, but obviously 
because he thought it comic that a thing like that should appear to 
anyone to be saleable. He laughed out of politeness when it was 
explained to him that the bird was afraid of being deprived of the 

L 
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from an elephant’s point of view. Then he »«d: _ 

•'What would you get for two fables like that? 

Guido replied condescendingly: , if nne 

“ The pleasure of writing them is sufficient rewar , „ 

went on writing them one would make a great deal ° f ^ 
Carmen however, was in a great state of excitement. Sh 

asked for permission to copy the two fables and was profuse^ 

her thanks when Guido offered to give her the sheet y 

-sttisr; rs s r - rs 

zzrsjss ms 

“ 1 »»y*> «»«' »f'" “ 

true that the first fable I wrote had been in my mind for som 
days but I improvised the title on the spot : Hymn to Lite 

Then, after a moment’s reflection, I wrote underneath 
nialnonp” I thought it would be easier to make animals ta 
°ai to describe them. My fable sprang from the following very 

brief dialogue: 

THE crab (impaled on a hook, reflectively): Life is sweet, but 

one must watch where one sits down. 

THE ,ohn dory (just off to the dentist): Life is sw«t but one 
must rid it of those treacherous monsters who hide steel fang 

in tasty flesh. 

Now came the second fable, but my supply of animals ran out. 
I looked at the dog lying in his corner, and he lo °ked back at me^ 
His gentle eyes reminded me that a few days ago Guido had come 
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back from hunting covered with fleas, and had gone to clean 
himself in the lumber-room. I at once found the fable I wanted 
and wrote it down easily: 

There \v as once a prince who w as bitten by a great many fleas. 
He prayed to the gods to grant him one flea to himself (as large 
as they liked, but only one), and to distribute the others among 
the rest of mankind. But not one of those fleas would consent to 
stay alone with that fool of a prince, and he was obliged to keep 
them all. 

At the moment I wrote them my fables seemed to me excellent. 
The things that issue from our own brain have a peculiarly charm¬ 
ing air, especially when they are newly born. To tell the truth I 
still like my dialogue, even now that I have had so much practice 
in composition. “The Hymn to Life” sung by a dying creature 
cannot fail to arouse the sympathy of those who have to watch it 
die. It often really happens that the dying spend their last breath 
in describing the cause to which they think they owe their death, 
thus raising a hymn of praise to the life of all who succeed in 
avoiding that accident. As to the second fable I have nothing to 
say about it. It was acutely interpreted by Guido himself, who 
laughingly exclaimed: 

“ It is not a fable, it is only an excuse for calling me a fool.” 

I laughed too, and the pain that had inspired me to write it at 
once vanished. Luciano laughed when I explained what I meant 
by it and decided that no one would pay anything either for mine 
or Guido's fables. But Carmen was not at all pleased. She gave 
me a penetrating look, which was something quite new in her 
eyes, and which I understood as readily as if she had said in so 
many words: 

“ You don’t like Guido ! ” 

I was quite startled, for at the moment she was right. I thought 
it was foolish of me to behave as if I did not like Guido, just when 
I was working so disinterestedly for him. I must be more careful 
how I behaved in future. 

I said gently to Guido: 
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“ I readily agree that your fables are better than mine. But you 
must remember they are the first ones I have ever written m my 

life.” 

He would not give way. 

“ Perhaps you think that I have written some before < 

Carmen’s look had already become kinder, and to make it 


kinder still I said to Guido: „ 

“ You certainly have a particular gift for fables. 

The compliment made them both laugh and myself too; all of 
us quite good-naturedly, for it was obvious that I had spoken 

without malicious intention. 

The sulphate of copper business brought a much more serious 
atmosphere into our office. We had no time now for fables. We 
accepted almost everything that offered. We occasionally made a 
profit, but when we did it was a small one, whereas our losses 
were always considerable. Guido, who was so generous at other 
times, was curiously mean in business. When something turne 
out well he immediately made haste to liquidate it, for he was 
always in a hurry to pocket his small gains. But when he go 
involved in an unprofitable transaction he could not make up his 
mind to get out of it; for he always wanted to put off the moment 
when he would have to pay out of his own pocket. I think that 
is why his losses were always considerable and his gains so small. 
A business man's qualities are simply the sum of all that is con¬ 
tained in him from the crown of his head to the soles of his feet. 
The Greek phrase “ Wise fool" would be very appropriate to 
Guido. He was often very astute, but he was often very stupid. 
He was full of ideas, but did nothing with them except to grease 
the steep incline on which he kept slipping lower and lower. ^ 
The twins descended on him at the same time as the sulphate 
of copper. His first impression was one of unpleasant surprise, but 
directly after he had announced their arrival to me he made a )oke 
that I thought so funny that I burst out laughing; and he was so 
gratified by his success that he could not help laughing with me. 
Speaking of his two children as if they were on a par with sixty 

tons of sulphate he said: 
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“ I am condemned to work wholesale, I am ! " 

To comfort him I reminded him that Augusta was again in her 
seventh month, and that I would soon have reached his tonnage 
in the matter of babies. He replied smartly: 

“To me, as an experienced book-keeper, the two things don’t 
seem to be the same." 

After a few days he had grown very fond of the two infants, 
and for a short time remained much attached to them. Augusta, 
who spent part of each day with her sister, told me that he 
devoted several hours to each of them every day. He nursed them 
and sang lullabies to them, and Ada was so grateful to him that 
a new love seemed to spring up between husband and wife. He 
paid a pretty large premium to an insurance society to guarantee 
a small sum to his children when they came of age. I remember 
this because I had to enter the sum on the debit side of the account. 

I was invited to come and see the twins. Augusta told me that 
Ada would like me to go in and see her too. She was still obliged 
to stay in bed, though it was ten days since the children’s birth. 

The babies were in two cradles in a dressing-room adjoining the 
parents’ bedroom. Ada called to me from the bed: 

“Are they pretty, Zeno?" 

I was startled by the sound of her voice. It seemed to me softer; 
even though she had put a certain amount of effort into it to 
make it carry, it was all the same softer than it used to be. No 
doubt it was motherhood that gave it that softer character, but I 
was moved by it because I noticed it particularly when she 
addressed herself to me. That new quality in it made me feel as 
if instead of calling me by my Christian name, Ada had added 
some other affectionate title like “ dear" or “ brother". I was 
truly grateful to her and felt very gentle and affectionate. I 
replied gaily: 

“ They are darlings, and so exactly alike ! I really don’t know 
which I like best! " 

I thought them two horrid little monsters really. They were 
both crying at once, in different keys. 

Guido very soon returned to his former way of life. After the 
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sulphate business he came to the office more regularly, but on 
Saturday he always went off shooting and only returned late on 
Monday morning, just in time to look in at the office before lunch. 
In the evenings he went fishing, and often stayed out at sea all 
night. Augusta told me how unhappy Ada was, partly because 
she was terribly jealous, and partly because he left her alone for 
a great part of the day. Augusta tried to calm her by reminding 
her there were no women when he went hunting and fashing. 
But Ada had been told—Augusta did not know by whom—that 
Carmen sometimes accompanied Guido when he went out fishing. 
Guido had admitted it himself when she confronted him with it, 
but said there was no harm in his being nice to a member ot his 
staff, especially as she was so useful to him. Besides, had no 
Luciano always been there too? In the end he promised not to 
invite her again, if Ada did not like it. He said he could not give 
up shooting or fishing, though it was true the former cost him a 
good deal. He was working hard, he said (there certainly was 
plenty to do just then in the office), and he thought he deserve 
a little recreation. Ada did not agree with him; she thought the 
best recreation he could have was with his family, and to this 
theory Augusta gave her unconditional support, though I venture 
to suggest that it might be rather a noisy recreation. 

Augusta exclaimed: ... „ 

“ But don't you come home every day at the times you should ( 

This was true, and I was obliged to confess that there was a 
great difference between Guido and me, though I did not feel 
much inclined to boast about it. I kissed Augusta and said: 

“ You deserve all the praise for having employed such drastic 


methods of education.” 

Meanwhile poor Guido’s affairs went from bad to worse. At 
first they had only one nurse for the two children, for it was 
hoped that Ada would be able to feed one of them herself, bhe 
was however not strong enough to do so, and they had to take 
another nurse. When Guido wanted to make me laugh he would 
walk up and down the office, beating time to the words: “ One 
wife . . . two infants . . . two nurses . . . ! 


• • 
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There was one thing that Ada specially hated: Guido’s violin. 
She could stand the children's crying, but the sound of the violin 
was intolerable to her. She said once to Augusta: 

“ I feel as if I should like to howl like a dog when I hear him 
playing.” 

It was very odd, for Augusta loved to hear the unmusical 
strains of my violin proceeding from the study when she passed 
by. 

44 But surely Ada was in love with him when she married him,” 
I exclaimed in surprise. 44 And isn’t his violin the best part of 
Guido? ” 

All this gossip was forgotten the first time I saw Ada about 
again. It was I who first realized that she was ill. One day early 
in November, a cold, damp, sunless day, I left the office earlier 
than usual, at three in the afternoon, and hurried home, thinking 
how nice it would be to rest and dream for several hours in my 
warm little study. I had to go down a long passage to reach it, 
and when I got to Augusta’s work-room I stood still because I 
heard Ada’s voice inside. It was very soft or uncertain (which 
was perhaps the same thing), just as it had been the day she had 
spoken to me. I opened the door and went in, curious to see how 
Ada, who was usually so calm and self-contained, came to have 
a voice like that; it rather reminded me of an actress who is trying 
to move other people to tears without being able to weep herself. 
The voice was somehow artificial, or seemed so to me because, 
without being able to see the person to whom it belonged, I was 
hearing it again for the second time after so long, and detected in 
it the same emotional quality. I thought they must be talking 
about Guido, for what other subject could move Ada in that way? 

As a matter of fact the two women were only discussing 
domestic details, over a cup of tea; the washing, servants, etc. 
But directly I saw Ada I realized that her voice was not put on. 

I was the first to notice a change in her face, and was greatly 
moved by it; and her voice, even though it did not correspond to 
any feeling in particular, mirrored her whole personality so faith¬ 
fully that I at once felt it to be genuine. I am not a doctor, so the 
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possibility of her being ill did not occur to me; I was inclined to 
attribute the change in her appearance to the effects of her con¬ 
valescence after childbirth. But how was it that Guido had not 
noticed the great change that had come over his wife? I who 
knew her eyes by heart, and used to fear them so much because 1 
had at once realized how coldly they took stock of things and 
persons, whether to accept or reject them, now saw at once how 
changed they were. They seemed to have grown bigger, to have 
grown almost out of their sockets in their effort to see more clearly. 
Those great eyes made a painful impression in her pale and 

shrunken face. She clasped me warmly by the hand. 

“You are so good,” she said. “I know you never miss an 

opportunity of coming home to see your wife and child. 

Her hand was damp with perspiration, and I know that to be a 
sign of weakness. But I thought that as she grew stronger Ada 
would recover her original colour and the firm sculptural lines 

of her cheeks and brow. 

I felt sure her words were meant as a reproof to Guido, and 
replied good-naturedly that Guido, as the head of the business, 
had more responsibilities than I had, and was more tied to the 

0fi She gave me a searching look, as though to discover whether 
I was speaking seriously. 

“All the same,” she said, “I should have thought he might 
have found a little time for his wife and children,” and her voice 
sounded quite tearful. She recovered herself however, and added 
with an appealing smile: 

“Then there is his shooting and fishing, as well as business; 

and that takes up a great deal of time.” 

With an eloquence that surprised me she proceeded to enumer¬ 
ate the delicious viands that appeared on their table in conse¬ 
quence of Guido’s sporting expeditions. 

“ I would willingly go without it all,” she added with a sigh. 
But she did not complain of being unhappy. On the contrary, she 
said she could not imagine now being without the twins, whom 
she adored. She added with a touch of humour that she loved 
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them even more now that each of them had its own nurse. She 
did not get much sleep, but at least when she had once fallen 
asleep there was no one to disturb her. When I asked her if she 
really slept so little, she became grave at once and said pathetically 
that that was her chief trouble. Then she added more lightly: 

44 But I am better now." 

She left soon after, and gave as a reason for leaving that she 

must go round and see her mother before it got dark, and that she 

could not stand the temperature of our rooms, which were heated 

by two great stoves. To me they seemed only pleasantly warm, 

and I thought it a sign of hardiness on her part to find them too 
hot. 

"You don’t seem so delicate after all,” I said, smiling. "You 
will see how different you feel when you have reached my age." 

She was flattered to hear herself spoken of as being too young. 
Augusta and I accompanied her to the gate. She seemed to feel 
a great need of our affection, for during those few steps she walked 
between us, taking first Augusta’s arm and then mine. I at once 
stiffened mine, for fear of giving way to my old habit of squeezing 
the arm of every woman who came my way. At the gate she went 
on talking for some time, and at the mention of her father the 
tears stood in her eyes, for the third time within a quarter of 
an hour. When she had gone I remarked to Augusta that she 
was not a woman, but a fountain. Although I realized that Ada 
was ill I did not attach much importance to it. Her eyes had 
become larger, her face thinner; her voice had changed and her 
whole character seemed to have become more affectionate and 
clinging than was her wont, but I attributed all this to weakness 
after giving birth to twins. In fact I proved myself a magnificent 
observer in that nothing escaped me, but a perfect ignoramus 
because I did not utter the one important word: Disease. 

Next day the obstetrician who was treating Ada had a con¬ 
sultation with Dr. Paoli, who at once spoke the word that I had 
failed to say: Morbus Basedowii. Guido told me all about it and 
described the symptoms very learnedly, expressing much sym¬ 
pathy for Ada, who suffered a great deal. Without wishing to be 

L* 
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unkind I think that neither his sympathy nor his knowledge was 
very great. He assumed a melancholy air when he mentioned his 
wife, but while dictating letters to Carmen he manifested a great 
joie dc vivre and delight in giving instructions. He always believed 
that the Basedow who had given his name to the disease had 
been Goethe’s friend, though when I looked it up in an encyclo¬ 
pedia I saw at once that he was quite a different person. 

Basedow’s disease is undoubtedly a very remarkable one. It was 
most important for me to have found out about it. I read various 
monographs on the subject and felt as if the secret of our physical 
existence had only just been revealed to me. I think there must 
be a good many people like me who go through periods in which 
certain ideas usurp their mind to the exclusion of every other. 
But the same thing happens in the community; now it will be 
Darwin who reigns supreme, whereas before it was Robespierre 
or Napoleon. At one time it will be Liebig or even Leopardi; at 

another, Bismarck fills the whole horizon. 

But I alone lived by Basedow ! He seemed to me to have pene¬ 
trated to the roots of life, and shown it to be as follows: all living 
beings are ranged along a certain line, at one end of which is 
Basedow’s disease. All who are suffering from this disease use up 
their vital force recklessly in a mad vertiginous rhythm, the heart 
beating without control. At the other end of the line are those 
wretched beings, shrivelled up by native avarice, and doomed to 
die from a disease that looks like exhaustion but is really coward¬ 
ice. The happy mean between these two maladies is to be found in 
the middle of the line, and is called health, though it is really 
only a suspension of movement. Between the centre and Base¬ 
dow’s end are to be found all those whose life is consumed in 
desire, ambition, pleasure, or even work; toward the opposite end 
those who merely sprinkle crumbs on the plate of life and eke 
out a long, miserable existence that can only be a burden to 
society. But even this burden seems to be a necessary part of life. 
Society goes forward because Basedowians urge it on, and does 
not fall into the abyss only because the others hold it back. I am 
convinced that if one were to constitute a society one might do it 
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more simply, but it is actually made like this, with a goitre at one 
end and a dropsy at the other; and nothing can be done about it. 
Those at the centre have the beginnings of either goitre or dropsy, 
and all along the line throughout the whole of humanity there is 
no such thing as perfect health. 

According to Augusta, Ada had not actually a goitre, but she 
had all the other symptoms of the disease. Poor Ada ! She had 
seemed to me the embodiment of health and perfect balance, so 
that for a long time I imagined her to have chosen her husband 
in the same cool, calculating spirit in which her father selected 
his merchandise. And now she had been attacked by a disease that 
drove her in quite a contrary direction, into psychological per¬ 
versity. I too suffered from a very slight form of her disease, and 
it took me some while to get rid of it; for a long time I thought 
too much about Basedow. I still believe that at whatsoever particu¬ 
lar spot of the universe one settles down one ends by becoming 
poisoned; it is essential to keep moving. Life has its poisons, but 
counter-poisons too which balance them. It is only by moving 
about that one can avoid the first and profit by the second. 

My disease became an obsession, a dream, almost a nightmare 
to me. It must have originated in a certain line of reasoning; by 
perversion we mean a deviation from health, the kind of health 
which was ours during part of our life. Now I knew what Ada 
had been like when in good health. Might not her perversity lead 
her to love me whom she had spurned when she was well ? 

I don’t know how this fear—or hope—first took root in my 
mind. 

Perhaps it was because Ada’s soft and husky voice seemed to 
express love when she was speaking to me. Poor Ada had grown 
very ugly, and I no longer found her desirable; but when I came 
to look back over our past relationship I could not help feeling 
that if she had really suddenly fallen in love with me I should 
be almost in the same unfortunate situation as Guido with regard 
to the Englishman who had sold him sixty tons of sulphate of 
copper. It was a precisely similar case ! Several years ago I had 
proposed to Ada, and had never revoked my proposal except in so 
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far as I had married her sister instead. There was no law to pro¬ 
tect her but the laws of chivalry. I felt myself so deeply pledged 
to her that if, after the lapse of many, many years she had come 
to me with Basedow's goitre and all complete, I should have felt 


obliged to honour my signature. 

But the prospect, I remember, made me feel more tenderly 

toward Ada. Up to that time, when I was told of the suffering 

Guido caused Ada, I had not of course been glad, but at the same 

time I could not help thinking with a certain satisfaction of my 

home, which Ada had refused to share, and where people did 

not suffer. Now the tables were turned; the Ada who had rejected 

me with disdain no longer existed, unless my medical authorities 

erred. _ .. 

Ada was seriously ill. A few days after this Dr. Paoli recoin 

mended her being sent away from her family to a nursing-home 

at Bologna. I heard this from Guido, but Augusta also told me 

that even at such a moment he had not spared poor Ada’s feelings. 

He had the impudence to suggest putting Carmen in charge of 

the house during her absence. Ada had not the courage to say 

openly what she thought of such a proposal, but she did say that 

she would not stir from home unless she was allowed to entrust 

the management of everything to her Aunt Maria. Guido agreed 

at once, but continued to toy with the idea of having Carmen at 

his disposal, in Ada’s place. One day he said to Carmen that if 

she had not been so busy at the office he would have asked her 

to look after his house for him. Luciano and I looked at each 

other, and could neither of us hide an expression of malicious 

mirth. Carmen blushed and murmured that she could never really 

have accepted. 

“Yes,” said Guido angrily. “It is those idiotic conventions 
that prevent one doing what one wants, however convenient it 

may be.” ., 

He said no more however, and it is surprising that he should 

have cut short such an interesting sermon. 

The whole family went to the station to see Ada off. Augusta 
asked me to bring some flowers for her sister. I arrived a little 
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late with a lovely bunch of orchids, which I handed to Augusta. 
Ada stood watching us, and when Augusta gave her the flowers 
she said: 

“ I thank you both with all my heart.” 

She meant that she looked on the flowers as coming from me 
too. I regarded this as an expression of sisterly affection, sweet to 
receive, though rather chilly. Basedow certainly had nothing to 
do with it. 

Poor Ada looked like a bride, with her great eyes apparently 
wide with happiness. Her disease was able to simulate every 
emotion. 

Guido went with her to settle her in, and was to return in a 
few days’ time. We stood on the platform waiting for the train 
to start. Ada remained at the window and went on waving her 
handkerchief till we were out of sight. 

Then we went home with Signora Malfenti, who was quite 
overcome. When she parted from us she kissed Augusta and then 
gave me a kiss too. 

“ Forgive me,” she said, laughing through her tears. 44 1 did it 
without thinking, but if you will let me I should like to give 
you another kiss.” 

Even little Anna, who was not twelve years old, wanted to give 
me a kiss. Alberta who was about to give up her project of a 
national theatre in order to become engaged, and who was gener¬ 
ally rather cold to me, shook me warmly by the hand on this 
occasion. They all felt very kindly toward me because my wife 
was in blooming health, and at the same time they were able 
to manifest their dislike for Guido, who had let his wife get 

ffl. 

But it was just about now that I showed signs of being not 
quite such a perfect husband. I was the innocent cause of a good 
deal of pain to my wife on account of a dream, which I told her 

about without thinking. 

This was my dream: Augusta, Ada and I were all three looking 
out of a window together, the smallest window that was to be 
found in either of our three houses, Ada s, mine, and my mother- 
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in-law’s. We were at the kitchen window at my mother-in-law’s 
house, which in reality opens on to a little courtyard, though in 
my dream it opened straight on to the Corso. The window-frame 
was so narrow that Ada, who was in the middle and had hold of 
both our arms, was actually leaning against me. I looked at her 
and found that her eyes had become quite cold and definite again, 
and that the outline of her face had recovered its former purity; 

I could see her neck covered with the light curls I had known so 
well when she used to turn her back on me. In spite of her 
appearance of coldness, which I regarded as a sign of recovered 
health, she clung to me as closely as I thought she was doing 
during the table-turning on the evening of our engagement. I 
said joyfully to Augusta, making an effort to interest myself in 
her too: “ Look ! She has completely recovered. But where is 
Basedow? ” I asked a second time; and then I saw him. It was he 
whom the crowd was following. He was an old beggar man, 
dressed in a stiff brocade cloak that was all in rags: a mane of 
untidy white hair, blown about by the wind, covered his massive 
head, and his eyes were starting from their sockets with fear, a 
look I had seen in wild beasts at bay, a menacing, fearful look. 
And the crowd shouted after him: “ Kill him, the charlatan ! 
Then came an interval of empty darkness. Immediately after this 
I found myself alone with Ada on the steepest stairs in any of 
our three houses, the stairs that lead up to the roof of my house. 
She was standing a few steps above me, but she was facing me, 
and seemed as if she wanted to come down the stairs while I was 
going up. I put my arms round her legs and she bent over 
toward me, either from weakness or because she wished to be 
closer to me. For a moment I seemed to see her disfigured by her 
illness, but looking at her anxiously I succeeded in seeing her 
again as I had seen her in the window, in all her health and 
beauty. She said to me in her usual hard voice: “Go on in front, 
I will follow you directly.” I turned eagerly to go down, but had 
just time to see the trap-door in the roof open very gradually and 
Basedow’s head peer through, with its white mane and half¬ 
fearful, half-threatening face. I saw his feeble legs too and his 
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poor thin body, which was only half hidden by the cloak. I 
managed to run away, but I cannot remember whether I was 
only going in front of Ada or trying to escape from her. 

I apparently woke up exhausted in the middle of the night, and 
in my state of semi-consciousness told the whole or part of the 
dream to Augusta, before falling into a deep,restful sleep. I think 
in that semi-conscious state I must have blindly followed my old 
desire to confess my sins. 

Augusta’s face next morning had the waxen pallor it always 
wore on state occasions. I remembered my dream perfectly, but 
could not remember quite how much of it I had told her. She 
said with an air of tragic resignation: 

“You are unhappy because she is ill and has gone away, and 
now you are dreaming about her.” 

I protested, laughing, and teased her a little. Ada was not the 
significant figure in my dream, but Basedow, and I told her about 
my studies and their practical application. But I don t know 
whether I succeeded in convincing her. It is difficult to defend 
yourself when you are taken unawares in a dream. It is quite a 
different matter to return to your wife fresh from having betrayed 
her, and in full consciousness of so doing. But such manifestations 
of jealousy on Augusta’s part could not really do me any harm, 
for she loved Ada too much to let it cast a shadow between them, 
and she was more tender than ever toward me, and more grateful 

fpr the smallest sign of affection. 

Guido returned from Bologna a few days later, with the best 
possible news. The head of the nursing-home guaranteed a perfect 
cure provided that, when she returned home, Ada lived a very 
quiet life, and was spared any kind of worry. Guido naively told 
us the diagnosis, quite unconscious that it confirmed a good many 
suspicions that the Malfenti family had entertained about him. 
I said to Augusta: 

“I am threatened with more kisses from your mother. 

Guido was apparently not very comfortable at home under 
Aunt Maria’s management. He would walk up and down the 
office muttering: 
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“ Two children . . . three nurses ... no wife! ” 

He did not come very often to the office either, for he went out 
more and more often fishing and shooting, and worked off his ill 
humour on his prey. But when, toward the end of the year, the 
news reached us that Ada was supposed to be cured and was 
about to come home again, he did not seem wild with joy. Had 
he got used to Aunt Maria, or did he see her so seldom that he 
found her very easy to put up with? Naturally the only sign he 
gave me of not being better pleased was that he expressed a doubt 
as to whether Ada was not leaving the clinic rather too soon, and 
before they could be certain that she might not have another 
relapse. And when after a comparatively short time, in fact in the 
course of the winter, she was obliged to return to Bologna, he 
said to me triumphantly: 

“Didn’t I tell you so? ” 

But I think the only joy he felt was the triumphant sense of 
having been able to foresee something. He did not wish any harm 
to Ada, but he would gladly have kept her at Bologna for some 
time yet. 

When Ada returned, Augusta had just given birth to Alfio, and 
was still in bed. She showed a touching solicitude for Ada. She 
asked me to meet her at the station with some flowers, and to 
tell her that she wanted to see her that same day if possible. And 
if Ada could not come straight from the station she begged me to 
come back at once so as to tell her all about her, and whether she 
had entirely recovered her beauty, of which the family was so 
proud. 

Guido, Alberta, and I were the only ones at the station to meet 
her, because Signora Malfenti spent a great part of her time with 
Augusta. On the platform Guido tried to convince us how pleased 
he was to see Ada again; but Alberta pretended to be very absent- 
minded, in order, as she told me afterwards, not to have to reply 
to his remarks. For my part I no longer found any difficulty in 
pretending with Guido. I had got quite used to pretending not to 
notice his partiality for Carmen, and I had never dared to allude 
to the way he treated his wife. So I had no trouble in appearing 
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to lend him my best attention when he dilated on his joy at his 
dear wife’s return. 

When the train came in punctually at twelve o’clock, he 
hurried forward to meet his wife, who was just getting out. He 
took her in his arms and kissed her affectionately. When I saw 
him stooping down to kiss her, I said to myself: “What a good 
actor! ” Then he took Ada by the hand and led her up to us, 
saying: “ She has come back to us at last, beautiful as ever ! In 
this he showed himself for what he was, a sham and a humbug, 
for if he had really looked the poor woman in the face he would 
have seen that she had nothing left of the beauty we had known. 
Ada’s face had lost all its shape; though she had got fatter, her 
cheeks seemed to have grown in the wrong place, as though the 
flesh had forgotten where it belonged and had become attached 
too far down. So that they looked more like swellings than cheeks. 
Her eyes had returned to their sockets, but it had been impossible 
to repair the ravages they had caused during the time they were 
displaced. The clear and characteristic lines of her face had 
become blurred and distorted. When I took leave of her outside 
the station, I saw by the brilliant rays of the winter sun that the 
whole colouring of her face, which I once loved so much, had 
become changed. She had grown paler, and there were little red 
patches here and there on her cheeks. It seemed as if health had 
departed from her face and only a feeble imitation had taken its 

place. 

I told Augusta that Ada had completely recovered her girlish 
beauty, and she was delighted. What surprised me was that, after 
she had seen her several times, she entirely confirmed my false 

report. She said: 

“ Yes, she is as lovely now as when she was a girl, and my child 
will be just like her.” 

Evidently a sister’s eye is not very discriminating. It was some 
time before I saw Ada again. She had too many children to look 
after, and so had we. Ada and Augusta used to arrange to meet 
several times a week, but always at times when I was out. 

The time for making up our balance-sheet was approaching, and 
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I had a great deal to do. I have never worked so hard as during 
this period of my life. Some days I would remain at my desk till 
ten o’clock at night. Guido offered to get me an accountant, but 
I would not hear of it. I had accepted the job and I meant to see 
it through. I wanted to make up to Guido for the fatal month 
when I had been away from the office, and I was glad that Carmen 
should see how industrious I was, for she would know it could 
only have been inspired by my love of Guido. 

But as I proceeded in making out the accounts, I gradually 
began to discover the heavy losses we had incurred during our 
first year of business. I was worried by it and said something to 
Guido about it privately, but he was just going out shooting and 
would not wait to hear what I had to say. 

44 You will see that it is not as serious as you think, and besides 
the year is not over yet.” 

There was exactly a week before the New Year. Then I took 
Augusta into my confidence. At first she could only think of it 
as a possible loss to me. Women are always like that, and Augusta 
was unusually excited, even for a woman, at the thought of my 
personal losses. 

Should not I, she said, be held partly responsible for Guido’s 
losses? She wanted me at once to consult a solicitor. I must mean¬ 
while break off all connection with Guido, and stop going to the 
office. 

It was not easy to make her see that I could not be held 
responsible for anything, as I was only one of Guido’s employees. 
She maintained that as I had no regular salary I could not be 
considered as an employee, but was more like a partner. Even after 
I had succeeded in convincing her, she remained of the same 
opinion still, because she then discovered that I should lose noth¬ 
ing if I stopped going to the office, where I should certainly end 
by ruining my business reputation. Good Lord! My business 
reputation ! But I agreed with her that it was important for me 
to preserve it, and though her arguments were all wrong it was 
decided that I should do as she wished. She agreed to my finishing 
the balance-sheet as I had begun it, but said I must then arrange 
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to return to my own little study, where it was true that I made 
no money, but where I also could not lose any. 

Then I made a curious discovery about myself. However much 
I wished to do so I could not give up my work. I was astonished ! 
To explain how this could be I must here have recourse to an 
analogy. I remembered it was the custom in England in the olden 
days to punish criminals condemned to hard labour by binding 
them on a wheel worked by water-power; thus compelling the 
victim to move his legs to a certain rhythm, as otherwise they 
would be broken. All work strikes one as having this compulsory 
character. The position remains the same whether one works or 
not; and I may say that Olivi and I were both equally bound to 
the wheel, the only difference being that I did not have to move 
my legs. Of course the result was different, but I now know for a 
certainty that it deserved neither praise nor blame. The point 
really is whether one is bound to a wheel that is moving or 
standing still. The difficulty of freeing oneself is the same in either 
case. 

I went on going to the office for several days after I had finished 
my balance-sheet, although I had made up my mind not to go 
again. When I left the house I was still uncertain; I walked 
uncertainly in a direction which was almost always that of the 
office, and, as I went on, the direction became more and more 
definite till I found myself sitting on my usual chair opposite 
Guido. Fortunately he begged me at this moment on no account 
to desert my post, and I at once agreed to remain, since I had 
meanwhile discovered that I was chained to it. 

I closed my balance-sheet on the fifteenth of January. It was a 
calamitous one! We closed with a loss of half our capital. Guido 
did not want to show it to young Olivi, fearing that he might 
give us away; but I insisted, hoping that with his great experience 
he might discover some error in it which would change the whole 
position. Some entry, I thought, might have got shifted from 
credit to debit by mistake, which would make a very considerable 
difference. Olivi smilingly promised Guido to behave with the 
utmost discretion, and spent a whole day going through the 
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accounts with me. Unfortunately he found nothing wrong with 
them. I confess I learned a great deal from that revision, and 
should feel quite ready now to draw up much more formidable 
balance-sheets. 

“ And what do you propose to do now? ” inquired the spectacled 
youth as he went away. I knew very well what he wanted to 
suggest. My father, who had talked to me about business from 
my childhood up, had already taught me what ought to be done. 
Granted that we had lost half our capital, the laws of sound 
finance decreed that we ought to liquidate the business, and 
possibly start it again on a fresh basis. I allowed him to repeat 
the advice. He added: 

“ It is a mere formality.” Then he said smiling: “ If you don’t, 
it may cost you dear! ” 

That evening Guido glanced at the balance-sheet, which he had 
not yet had time to take in. He did it without any method, verify¬ 
ing this or that entry at random. I wanted to put a stop to his 
futile labour, and told him what Olivi had said: that we ought 
to go through the little formality of liquidating the business. 

Up to then Guido’s face had been contorted by the effort to 
find a mistake in the accounts which would explain everything. 
He frowned and contracted his brow like someone who has a bad 
taste in his mouth. But when I told him what Olivi had said his 
face suddenly cleared, and he was all attention. He could not 
understand at first, but when he did he burst out laughing. I 
interpreted his expression thus: face to face with those immutable 
figures he remained hard and bitter, but he recovered his gaiety 
and self-confidence directly the painful problem was put into the 
shade by a proposal that demanded a rapid and final decision. 

He refused to understand. The advice seemed to him to have 
been given by an enemy. I explained that its chief value was in 
regard to the obvious danger of our losing more money and 
becoming bankrupt. It would be a criminal offence to go bankrupt 
after a balance-sheet like the one we had now registered in our 
books, unless we had taken some such step as that advised by 
Olivi. And I added: 
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“ The punishment ordained by our law for criminal bankruptcy 
is prison." 

Guido's face became so crimson that I feared for a moment he 
was going to have a stroke. He shouted: 

“ In that case I don't need any advice from Olivi! I can deal 
with it perfectly well myself if that happens." 

I was impressed by his air of determination, and felt as if I had 
to deal with someone who was perfectly conscious of his own 
responsibility. I lowered my voice. I quite went over to his side 
and, forgetting that I had just put forward Olivi’s advice as 
worthy of consideration, I said: 

“ That is just what I said to Olivi. It is your responsibility, and 
it does not concern us, whatever you may choose to decide about 
a business that belongs only to you and your father." 

As a matter of fact it was to my wife and not to Olivi I had 
said this, but it was true that I had said it to somebody. After 
listening to Guido's manly speech I should have felt quite equal 
to saying it to Olivi, for I have always found decision and courage 
irresistible. I cannot help loving recklessness too, though it is not 
always the result of those two qualities, but often of very inferior 
ones. 

As I wanted to repeat everything he said to Augusta, in order 
to set her mind at rest, I still insisted: 

“You know they say, and probably with truth, that I have no 
gift whatever for business. I can carry out what you tell me to do, 
but I can't assume any responsibility for what you do.” 

He assented eagerly. The role I had sketched out for him gave 
him so much satisfaction that he quite forgot his annoyance over 
the unfavourable balance-sheet. He said emphatically: 

“ I alone am responsible. Everything is in my name and I abso¬ 
lutely refuse to allow anyone else to share the responsibility with 
me." 

This was all excellent for repeating to Augusta; in fact it was a 
great deal more than I had asked for. And vou should have 
seen the air with which he said it; he looked more like an apostle 
than someone on the brink of bankruptcy! Supporting himself 
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comfortably on the unresisting balance-sheet he played to per¬ 
fection the part of lord and master. On this occasion, as so often 
in the course of our life together, my sudden impulse of affection 
was quenched by his expression of ridiculous and exaggerated 
self-esteem. Yes, there was no getting out of it; that great musician 
played out of tune! I said sharply: 

“ Do you wish me to make a copy of the balance-sheet 

tomorrow, to send to your father? ” 

I was on the point of saying something more drastic still, 
namely that directly I had closed the accounts I intended to leave 
the office and not come back again. The only reason I did not do 
so was that I could not imagine how I should fill up my spare 
time. But my question was an admirable substitute for the state¬ 
ment I had refrained from making. 1 had incidentally reminded 
him that he was not the only master in that office. 

He showed some surprise at my question; it did not seem to 
him quite in keeping with what had been said before, to which I 
had evidently agreed; and he replied in his former tone: 

“ I will instruct you how to make the copy.” 

I loudly protested. I have never in all my life shouted so much 
as I did at Guido; sometimes he really seemed to be deaf. I said 
that the law regarded the accountant as responsible for the 
accounts, and I made it clear that I was not going to provide him 
with purely imaginary columns of figures. 

He turned pale and admitted that I was right, but that it was 
in his power to forbid me to make extracts from his books. I was 
obliged to agree, whereupon he declared that he would write to his 
father himself. It seemed as if he were going to sit down at once 
and do so, but he changed his mind and proposed that we should 
go and get a breath of fresh air. I had nothing against it; I 
imagined that he had not yet digested the balance-sheet, and 
wanted to take a little exercise in order to do so. 

Our walk reminded me of the night I got engaged. We could 
not see the moon, because there was a good deal of mist high up; 
but lower down the air was quite clear, and we could walk along 
without thinking. Guido remembered that evening too, and said: 
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“This is the first time we have been out together after dark 
since that evening. Do you remember? You were explaining to 
me that kissing went on in the moon as well as here. But that kiss 
in the moon is for eternity; I am sure of it although we can’t see 
the moon tonight. But here on earth . . 

Was he going to begin talking about Ada again, his poor sick 
wife? I interrupted him, but quite gently, almost as if I agreed 
with him (had I not come with him in order to help him to 
forget ? ). 

“ Of course one can’t always be kissing here below. Besides, it 
is only the image of a kiss they have up there. Kissing is, above 
all, movement.” 

I tried to avoid anything that bore on his affairs, Ada and the 
balance-sheet, but I was only just in time to stop myself saying 
something that was on the tip of my tongue, namely that up 
there in the moon a kiss did not produce twins. But he could find 
no better way to escape that balance-sheet than by complaining 
of his other misfortunes. And, as I had foreseen, he began talking 
against Ada. He thought her illness made her irritable, jealous, 
and at the same time lacking in affection. He ended by exclaim¬ 
ing mournfully: 

“Life is hard and unjust.” 

I felt it was impossible for me to say a single word that implied 
any criticism of him or Ada. But I felt I must say something. He 
had ended by discussing life and had found two epithets for it 
which certainly did not err on the side of originality. If I succeeded 
in finding something better it was because I was able to start by 
criticizing what he had said. One is often led to say things 
because of some chance association in the sound of the words; 
and directly one has spoken one begins to wonder if what one has 
said was worth the breath spent on it, and occasionally discovers 
that one has started a new idea. I said: 

“ Life is neither good nor bad; it is original.” 

When I thought it over I felt as if I had said something rather 
important. Looking at it like that I felt as if I were seeing life for 
the first time, with all its gaseous, liquid, and solid bodies. If I 
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had talked about it to someone who was strange to it, and there¬ 
fore deprived of an ordinary common sense, he would have 
remained gasping at the thought of the huge, purposeless structure. 
He would have asked: “But how could you endure it? ” And if 
he had inquired about everything in detail, from the heavenly 
bodies hung up in the sky which can be seen but not touched, to 
the mystery that surrounds death, he would certainly have 
exclaimed : “ Very original! ” 

“So life is original, is it? ” said Guido, laughing. “Where did 
you read that? ” 

I did not bother to assure him I had not read it anywhere, for 
in that case he would have attached much less importance to my 
words. But the more I thought of it the more original life seemed 
to me. And one did not need to get outside it in order to realize 
how fantastically it was put together. One need only remind one¬ 
self of all that we men expect from life to see how very strange 
it is, and to arrive at the conclusion that man has found his way 
into it by mistake and does not really belong there. 

Though we had not agreed beforehand in which direction we 
should go, we found ourselves, like last time, on the ascent to Via 
Belvedere. When we reached the parapet on which he had lain 
last time, Guido climbed up on it and lay down just as before. He 
was humming to himself, probably still oppressed by his thoughts, 
and no doubt going over and over again the inexorable figures in 
his account-book. I was thinking that it was on that very spot I 
had wanted to kill him, and when I compared my feelings then 
with my feelings today I could not help wondering afresh at the 
incomparable originality of life. But I suddenly remembered that 
a very little while ago I had been angry with poor Guido for hav¬ 
ing wounded my vanity, and that on one of the worst days of his 
life. I tried to analyse my feelings. The tortures that Guido had 
suffered from the balance-sheet I had drawn up had caused me no 
particular pain, and I began to entertain a doubt regarding myself, 
and at the same time remembered a curious passage of my child¬ 
hood. The doubt was this: “Am I good or bad? ” The memory 
was inspired suddenly by this doubt, which I had evidently enter- 
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tained before, for I saw myself as a tiny child, still dressed, I am 
almost certain, in petticoats, and lifting up my face to ask my 
mother, who was smiling down at me: “ Am I good or naughty ? ” 
The doubt must have been put into the child’s head by having 
heard itself called good by so many people and naughty, in fun, 
by so many others. It is not surprising that the child became con¬ 
fused by the dilemma. Was ever anything so original as life? It 
is extraordinary that the doubt which it had imposed on the child 
in so puerile a form should still remain unsolved by the grown-up 
person, even after he had lived half his life. 

Once more by night, and on the very spot where I had once 
been tempted to commit a murder, I fell a prey to that doubt in 
a most acute form. The child whose head had only just emerged 
from its baby cap could not have suffered much when that doubt 
began to stir in its mind, for children are taught that even if you 
are naughty you can become good again. In order to escape from 
my agony of mind I tried to believe the same, and I succeeded. 
Otherwise I should have had to mourn over myself and Guido 
and our melancholy lot. But the resolution I took at that moment 
renewed the illusion ! I resolved to stand by Guido, and collabor¬ 
ate with him in developing his business, on which depended his 
own life and that of his family; and I resolved to do it without any 
hope of personal gain. I saw myself travelling, negotiating, and 
intriguing, all in his interests, and even entertained the possibility 
of becoming, in order to help him, a really remarkable and enter¬ 
prising business man. Such were the thoughts that went through 
my mind on one dark night of this very original life ! 

But Guido had already stopped thinking about the balance- 
sheet. He left his post on the wall and seemed to have recovered 
his serenity. As if he had just drawn a conclusion from some line 
of reasoning of which I knew nothing, he told me that he had 
decided to say nothing to his father, lest the poor old man should 
undertake the huge journey from his summer sunshine into our 
wintry fog. He went on to say that the losses seemed enormous 
at first sight, but that they were not really so bad if one did not 
have to bear them all alone. He would ask Ada to make herself 
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responsible for half the sum and in return would give her part of 
the next year’s profits. He himself would bear the other half of 
the losses. 

I said nothing. I felt that it was impossible for me to offer my 
advice, as I should be drawn into doing exactly what I did not 
want to do, and setting myself up as an arbiter between husband 
and wife. Besides, at that moment I was so full of good resolutions 
that I thought it would be really quite a good thing for Ada to 
become a partner in a business run by us. 

I accompanied Guido to the door of his house, and gave him a 
long handshake, silently to renew my vow of good will toward 
him. Then I tried to find something nice to say to him, and at 
last invented the following: 

“ I hope the twins will have a good night, and allow you to get 
some sleep; you must be in need of rest.” 

As I went away I bit my lips with vexation at having found 
nothing better to say. As if I did not know that now the twins 
had a nurse each they slept about a quarter of a mile away from 
his room and could not possibly have disturbed his slumber! But 
in any case he must have understood that my intentions were 
good, for he accepted my good wishes gratefully. When I got 
home I found that Augusta had gone to her bedroom with the 
children. Alfio was at her breast and Antonia was asleep in her 
cot, with the back of her curly head turned toward us. I had to 
explain why I was late, so I told her of the method Guido had 
evolved for getting out of his difficulties. Augusta thought Guido’s 
suggestion shameful: 

“ I would refuse if I were Ada,” she exclaimed vehemently, 
though in a low voice so as not to disturb the children. 

I began to argue with her, still under the influence of my 
virtuous resolution: 

“ So if I were to get into the same difficulties as Guido you 
would not help me? ” I said. 

“It is an entirely different thing,” she said, laughing. “We 
should always want to do what was best for them ! ” and she 
pointed to the two children. Then, after a moment’s reflection, 
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she added: “And if we advise Ada to put her money into a 
business that you are just about to have nothing more to do 
with, shan't we feel obliged to pay her back supposing she loses 
it? ” 

It was an absurd idea, but in my new role of altruist I 
exclaimed: 

“ And why not? ” 

“ But can't you see that it is our first duty to think of the 
dear children? " 

Of course I saw ! It was only a rhetorical question without any 
meaning. 

“ Haven’t they got two children as well? " I asked triumphantly. 

She burst out laughting at this and made so much noise that 
she frightened Alfio, who stopped feeding and began to cry. She 
busied herself about him, still laughing, and I accepted her 
laughter as a tribute to my wit, though at the moment I asked the 
question I had felt a sudden wave of affection for everyone who 
had children, and for all the children of those parents. Her 
laughter, however, quite drove the feeling away. 

My dismay at finding that I was not really good was becoming 
less acute. I felt as if I had solved that distressing problem. One 
is neither good nor bad, just as one is not so many other things 
besides. Goodness is the light that in brief flashes illuminates the 
darkness of the human soul. A burning torch is needed to light 
the way (there had been moments in my life when such a torch 
shone on my path and it certainly would again), and the human 
intelligence must choose by its light the way it will have to take 
afterwards in the dark. So that one could continue to do good 
always, and that was the important thing. When the light 
returned to guide one it would neither surprise nor dazzle. Per¬ 
haps I should even blow it out straight away, as I should have no 
need of it; for I should have learnt how to keep my resolution, 
how not to lose my way. 

The resolution to be good is a peaceable and practical one, and 
I had now become calm and cool. It was curious that this access of 
virtue had enormously increased my self-esteem and belief in my 
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own powers. What could I do for Guido? In his office, it is true, 
I was as superior to all the others as old Olivi was to me in my 
own. But that did not prove much. To get to business: What 
advice should I give Guido the next day ? Should I rely on my 
inspiration? But even at the gaming-table one cannot always rely 
on one’s inspiration when one is playing with other people s 
money. To keep a house of business going one must find some 
work for it every day, and that can only be done by devoting 
hours on end to organizing it. I was not the person for a job like 
that, nor did I see why, just for the sake of being good to Guido, 
I must be condemned to a life of continual boredom. 

All the same I could not help regarding my sudden virtuous 
impulse as a responsibility that I had assumed toward Guido, and 
I could not get to sleep. I sighed deeply several times and even 
groaned once, no doubt at the moment when I was feeling that I 
ought to bind myself to Guido's office as Olivi was bound to mine. 

Augusta murmured, only half awake: 

44 What is the matter? Have you quarrelled with Olivi again? ” 

That gave me a brilliant idea ! I would advise Guido to take 
young Olivi as his business manager. He was such a serious, hard¬ 
working young man; yet it was distasteful to me to have him in 
my own business for I always felt he was only waiting to succeed 
his father as director and oust me altogether. It was obviously to 
everyone’s advantage that he should be in Guido’s office instead. If 
he were to give him a good position in his business, Guido would 
be saved and young Olivi would be much more useful in that 
office than in mine. 

I was so excited by the idea that I woke Augusta to tell her 
about it. She was so enthusiastic that she became quite wide 
awake. She thought it would be the easiest way for me to get free 
from the dangerous muddle of Guido’s business. I fell asleep again 
with a quiet conscience; I had found a way of saving Guido with¬ 
out condemning myself to perpetual bondage; in fact I was now 
completely free. 

Nothing is more disagreeable than to have one’s advice rejected 
when one has even sacrificed several hours of sleep to thinking it 
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out. I was obliged to sacrifice an illusion too; the idea that I might 
be of some use in arranging Guido’s affairs for him. I had really 
made a superhuman effort. First I had fought my way through 
to real goodness, then to absolute objectivity, and all they did 
was to send me to hell! 

Guido treated my advice with utter contempt. He did not 
believe that young Olivi was capable of doing it; he disliked his 
prematurely old appearance and particularly loathed his spectacles, 
which shone so horribly on that pale face. The reasons he gave 
were such as to make me feel that the only thing he really wanted 
was to annoy me. He finally said that he would be quite glad to 
appoint old Olivi instead, at the head of his office. But I did not 
see any way of inducing the old man to go in with him; besides, 
I did not feel equal to undertaking the management of my own 
affairs at a moment’s notice. I was foolish enough to discuss it 
with him, and to say that old Olivi was not good for much. I told 
him how much money he had made me lose, all because of his 
obstinacy in refusing to buy dried raisins at the right moment. 

“ Well ! " exclaimed Guido. “ If the old man is as bad as that, 
what chance is there of his son being any better? He is simply 
his pupil.” 

This was the first good argument he had produced, and it was 
all the more irritating to me because my foolish gossip had sup¬ 
plied him with it. 

A few days later Augusta told me Guido had suggested to Ada 
that she should indemnify him for half his losses. She refused, and 
said to Augusta: 

“ First he is unfaithful to me and then asks for my money ! ” 

Augusta had lacked courage to advise her to give him any 
money, but assured me she had done her best to make Ada recon¬ 
sider her verdict on her husband’s infidelity. Ada's reply suggested 
that she knew a good deal more about it than we realized. And 
Augusta argued with me as follows: 

“I know one ought to be prepared to sacrifice everything for 
one’s husband, but do you really think that it applies to Guido 
too ? ” 
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During the next few days Guido’s behaviour was really extra¬ 
ordinary. He would come to the office from time to time, but 
never stay there for more than a quarter of an hour; he dashed 
out again as if he had left his handkerchief at home. I heard later 
that he always went to Ada with fresh arguments—always decisive 
—to induce her to do what he wanted. He looked like someone who 
has been crying or shouting too much, or has just been in a fight, 
and even when he was with us he could not repress his emotion; 
it choked him and brought tears to his eyes. I asked him what 
was the matter. He replied with a sad but friendly smile, as much 
as to say that he had no quarrel with me. Then he tried to control 
himself enough to be able to talk to me without getting too 
excited. At last he brought out these few words: Ada was making 
him suffer by her jealousy. 

He then went on to tell me that they spent their time in dis¬ 
cussing their personal affairs, whereas I knew that there was also 
that question of “ debit and credit ” between them. 

But it appeared that the latter was of no importance; so he 
said, and so Ada said to Augusta, to whom she never talked of 
anything but her jealousy. And the violent nature of those dis¬ 
cussions, which left such deep traces on Guido’s face, made it 
possible that they were speaking the truth. 

But afterwards it appeared that nothing was talked of by the 
two but this money question. Ada was entirely absorbed in her 
emotional grievances, but she was too proud ever to mention 
them to Guido, and he, perhaps partly because he was conscious 
of his guilt, and also because he was afraid of encountering Ada’s 
jealous anger, went on discussing business as if nothing else 
existed in the world. He ran after money with untiring persever¬ 
ance, while she, who was not in the least interested in business, 
countered his proposal with one unwavering argument: she must 
keep her money for her children. And when he tried other argu¬ 
ments, his peace of mind, the advantages the children themselves 
would derive from his work, the sense of security he would have 
if he could only put himself right with the law, she always dis¬ 
missed him with a hard “ No,” which exasperated him, and made 
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him, like a child, only the more determined to get what he wanted. 
Yet both of them, when talking about it to anyone else, thought 
they were perfectly accurate in saying that the only difference 
between them was jealousy and wounded love. 

A sort of misunderstanding prevented me from interfering at 
the right moment to put an end to this dreadful money question. 
I could easily have proved to Guido that it really had very little 
bearing on his affairs. I am rather slow at figures and can only 
understand things when I have them all set out in black and 
white in a book, but I think I arrived fairly soon at the conclusion 
that the sum Guido demanded from Ada would not have made 
very much difference. What was the point, really, in her making 
over her money to him? It could not diminish his losses unless 
she consented to throw her money directly into the balance-sheet, 
a thing that Guido had never asked of her. The criminal court 
would not have been much impressed to discover that after such 
heavy losses he was prepared to risk a little more by attracting 
more money into the business. 

One morning Guido did not put in an appearance at the office, 
which surprised us as we knew that he had not gone out shooting 
the evening before. At luncheon Augusta told me, in a state of 
great agitation, that he had made an attempt on his life the even¬ 
ing before. He was out of danger now. I must confess that this 
news, which Augusta took so tragically, only made me angry. 

He had adopted that drastic method to break down his wife’s 
resistance. I soon discovered that he had omitted no precaution, 
for before taking morphia he had been careful to be seen with the 
uncorked bottle in his hands. So directly he fell into a coma Ada 
sent for a doctor and he was very soon out of danger. Ada had 
passed an awful night, because the doctor had thought it his 
duty to make certain reservations about the effects of the poison, 
and her agitation was increased by Guido himself, who, when he 
came to, and even before he recovered consciousness completely, 
overwhelmed her with reproaches, calling her his enemy, his 
persecutor, the one person who prevented him from doing the 
good work he wanted to do. 
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Ada immediately gave him the loan he asked for, but at last, in 
an endeavour to defend herself, she spoke openly to him, and 
poured out all the grievances she had smothered for so long. 
They finally came to an understanding, for Augusta thought he 
had succeeded in dissipating all Ada’s suspicions as to his fidelity. 
He had emphatically protested his innocence, and when she 

mentioned Carmen he had explained: 

“Are you jealous of her? Well, if you like, I will send her 

away this very day." 

Ada had made no reply, meaning that she accepted his pro¬ 
posal, and assuming that he would feel bound by it. 

I was astonished that Guido was able to behave thus while still 
under the effect of morphia, and was tempted to believe he had 
not even swallowed the small dose he said he had. I thought that 
one of the effects of the clouding of one’s brain by sleep was to 
soften the hard kernel of the mind and induce the most naive 
confessions. Had not that very thing happened to me recently? 
This only tended to increase my distaste and contempt for 

Guido. 

Augusta wept as she told me of the state in which she had 
found Ada. Her eyes were wide with terror, she had lost every 
trace of her former beauty. 

My wife and I had a long discussion as to whether it would be 
better for me to call on Guido and Ada at once, or to pretend to 
know nothing about it and wait till Guido came to the office. 
The thought of that visit filled me with horror. How could I see 
him without telling him what I thought of him? I said to myself : 
“ it is a cowardly thing to have done ! I have no desire to commit 
suicide, but if I decided to do so I should certainly do it 
thoroughly! ” 

That was how I looked at it, and I wanted to say so to Augusta. 
But I thought I should be doing Guido too much honour by com¬ 
paring him to myself, so I said: 

“ One doesn’t need to be a chemist to destroy the very delicate 
organism of the body. Not a week passes in our town but some 
little seamstress swallows a solution of phosphorus which she has 
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prepared all by herself in her attic; there is no antidote to this 
primitive poison. She is carried off to die, her young face distorted 
by moral and physical pain. What agonizing moments her inno¬ 
cent little soul has had to endure ! ” 

Augusta refused to admit that the soul of the seamstress was so 
very innocent, but after a brief protest she renewed her attempt 
to make me call on Guido and Ada. She said I need not be afraid 
of feeling embarrassed. She had talked to Guido, who had treated 
the matter very calmly and as if he had only behaved in the most 
ordinary way. 

I left the house without giving Augusta the satisfaction of 
seeing that I was convinced of her arguments. After hesitating a 
moment I decided to do what she wanted. During the short walk 
between our houses the mere rhythm of walking made me take a 
milder view of Guido’s action. I remembered the direction in 
which the light had pointed, that a few days ago had illumined 
my mind. Guido was a mere child, a child to whom I had promised 
to be indulgent. If he did not succeed in killing himself first, even 
he would arrive at maturity. 

The servant showed me into a room that I took to be Ada’s 
boudoir. It was a gloomy day, and it was dark inside that little 
room, with its single window covered by a dark curtain. On the 
walls hung portraits of Ada’s and Guido’s parents. I was only 
there a few minutes before the servant came to call me and took 
me into the bedroom. It was large and bright even on a day like 
that; for it was lit by two high windows and had a light wall¬ 
paper and furniture. Guido was lying in bed with a bandage 
round his head, and Ada was sitting beside him. 

Guido received me without any embarrassment; on the con¬ 
trary, he was most grateful to me for coming. He seemed half 
asleep, but he woke up to greet me and was soon wide enough 
awake to give me his orders for the office. Then he sank back 
again on the pillow and closed his eyes. I wondered if he had 
remembered that he ought to give the impression of being still 
under the effects of morphia. In any case it was impossible to be 
angry with him; all my fondness for him returned and I felt very 

M 
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sympathetic. It was a moment or two before I could trust myself 
to look at Ada; but when I did look I was agreeably surprised, for 
I expected something much worse. Her eyes were larger than 
usual, it is true, in fact disproportionately so, but her cheeks had 
lost their swollen appearance, and she seemed to me to look more 
like herself. She had on a full red dress that buttoned up to the 
neck, and her slender body seemed quite lost in it. There was 
something very virginal about her appearance, and her large eyes 
gave her an air of great severity. I could not have explained 
exactly what I thought about her, but I had the impression of 
standing before a woman who resembled the Ada I had known. 

Suddenly Guido opened his eyes wide, took from under his 
pillow a cheque on which I saw Ada’s signature, and gave it to 
me, asking me to pay it in and credit it to an account that I was 
to open in Ada’s name. 

“In the name of Ada Malfenti or Ada Speier? ” I asked Ada 
playfully. 

She shrugged her shoulders and said: 

“ You two will know which will be best.” 

“I will tell you later how to make the other entries,” said 
Guido, with a sharpness in his tone which I found offensive. 

I felt inclined to interrupt the somnolence into which he had 
once more sunk back, by telling him that if he wanted entries 
made he had better make them himself. 

Meanwhile a large cup of black coffee was brought in, which 
Ada handed to him. He brought out his arms from under the 
sheets and raised the cup to his lips with both hands. He looked 
exactly like a child, with his nose buried in the cup. 

When I said good-bye he promised to come to the office the next 
day. I had already said good-bye to Ada, so I was rather surprised 
when she joined me again at the front door. She brought out 
with difficulty: 

“ Zeno! Please come here a moment. There is something I 
want to say to you.” 

I followed her into the little room I had waited in before; from 
it I could hear the crying of one of the twins 
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We remained standing, facing one another. She was still breath¬ 
ing heavily, and this made me think for a moment that she had 
called me into that dark little room to beg me for the love I had 
once offered her in vain. 

Her great eyes were terrible in the darkness. I felt quite 
frightened, and wondered what I ought to do. Wasn’t it my duty 
to take her in my arms, and spare her the shame of having to ask 
anything of me? A host of resolutions sprang up in my mind at 
the same moment! One of the great difficulties of life is guessing 
what a woman wants. Listening to what she says is no help, for 
a whole speech may be wiped out by a single look, and even that 
is no guide if one is alone with her, by her own invitation, in a 
cosy, dark little room. 

As I could not guess what it was she wanted I tried instead to 
understand myself. What did I want? Did I want to kiss those 
eyes and that skeleton body? I could not give a decisive answer 
because only a short time ago I had seen her looking so severely 
virginal, and as desirable as when I had loved her as a girl. 

Her agitation had now given way to tears, and I was still in 
the dark as to what she wanted, and what my feelings were toward 
her. At last in a broken voice she told me again how much she 
loved Guido; so I had no right to her, then, no duties toward her. 
She stammered out: 

“ Augusta told me that you wanted to leave Guido, and not 
take part in his affairs any more. I must beg you to go on helping 
him. I don’t think he is capable of carrying them on alone.” 

She asked me if I would go on doing what I had been doing 
before. It was really very little and I thought I might offer to 
do a little more. I said: 

“ Since you wish it, I will go on helping Guido. I will do my 
best to help him more effectually than I have done hitherto.” 

There I was exaggerating again ! I realized it the very moment 
I had committed myself, but it was too late then to turn back. I 
wanted to tell Ada, falsely perhaps, that she meant a great deal 
to me. She did not want my love, only my support, but I spoke 
in such a way that she might think I was ready to grant her both. 
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She suddenly seized me by the hand. A thrill went through 
me. A woman who offers you her hand offers you a great deal. I 
have always felt this; and when I take a woman's hand I feel as if 
I were taking her altogether. I was conscious of Ada’s body close 
to mine and as we stood thus locked together I felt as if we were 
embracing each other. It was certainly an act of intimacy. 

She added: 

“ I must return to Bologna at once to the sanatorium, and it 
will be a great comfort to me to know that you are with him.” 

” I will stay with him,” I said resignedly. Ada must have 
thought my air of resignation referred to the sacrifice I was 
making for her. But I was really resigning myself to returning to 
my very ordinary everyday life, since she had no thought of join¬ 
ing me in the very exceptional life I had dreamed of. 

I made an effort to come down to earth again, and immediately 
found myself confronted with a problem of book-keeping which 
was not easy to solve. I had got to credit Ada's newly opened 
account with the amount that was written on the cheque. That 
was clear; but it was not at all clear what bearing this could 
possibly have on Guido’s debit and credit account. I said nothing 
about it to Ada, for perhaps she was ignorant that such a thing 
existed in the world as a day-book in which such very diverse 
accounts were entered. 

But I did not want to leave that room without saying some¬ 
thing more. Instead of talking about book-keeping I carelessly 
threw out a remark, just for the sake of saying something, which 
I soon felt to be very significant for Ada, Guido, and me, but 
above all for me, because I was compromising myself again. The 
remark seemed to me to be so important that I remembered for 
years afterwards how lightly I had opened my lips to utter it in 
that dark room, with the four portraits of their ancestors, wedded 
there on the wall, looking down at us. I said: 

You ended by marrying a queerer man even than me, Ada ! ” 

It is strange how a word can bridge time ! It is itself an event 
that is linked to other events. And those words of mine became a 
tragic event because they were addressed to Ada. I should never 
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have been able by thinking about it to evoke so vividly the hour 
in which Ada had chosen between Guido and me in that sunny 
street where, after days of waiting, I had at last succeeded in 
meeting her; and how I had walked beside her trying to force a 
smile from her which I then hailed as a promise! And I remem¬ 
bered too, how the difficulty I experienced in controlling the 
muscles of my legs made me feel inferior to Guido, who moved 
with even more ease than Ada herself, and whose only mark 
of inferiority was the extraordinary stick that he insisted on 
carrying. 

She said in a low voice: 

“ Yes, that is true ! ” 

Then, smiling fondly at me she said: 

“ But I am so happy for Augusta’s sake that you have proved 
yourself a much better man than I ever imagined.” 

She sighed and went on: 

“So glad, that it comforts me a little for finding Guido quite 
different from what I expected.” 

I said nothing; I still did not know what to make of it. I felt 
as if she had said that I was now what she had hoped Guido 
would become. Was she in love with me then? She went on: 

“You are the best man of our family, all our hope and trust 
is in you.” She seized me by the hand again, and perhaps I 
pressed hers too hard, for she withdrew it so quickly as to leave 
me no further doubts. It again became quite clear how I was 
expected to behave in that little boudoir. Perhaps it was to miti¬ 
gate the sudden withdrawal of her hand that she threw me 
another caress. “ Now that I know what you are really like, I 
hate to think of having made you suffer. Did you really suffer 
so much? ” 

I gazed back into my dark past in search of that suffering and 
murmured: 

“ Yes ! ” 

Little by little the memory of Guido’s violin came back to me, 
and then how they would have turned me out of their drawing¬ 
room if I had not clung to Augusta; and then again the drawing- 
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room in the Malfentis’ house where one couple made love at a 
Louis Quatorze table, while the other couple watched them from 
another table. And I suddenly remembered Carla; for she had 
seen Ada too. I heard her voice again quite distinctly, telling me 
I belonged to my wife—meaning Ada. The tears rose to my eyes 
and I repeated: 

“Yes. A great deal! A great deal! ” 

Ada actually sobbed as she said: “ I am so very, very sorry/' 

She pulled herself together and said: 

“ But now you love Augusta ! ’’ 

A sob interrupted her for an instant, and I trembled, not know¬ 
ing whether she had stopped short to see if I should confess or 
deny my love. Fortunately she did not give me time to speak, 
but continued: 

“ Now we are really able to feel to each other like brother and 
sister. I need you; I have got to be a mother to that great child of 
mine, I have got to protect him. Will you help me in my difficult 
task? ” 

Her emotion made her almost lean against me, as in my dream. 
But I forced myself to concentrate on what she was saying. She 
was asking me to love her like a brother; the bond of love which 
I thought bound me to her was thus transformed into a fresh 
right claimed by her from me. I promised at once to help Guido, 
to help her, to do everything she wanted. If I had been calmer 
I should have told her how unequal I felt myself to the task she 
had allotted me, but this would have destroyed the never-to-be- 
foigotten emotion of that moment. And I was so moved that I 
was incapable of feeling my insufficiency. At that moment I 
could not believe in anyone’s insufficiency. Even Guido’s only 
needed a light breath of enthusiasm to blow it away. 

Ada accompanied me to the landing and stood leaning on the 
banister to watch me go down. That was what Carla used to do, 
but it was curious that Ada, who loved Guido, should do it too, 
and I felt so grateful to her that before I went down the second 
flight I looked up and waved to her again. Lovers always did that, 
but clearly friends might do so too. 
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I went away with a light heart. She had come with me to the 
top of the stairs, but no farther. There was no room for doubt. 
Our position was now this: I had loved her and now I loved 
Augusta, but my former love gave her a claim on my devotion. 
She went on loving “ that man of hers ”, but reserved for me a 
strong sisterly affection, not only because I had married her 
sister, but to make up to me for everything she had made me 
suffer, which now constituted a secret bond between us. This 
relationship of ours was very sweet, and of a fragrance rare in 
this life. Ought not such sweetness to have brought me health? 
And in fact I did walk that day without difficulty or pain; I felt 
magnanimous and strong, and was conscious of a new sense of 
security in my heart. I forgot that I had ever been unfaithful to 
my wife (and that in a very discreditable manner), or, if I 
remembered it, I resolved never to do anything of the sort again; 
and I really felt myself to be what Ada said I was, the best man 
of the family. 

When this heroic mood slowly faded away I should have liked 
to revive it, but Ada had meanwhile left for Bologna, and I could 
not succeed in squeezing a fresh stimulus out of what she had 
said to me. I would do what I could for Guido, but a resolu¬ 
tion like that could neither increase the air in my lungs nor 
the flow of blood in my veins. I still entertained a very tender 
feeling for Ada in my heart, which was renewed each time she 
sent me an affectionate message in her letters to Augusta. I 
heartily reciprocated her affection and watched the course of her 
treatment with eager solicitude. Perhaps even yet she might 

recover all her former health and beauty ! 

The day after my conversation with Ada, Guido came to the 
office and began discussing the entries he wanted to make. He 
said; 

“ Let us put half our debit and credit account down under 
Ada’s name.” 

So that had been all the time what he wanted to do, and it 
was really quite useless. If I had still been his mere unreflecting 
agent, as I had been up to a few days ago, I should have made 
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those entries without thinking any more about it. But now I felt 
it my duty to tell him everything. I thought it would stimulate 
him to work if he knew that he could not so easily cancel the 
losses he had incurred. 

I explained to him that, so far as I knew, Ada had given him 
the money to put down to her credit on her own account, and 
that it would not be at all the same thing if we put half his 
losses down in the opposite column. Further, that part of his 
losses which he intended to bear himself ought to go down to 
his account. But then the whole of his losses ought to go down 
to his account as well, and instead of cancelling them that would 
only make them more evident. I had thought about the matter 
so much that I had no difficulty in explaining it to him. I 
concluded: 

‘ Supposing we found ourselves in the position Olivi foretold 

which God forbid—a practised eye would at once discover 
from the books exactly what your losses were." 

He gazed at me in astonishment. He knew enough about book¬ 
keeping to understand me, and if he could not do so it was 
because his wishes prevented him from accepting the evidence. 

Then I added, so that there should be no fear of his misunder¬ 
standing : 

Don t you see that there was no point in Ada making this 
payment? " 

When at last he understood he grew very pale and began to 

bite his nails nervously. He stood there rapt in thought, but 

made an effort to control himself, and with his comic, magisterial 

air insisted that all the entries must be made as he had prescribed, 
adding: 

“In order to relieve you of all responsibility I am ready to 
make the entries myself and sign them with my own name.” 

I saw quite clearly that he wanted to go on dreaming, but there 
is no room for dreams in double entries ! 

I remembered all I had undertaken on the heights of Via 

Belvedere, then I remembered Ada in her dark little boudoir, and 
I said magnanimously: 
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“ I will make the entries you wish. I don’t think they need the 
authorization of your signature. I am here to help you, not to 
put obstacles in your way.” 

He shook me warmly by the hand. 

“ Life is difficult,” he said, “ and it is a great comfort to me to 
have a friend like you near me.” 

We looked feelingly into each other’s eyes. His were shining. 

To avoid giving way to a like emotion, I said smiling: 

“ Life is not difficult, but very original.” 

He laughed heartily at this sally. 

Then he stood over me to see how I proposed to settle that profit 
and loss account. It was all done in a few minutes. The account 
ceased to exist, but not without dragging Ada’s account with it 
into the abyss. We credited her nevertheless with the amount in 
a small notebook, in case a sudden catastrophe should destroy all 
other evidence of the loan, and as proof that we had paid her the 
interest. The remainder of the profit and loss account went to 
swell Guido’s already very considerable debit account. 

Accountants are by nature a race of animals much inclined to 
irony. While making those entries I thought to myself: 

“One account, that known as profit and loss account, died a 
violent death; the other—Ada’s—died a natural death, because it 
was impossible to keep it alive. Only Guido’s we could not succeed 
in killing; its eternal debit is an open grave that sooner or later 
will swallow up all our undertaking.” 

Book-keeping remained a subject for discussion in the office for 
a long time. Guido racked his brain to discover another method of 
protecting himself against the wiles of the law, as it pleased him 
to call them. I think he must have consulted an accountant too, 
for one day he came into the office and proposed destroying all 
the old books, and opening new ones in which we were to put 
down a sham sale in some name or other—Ada’s money figuring 
as payment of the same. It was painful to have to undeceive him, 
for he had hurried to the office full of such lively hopes. But the 
fraud he now proposed to perpetrate was quite revolting to me. 
Hitherto we had only played at shifting real transactions about 
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from one column to another; only somebody who had implicitly 
given his consent to the procedure could possibly suffer from it. 
But now he was proposing actually to invent business transactions 
that had really never existed. I too saw that it was the only 
possible way of covering up every trace of our losses. But what a 
price to pay for it! We should be obliged to invent the name of 
a buyer, or to ask somebody’s permission to write him down as 
such in our books. I had no objection to seeing the old books 
destroyed, though I had written them with so much care, but it 
would be a nuisance to have to make new ones. I made various 
legal objections that in the end convinced Guido. It was not so 
easy to forge a whole business transaction; we should have to 
forge as well all the documents proving the existence of the wares 
in question and of our right of possession. 

He gave up that plan, but the following day he arrived in the 
office with a fresh one, which also involved destroying all the old 
books. I was tired of seeing all the work of the office held up by 
discussions of this sort, and protested: 

“ To see all the time you spend thinking about it, one would 
suppose you were actually proposing to become bankrupt! Other¬ 
wise what difference can such a small reduction of your income 
make to you? No one has been justified hitherto in asking to see 
our books. What we have got to do is to work, and not waste our 
time in thinking about such follies.” 

He admitted that the thought had become a positive obsession 
with him. How could he help it? He only needed a short run of 
ill-luck to plunge straight into an encounter with the criminal 
law and finish up in jail ! 

I knew from my study of law that Olivi’s statement of what is 
incumbent on a business man who shows a balance-sheet like 
Guido’s could not be improved on, but I advised him, in order 
to escape from his obsession, to consult a solicitor friend of his 
own. 

He replied that he had already done so, or rather that he had 
not been to him for that express purpose, because he did not wish 
to confide his secret to a solicitor, but that he had contrived to 
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turn the conversation on to the subject while out shooting with 
his friend. So that he knew, alas, that there had been no mistake 
and no exaggeration in what Olivi had said! 

Realizing what an inane occupation it was, he ceased exercising 
his ingenuity on fresh schemes for falsifying the accounts, but 
did not thereby recover his peace of mind. Whenever he came to 
the office he stood with lowering brow, gazing at his account- 
book. One day he confessed to me that as he came into our room 
he suddenly thought he was standing in the entrance of the prison, 
and wanted to run away. 

One day he said: 

“Does Augusta know all about our balance-sheet? ” 

I blushed because I thought the question implied a reproach. 
But it was clear that if Ada knew about it Augusta might do so 
too. This did not occur to me at once; instead I thought that I 
deserved any reproach he might address to me. I murmured 
however: 

“ She may have heard of it from Ada or perhaps from Alberta, 
to whom Ada may have said something about it.” 

I thought I had taken into account all the possible ways by 
which Augusta might have heard about it, without however 
denying that she had had it direct from the fountain head; that 
is to say, from me. I anyway implied that it would have been use¬ 
less for me to keep silence. It would have been much better, and 
I should have felt much more loyal and upright, if I had said 
straight out that I had no secrets from Augusta. The simple fact 
of pretending not to have done some perfectly innocent thing that 
it would have been much better to own up to, is quite enough to 

endanger a really genuine friendship. 

I will set down here, though it has no bearing on Guido nor on 
my story, that a few days later that cackling broker, with whom 
we had had some dealings over the sulphate of copper, stopped 
me in the street and gazing up at me—a procedure to which is 

insignificant stature obliged him—said ironically: 

“They tell me you have been doing some big business lately, 

like your sulphate of copper deal! ” 
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When he saw me turn pale he shook me by the hand and 
added: 

“ For my part I wish you every success. I hope you don't doubt 
my word ! " 

Thereupon he left me. He had probably had news of us from 
his little daughter, who was in the same class as Anna at school. 
I did not mention the encounter to Guido. My chief duty was to 
save him from unnecessary worries. 

I was surprised that Guido took no steps to get rid of Carmen, 
for I knew he had definitely promised his wife to do so. I expected 
Ada to return home after several months' absence, as she had 
done last time. But instead of returning to Trieste she went to 
stay in a villa on Lake Maggiore where, shortly afterwards, Guido 
joined her with the children. 

On his return, either because he remembered his promise or 
because Ada had reminded him of it, he asked me if I did not 
think it would be possible to employ Carmen in my office—that 
is to say, in Olivi's. I knew there was no post vacant in that office, 
but as Guido was so insistent I consented to go and talk to my 
chief about it. By a fortunate chance one of Olivi's staff was 
leaving just then, but his salary was lower than Guido had been 
giving Carmen during the last few months; for, as far as I could 
see, it was his custom to charge his donations to his women friends 
to the general expenses account. Old Olivi asked me about 
Carmen s qualifications and offered to take her on the same terms 
as the employee who was leaving, though I gave her a brilliant 
testimonial. I told Guido, who scratched his head in his embar¬ 
rassment and annoyance. 

What does he mean by offering her a lower salary than what 
she has been receiving? Couldn't you persuade Olivi to give her 
the same for the present? " 

I knew it was out of the question and, moreover, that Olivi was 
not in the habit, like us, of regarding a woman employee as his 
wife ! If he had thought that Carmen deserved a krone less wages 
than he had offered her he would have cut them down pitilessly. 
The end of it was that Olivi did not get her, and did not even ask 
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for a definite answer; while Carmen continued to roll her lovely 
eyes in our office. 

Between Ada and me there was a secret, which remained 
important just because it was a secret. She wrote regularly to 
Augusta, but never told her of the discussions she had had with 
me, nor that she had confided Guido to my care. I said nothing 
about it either. One day Augusta showed me a letter from Ada 
which concerned me. She began by asking for news of me, and 
ended by appealing to my goodness of heart, and begging me to 
tell her something of how Guido’s affairs were going. My heart 
beat at the thought of her appealing to me, but grew calm again 
when I saw that she had, as usual, only applied to me for news 
of Guido. Once more I had no excuse for taking any liberties. 

I said nothing about it to Guido, but agreed with Augusta that 
I had better write to Ada. I sat down, fully intending to write to 
her only about business, and said that I was very pleased at the 
way Guido was conducting his business now; he was so industrious 
and alert. 

This was true, or at least I was satisfied with him on that 
particular day, because he had succeeded in making some money 
by the sale of goods that he had had stored in the town for some 
months past. It was true that he did seem rather more industrious, 
though he still went out fishing and shooting every week. I 
rather exaggerated my praise of him because I hoped it might 
hasten Ada's recovery. I reread the letter, but was not satisfied 
with it. Something was lacking. Ada had addressed herself to me, 
and certainly wanted to have news of me as well, so that I shou 
be lacking in courtesy if I failed to give her any. And by degrees 
—I remember it as distinctly as if it had just happened I felt as 
embarrassed, sitting at that table, as if I had been face to ace 
again with Ada in her dark little boudoir. Ought I to press t e 
hand she had held out to me? 

I wrote on, but was then obliged to rewrite my letter because I 
had used some compromising expressions; I was longing to see 
her again, I wrote, and I hoped she would soon have recovcied a 
her former health and beauty. But this seemed to suggest that I 
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wanted to hold for life a woman who had only offered me her 
hand. My duty was only to press her hand, to hold it long and 
tenderly in my own, so that she might understand that I meant 
a great deal more than I could ever say. 

I won’t repeat here all the phrases I passed in review, trying to 
find something which might take the place of that long, tender, 
eloquent handshake—but only the phrases I actually wrote. I said 
a good deal about my approaching old age. I could not stand still 
a moment without growing old. Each time the blood circulated 
in my veins something crept into my flesh and bones which 
betokened old age. Every morning when I woke the world took 
on a greyer hue; I only did not notice it because everything was 
of the same dull hue. There was not one touch of the colouring 
of the day before; otherwise I should have detected it and my 
regret would have driven me to despair. 

I remember very well the complete satisfaction with which I 
posted that letter. There was nothing compromising in the words 
themselves, but if Ada were feeling like me she would understand 
perfectly that affectionate handshake. It did not require much 
penetration to guess that my long disquisition on old age meant 
no more than that I feared love could no longer catch me up in 
my rapid flight through time. I seemed to be crying out to love: 
“ Come to me, come ! ” But I am not at all sure that I really 
wanted this love and, if I feel any doubt about it, it is simply 
because I know that I really did write something of the sort. 

I made a copy of the letter for Augusta, leaving out my dis¬ 
quisition on old age. She would not have understood it, but it is 
better to be on the safe side. I might have blushed to feel her eye 
on me, while I was holding her sister’s hand in mine. Yes ! I was 
still capable of blushing. And I really did blush when I received a 
note of thanks from Ada which made no mention at all of my 
discourse on old age. I felt that she had compromised herself much 
more by this than I had ever done. She had not withdrawn her 
hand from my pressure. She had left it lying passively in 
mine, and for a woman to remain passive is a form of giving 
consent. 
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A few days after I had written the letter I discovered that 
Guido had been gambling on the Bourse. I learnt it through an 
indiscretion of the broker Nilini. • 

I had known him for years, for we had been at school together; 
he had been obliged to leave suddenly to go into his uncle’s office. 
We had met again occasionally, and the difference in our fortunes 
had given me a certain ascendancy over him. He would be the 
first to salute, and he made various attempts to get into closer 
touch with me. This seemed to me quite natural, and I was the 
more surprised that at a certain moment—I don’t remember 
exactly when—he took up a very haughty attitude toward me. 
He no longer took any notice of me when I met him, and made 
hardly any response to my greeting. I was a little worried by this, 
for I am very thin-skinned and easily hurt. But what could I do 
about it? Perhaps he had discovered I was in Guidos office, and 
despised me because he thought I held a subordinate position in 
it or, what is equally probable, his uncle being now dead and he 
on his own as a stock-broker, he had become rather pleased with 
himself. In narrow circles like ours this sort of thing often hap¬ 
pens. Without there being any open enmity, two people suddenly 
begin to look at each other with dislike and contempt. 

So I was surprised to see him come into the office one day when 
when I was alone there, and ask for Guido. He took off his hat 
and held out his hand. Then he immediately sank into one of our 
great armchairs. I watched him with interest. It was years since 
I had been at such close quarters with him, and the dislike ic a 
shown me made me observe him with the closest attention. 

He was about forty at that time, very ugly and almost entire y 
bald, except for an oasis of thick black hair at the ac o is 
neck and another on his temples; he had a thick nose anc a ye ow, 
hairy face. He was short and thin, and had to stietch up so muc 
when he talked to me that I used to feel a sympathetic pain in my 
own neck, the only feeling of sympathy he arouse in me * n 
that particular occasion he seemed to be trying to restrain im 
self from laughing, and his face was contracted by a saicastic or 
contemptuous smile that I could not regard as persona y o ensive, 
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seeing that he had greeted me in such a friendly way. I discovered 
later that nature, in a whimsical mood, had stamped that expres¬ 
sion on his face. His jaws did not close properly, and on one side 
of his mouth there always remained a gap, which compelled him 
to wear habitually an ironical expression. It was perhaps in order 
to adapt his character to a mask, which he only succeeded in 
casting off when he yawned, that he took such apparent pleasure 
in teasing people. He was no fool, and there was often a poisoned 
head to his arrows, though he preferred to shoot them at the 
absent. 

He talked a great deal and rather fancifully, especially when 
discussing the Bourse. He spoke of the Bourse as if it were an 
individual, and would describe it as a terrible being, breathing out 
threats; or as sleepy and inert, with a face susceptible to tears or 
laughter. He saw it dancing up the steps of a rising value or tear¬ 
ing down again at break-neck speed; he saw it caressing one stock 
and throttling another, or again, giving people lessons in industry 
and temperance. Only crafty and capable people could hope to do 
business with such a being. There was plenty of money lying 
scattered about on the floor of the Bourse, but it was not so easy 
to stoop down and pick it up. 

I offered him a cigarette and kept him waiting while I dealt 
with some correspondence. He grew tired of waiting after a while, 
and said he could not stay any longer. He had only come to tell 
Guido that some shares, which bore the strange name of Rio 
Tinto and which he had advised Guido to buy the day before, 

had already gone up about ten per cent in value. He laughed 
heartily. 

While we sit talking here the closing prices will have done 
the rest. If Signor Speier wanted to buy those shares now, I don’t 
know what he might not have to pay for them. I saw at once 
in which direction they were going.” 

He went on boasting of the insight which his long familiarity 
with the Bourse had given him. He broke off to ask me: 

At which school do you think one learns most: the University 
or the Bourse? ” 
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His lower jaw fell a little more and emphasized his expression 
of sarcasm. 

“ The Bourse of course ! ” I replied emphatically. 

This won me an affectionate handshake when he at last took 
his leave. 

So Guido was gambling on the Bourse ! If I had been more on 
the spot I might have guessed it before, for when I had shown 
him an exact list of the quite considerable profits our last under¬ 
takings had brought in, he had read it through smiling, but with 
a touch of scorn. He thought we had had to work too hard to win 
that small amount of money. Yet, with about a dozen such tran¬ 
sactions we should have covered our losses of the year before ! 
What ought I to do now, I who only a few days before had been 
singing his praises? 

Guido came into the office soon after, and I told him exactly 
what Nilini had said. He stood listening so intently that he did 
not even notice I had found out about his gambling; then he 
rushed away again. 

I told Augusta about it that evening, and she thought it 
advisable to leave Ada in peace, but to warn Signora Malfenti 
of the danger Guido was running. She begged me to do what I 
could to prevent him committing any further follies. 

I thought carefully, over what I ought to say to him. Here was 
an opportunity of putting my good resolutions into practice, an 
redeeming the promise I had made to Ada. I knew how I ° u 8 * 
to approach Guido in order to ensure his listening to me. I ° u g * 
to explain to him that it is always very foolish to gamble on the 
Bourse, but especially for a business man with a balance s eet 1 e 

Guido's behind him. 

Next day I began brilliantly. 

“So you have started gambling on the Bourse? Do you wan 
to end in prison? ” I said severely. I was prepared for a scene, and 
was holding in reserve the threat that since he was acting m sue 
a way as to compromise the firm I proposed to leave is o ice on 

the spot. f 

But Guido disarmed me at once. He had kept t e secret so 
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but now with engaging boyish frankness he went into every 
detail of what he had been doing. He was dealing in mineral 
shares of some country or other, and had already made enough 
almost to cover our last year's losses. The danger was over now, 
and he could tell me all about it. If he were so unlucky as to lose 
what he had gained he would simply give up gambling. If, how¬ 
ever, fortune continued to favour him, he would at once put all 
his books in order, for they still continued to cause him con¬ 
siderable anxiety. 

I saw there was nothing to be angry about; that on the con¬ 
trary one ought to feel rather pleased with him. As for the book¬ 
keeping, I told him he could set his mind at rest about that, 
because directly one had money in hand it was the easiest thing 
in the world to settle the most tiresome account. Directly Ada's 
account had been restored to its proper place in our books, and 
that bottomless pit which was Guido’s account had to some 
extent been filled up, our book-keeping would be able to put a 
smiling face on things. 

Then I proposed that we should begin to carry out the reforms 
at once, and put down his speculations on the account. Fortun¬ 
ately he refused to do this, otherwise I should have become a 
gambler s accountant and should thus have taken on a still 
greater responsibility. As it was, things took their course as if I 
had never existed. He rejected my proposition for reasons that 
seemed to me good. He said it was a bad omen to pay one’s debts 
too quickly, and it is indeed a widespread superstition at all 
gaming-tables that other people’s money brings one good fortune. 

I don t really believe this, but when I play I omit no precau¬ 
tion. 

For a while I reproached myself for having accepted all Guido’s 
statements without protest. But when I saw that Signora Malfenti 
took the same view, and told me of the large sums her husband 
had made by gambling on the Bourse, and when I found that even 
Ada looked upon gambling just as if it were any other kind of 
business, I realized that no one could possibly blame me for any¬ 
thing that might happen on that score. My protests would never 
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have sufficed to stop Guido on the downward slope, unless they 
had been supported by all the other members of his family. 

And so it came about that Guido continued gambling, and all 
his family with him. I was of their train too in the sense that I 
entered on a rather curious relationship with Nilini. I could not 
really endure him, because I knew him to be ignorant and con¬ 
ceited, but apparently I was so successful in hiding my real feel¬ 
ings (which I did for Guido’s sake because he hoped for good tips 
from him), that he came to look on me as a devoted friend. I don t 
deny that it was partly my desire to avoid the uneasy sensation 
his dislike had produced in me, which made me nicer to him, a 
sensation that was increased by the sarcastic expression on his 
ugly face. But I did not carry my friendliness further than to shake 
hands with him and greet him when he came in or went out. He, 
on the other hand, was extremely friendly to me, and I could not 
help accepting his proffered courtesies gratefully; perhaps that is 
after all the greatest proof of politeness one can give in this world. 
He procured contraband cigarettes for me and only made me pay 
what they cost him, which was next to nothing. If he had cen 
more sympathetic to me I might have been persuaded to use im 
as my intermediary for gambling on the Bourse, which I never did 

because I could not face having to see him often. 

I saw him too much as it was ! He spent hours at our office in 
spite of the obvious fact that he was not in love with Carmen. He 
actually came to keep me company. He had apparently taken it 
into his head to instruct me about politics, into which he had 
some insight owing to his activities on the Bourse. He represente 
the Great Powers to me as shaking each other cordially by the 
hand one day and boxing each other s ears the next. I con t now 
if he foretold what was coming, for I disliked him so much that 
I could never listen patiently to him. 1 kept a silly fixed smile on 
my face all the time, which he misunderstood, and interpreted as 

a smile of admiration; but that was not my fau t. 

I only know that he repeated the same things every day. It was 
easy to see that he was not whole-heartedly Italian, from the fac 
that he thought Trieste had better remain Austrian. He adore 
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Germany, and above all the German trains, which arrived with 
such marvellous punctuality. He was in his way a Socialist, and 
would have liked it to be illegal for any single individual to 
possess more than a hundred thousand kronen. I did not smile 
one day when, in conversation with Guido, he acknowledged that 
he possessed exactly one hundred thousand kronen, and not a 
penny more. I did not smile, nor even ask him whether he would 
have modified his theory supposing he had made a great deal of 
money. Ours was a very curious relationship. I could not bear 
to laugh either with him or at him. 

When he had fired off one of his theories he would raise him¬ 
self in his armchair so that his eyes were gazing at the ceiling, 
while that strange gap between his two jaws was aimed straight 
at me. I am sure he could see with that gap ! If ever I tried to take 
advantage of the position he had got into in order to think of 
something else, he would call me to attention by saying suddenly: 

“Are you listening to what I am saying? ” 

After that effusion of Guido’s which I found so sympathetic it 
was a long time before he talked to me again about his affairs. 
Nilini said something to me about them first, but he also had 
become more reserved on the subject. I heard from Ada that 
Guido was still making money. 

When she returned to Trieste I noticed that her looks had gone 
off again very much. She had not exactly got fatter, but her face 
had become puffy. Her cheeks, which had filled out, seemed to 
have grown in the wrong place again, and made her face look 
almost square. Her eyes were bursting out of their sockets. I was 
very much surprised, because Guido and several other people who 
had been to see her said that she was getting stronger and hand¬ 
somer every day. But health in a woman is surely above all her 
beauty. 

Ada had other surprises in store for me. She greeted me affec¬ 
tionately, but only in exactly the same way as she had greeted 
Augusta. There was clearly no secret between us any longer, and 
she had evidently forgotten that she had ever wept at the thought 
of having caused me to suffer. So much the better! She would 
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have forgotten too that she had any claim on me! I was her good 
brother-in-law, and she loved me solely because of the terms of 
perfect affection I was on with my wife, which always aroused 
the admiration of the Malfenti household. 

One day I made a discovery that surprised me extremely. Ada 
still believed herself to be beautiful! Away there on the lake 
they had been paying court to her and she was evidently proud 
of her successes. She probably exaggerated them, for it seemed 
rather excessive to pretend that she had been obliged to leave 
her summer retreat in order to escape the persecutions of a lover. 
There may have been a grain of truth in it, I admit; for she prob¬ 
ably did not appear so ugly to anyone who had not known her 
before. But there was not much in it, surely, with those eyes and 
that complexion, and a face that shape! She seemed, of course, 
uglier to us because we remembered what she had been and could 

realize what ravages her disease had made. 

One evening we invited her and Guido to spend the evening 
with us. It was a pleasant family gathering, a kind of sequel to 
our twofold engagement. But the lustre was gone from Ada s 
hair. 

When they got up to go, I was left a moment alone with Ada, 
helping her into her coat. I at once had the sense of a slight change 
in our relationship. We were left alone and perhaps we should be 
able to say something to one another which the presence o t e 
others made impossible. While I helped her on with er coat 
was thinking it over, and finally made up my mind w at it was 

I wanted to say: T 

“ You know that he has taken to gambling,” I said gravely. I 

sometimes wonder whether I did not hope by these wor s to evo'e 

the memory of our last meeting, which I could not a ow to e 

so lightly forgotten. TT • a ■ 

“ Yes,” she said smiling, " and he is quite right. He is doing 

very well now, from all they tell me. 

I smiled with her, whole-heartedly. I felt relieve o a responsi 

bility. As she left me, she murmured: ^ 

“Is that Carmen still in the office? 
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She was gone before I had time to answer. Our past no longer 
existed between us. But there was still her jealousy, as lively as 
at our last meeting. 

When I look back over it, I feel as if I ought to have realized 
some time before I was actually told, that Guido had begun losing 
on the Bourse. The triumphant air disappeared from his face and 
it wore again that look of anxiety which had appeared on it at 
the time of the balance-sheet. 

“ Why do you worry about it,” I asked him innocently, “ when 
you have already got all you need in your pocket for covering 
those false entries? You need never go to prison with all that 
money about you.” At that moment, as I discovered later, he had 
not a penny in his pocket. 

I believed so firmly in the fortune he was supposed to have 
made that I paid no attention to all the indications that ought 
to have put me on the right track. 

One evening in August he carried me off fishing with him 
again. It was very unlikely that we should succeed in catching 
anything, with a dazzling moon like that. But he insisted on 
going, for he said we should find it a little cooler out at sea. And 
that was in fact all we found. After one attempt we did not even 
bait our hooks again, but let our lines hang down from the 
boat, while Luciano rowed it out to sea. The moon’s rays must 
have penetrated to the bottom of the sea, lighting up all the 
wiles of the fisherman for the fishes big and small, so that they 
only nibbled at the bait but never let the hook come near them. 
Our bait only gave them a little extra meal. 

Guido was lying in the stern of the boat; I was in the bow. 
After a while he murmured: 

“ How melancholy all this light is ! ” 

He probably said so because the light prevented him from 
sleeping, and I agreed, just to please him, and also because I did 
not want to disturb the solemn peace of that scene by any stupid 
argument. But Luciano protested, saying that he loved the bright 
light. As Guido did not answer I tried to reduce him to silence 
by saying that the light was certainly sad because it lit up this 
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sad world and also because it prevented us fishing. Luciano 
laughed and said no more. 

We were all silent for some time. I yawned in the moon s face 
several times. I regretted having let myself be persuaded to come 
out in the boat. 

Suddenly Guido said: 

“ You're a chemist. You will be able to tell me which is the most 
efficacious—pure veronal, or veronal and sodium.' 

I did not even know there was such a thing as veronal and 
sodium. A chemist cannot be expected to know the whole world 
by heart. I know enough of chemistry to be able to look up any¬ 
thing in my books and even to discuss—as you will see in this 

case—things of which I know nothing. 

Veronal and sodium? But everyone knows that compounds of 
sodium are the most easily assimilated of any. I remembered, and 
was able to reproduce more or less accurately, a hymn in praise 
of sodium which had been sung by one of my professors at the 
only one of his lectures I ever attended. Sodium was the vehicle 
on which all the other elements rode when they wanted to move 
more rapidly. The professor had shown how chlorate of sodium 
passed from body to body till it sank, by law of gravity, into t e 
deepest hole in the world, namely the bottom of the sea. on t 
know if I succeeded in reproducing exactly what the pro essor 
had said, but at that moment, with the spectacle of that immense 
quantity of chlorate of sodium in my minds c)es, spo e o 

sodium with infinite respect. 

After a moment’s hesitation, Guido said again: 

“ If one wanted to die, ought one to take veronal and sodium ( 

“ Yes,” I replied. 

Then, remembering that there are cases where one may want 
to simulate a suicide, and not at once realizing that was remin 
ing Guido of an unpleasant episode in his own life, a e • 

“ And if one doesn’t want to die, one must take pure veronal. 

Guido’s exhaustive inquiries about veronal ought to have 
opened my eyes. But I at once became so intereste m Y^ e J n e 
possible uses of sodium that I did not notice anyt ing o . n 
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course of the next few days I was able to demonstrate to Guido by 
various new experiments that sodium really possessed the qualities 
I had attributed to it. You added sodium to mercury in order to 
facilitate the amalgamation of two bodies, this amalgamation 
being no other than a close embrace or union of bodies. Sodium, I 
showed, was the assimilating medium between gold and mercury. 
But Guido had already lost all interest in sodium, probably because 
his prospects on the Bourse were better at the moment. 

Ada came three times to the office in the course of a single 
week. It was only after her second visit that it occurred to me she 
might have something to say to me. 

The first time she came, she ran into Nilini, who had planted 
himself there in order to continue my political education. She 
waited a whole hour, expecting him to go; but she made the mis¬ 
take of entering into conversation with him, so that he thought 
it his duty to stay on. After I had introduced them to each other 
I breathed a sigh of relief to see the gap between Nilini’s jaws no 
longer turned toward me. I took no part in their conversation. 

Nilini was quite witty, and astonished Ada by saying that there 
was just as much malicious gossip to be heard at the Tergesteo as 
in a fashionable drawing-room. With this difference, according to 
him, that they were better informed at the Bourse than elsewhere, 
on this as everything else. Ada thought he was being unfair to 
women, and said she had never heard any malicious gossip and 
did not know what he meant by it. At this point I intervened, 
and said that during all the years I had known her I had never 
heard a single unkind word come from her lips about anyone. I 
smiled as I said this, for I really intended it as a reproach. She 
did not talk against other people, for the simple reason that she 
took no interest whatever in anyone else’s affairs. When she was 
well she had only thought about her own affairs, and when she 
became ill the very small corner she had kept for other things 
was entirely filled by her jealousy. She was an out and out egoist, 
but she accepted my words gratefully, as if they were really a 
tribute. 

Nilini pretended not to believe either her or me. He said he 



A BUSINESS PARTNERSHIP 


377 


had known me for many years and thought me a very naive 
character. This amused both Ada and me. But I was much irritated 
when, for the first time before a third party, he announced that 
I was one of his dearest friends and that therefore he must know 
me thoroughly. I did not dare to protest, but I felt my modesty 
as much offended by his impudent assertion as a girl who has 
been accused in public of having given herself to a man. 

I was so naive, declared Nilini, that Ada might easily, with a 
woman’s well-known subtlety, have been as malicious as she liked 
in my presence without my being aware of it. I thought Ada was 
amused by his compliments, which seemed to me in very doubtful 
taste, but afterwards discovered that she had let him run on in 
the hope that he would exhaust his stock of eloquence and go 
away. She would have had to wait a long time for that! 

The second time Ada came she found me with Guido. It was 
then that I noticed an expression of impatience on her face, an 
realized that it was really to me she wanted to talk. Ti s e 
returned the third time I indulged in my usual dreams. At bottom, 
it was not love she asked of me, but she too often wante to e 
alone with me. It is difficult for men to know exactly what it is 
that women do want, for they often do not know themse ves. 

Her words excited no new feeling in me. Directly she ac an 
opportunity of speaking to me her voice became strang e wit 
emotion, but not because it was I to whom she was talking, bhe 
wanted to know why Carmen had not been sent assay. to 
her all I knew about it, including the effort we had made to line 

her a post in Olivi’s office. . 

She at once grew calmer, for what I was saying corresponded 

exactly to what Guido had told her. I heard later that her fits o 
jealousy came on at regular intervals. They began wit out any 
apparent reason, and a reassuring word would e su lcien 


dispel them again. .. ,..r,,,). 

She asked me two more questions: Was it rea y so * 

to find a post for an employee like Carmen, an was ler 

obliged to depend entirely on her earnings? Trines 

I explained to her that it was in fact very difficult in Tneste 
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just then to find jobs for women in offices. As for her second 
question, I was unable to answer it as I knew no other member 
of Carmen’s family. 

44 And Guido knows the whole family,” she muttered angrily, 
while the tears again streamed down her cheeks. 

When she was going, she shook hands with me and thanked 
me. Smiling through her tears she said she knew she could 
count on me. Her smile gave me pleasure, because it was certainly 
not addressed to a brother-in-law, but to someone who was bound 
to her by secret ties. I tried to prove that I deserved such a smile 
and murmured: 

44 It is not so much Carmen I am afraid of for Guido, it is his 
speculations on the Bourse.” 

She shrugged her shoulders: 

“Oh, you need not worry about that. I talked to Mamma 
about it. Papa used to speculate there too, and made heaps and 
heaps of money.” 

I was rather taken aback by her reply, and insisted: 

44 1 don’t like that Nilini. It is not at all true that he is a friend 
of mine.” 

She looked at me in surprise: 

“ He seems to be a gentleman. And Guido likes him very much 
too. Besides, I think that Guido is very careful in business now.” 

I had made up my mind never to say anything against Guido, 
so I was silent. When I was alone again, it was not of Guido I 
thought, but of myself. Perhaps it was a good thing that Ada had 
at last come to seem to me like a sister, and nothing else. She 
neither promised nor threatened me with anything in the nature 
of love. For the next few days, however, I walked about the 
streets in a very unsettled state of mind. Something seemed to 
have upset my balance. I could not understand myself. Why did 
I feel exactly as if Carla had just given me up? Nothing fresh had 
happened to me. I honestly believe that I have always needed to 
be in the middle of an adventure, or of some complication that 
gives the illusion of one. Yet there was nothing in the least com¬ 
plicated with Ada. 
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One day Nilini was preaching louder than ever from his arm¬ 
chair; there was a cloud upon the horizon; money was growing 
dearer. The market had suddenly become saturated and could not 

absorb any more. 

“ Let us throw in some sodium,” I said flippantly. 

He was not at all pleased at my interruption, but pretended he 
had not heard, so as not to be obliged to get angry and intenupt 
his sermon. He said there was suddenly a shortage of money every 
where, so it had gone up in price. He was only surprise at it 
happening just now, whereas he had prophesied it or a mont 

later. T 

“They must have packed all the money off to the moon. 1 

said. , 

Nilini did not deign to look at me, but went on staring at 

ceiling. . 

“ This is no laughing matter,” he said. “ It is extremely serious. 

Now we shall be able to see who is the real fighter, an w o is 

going to give in at the first blow.” 

Just as I was quite unable to understand how there could 

possibly be a shortage of money in the world, so I never guesse 

that Nilini was numbering Guido among the fighting men w o 

were going to prove their valour. I was so accustome to e ® 

myself from his sermons by paying no attention to t em, 

even this one, which I actually listened to, passe over m> 

without making the smallest impression on me. 

A few days later, however, Nilini began to sing t0 qin , 

different tune. He had made a discovery. He a oun ° 

Guido was doing business with another broker. 1 mi e , 
testing in an injured tone of voice that he had never faiWGuJ 
in anything, and that he had behaved with the utmost disc etio . 
Could not I bear him out in this? Had he not always nude a 
secret of Guido’s affairs even to me whom e re ^ 
dearest friend? But now he was going to throw a r 
winds and shout into my ears that Guido had lost every.hmg 

and was up to his neck in debt. As far as the busines ^ 
cemed which had been done through him, e asser e 
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would recover with the smallest improvement in the situation, 
and they could afford to wait for better times. It was monstrous 
that the first time things went wrong Guido should have treated 
him like this. 

Nilini’s jealousy was far worse than Ada’s. Nothing could 
appease him. I tried to get some definite facts out of him, but he 
only became more and more furious, and went on talking of the 
wrong that had been done him, so that, contrary to his own 
intentions and to my hopes, he remained perfectly discreet and 
gave nothing away. 

That afternoon I found Guido in the office. He was lying at 
full length on the divan in a curious state between sleep and 
desperation. I said: 

44 Is it true that you are ruined up to the ears? ” 

He did not answer at once. He only raised his arm and covered 
his face with it. Then he said: 

44 Was there ever anyone more wretched than me? ” 

He lowered his arm and changed his position, turning over on 
his back. He shut his eyes again and seemed to have completely 
forgotten my presence. 

I had no consolation to offer him. It made me quite angry that 
he should think himself the unhappiest man in the world; it was 
not even an exaggeration, it was a lie pure and simple. I would 
have helped him if I could, but to comfort him was out of the 
question. In my opinion, not even people who are more innocent 
and more unhappy than Guido deserve pity, otherwise there would 
be no room for anything but that feeling, which would be very 
tedious. The law of nature does not confer the right to be happy, 
on the contrary it condemns us to pain and suffering. Wherever 
the feast is spread parasites will flock to it from all parts, and if 
there are not enough of them they hasten to breed more. Soon 
there is only sufficient for the barest need, and very soon all is 
devoured, for nature does not calculate, she only makes experi¬ 
ments. When there is no more left the number of consumers must 
dwindle, by a process of pain and death, and thus the balance is 
restored for a moment. What is the use of complaining? Yet all 
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do complain. Those who have had no share at all of the prey die 
arraigning the injustice of nature; those who have had their share 
feel that it ought to have been bigger still. Why don't they live 
and die in silence? On the other hand it is pleasant to see the joy 
of someone who had succeeded in securing a good share of the 
booty, and flaunts himself in the sun, amidst the plaudits of the 
crowd. The only cry I should allow is the cry of triumph. 

But Guido ! He not only lacked the power to conquer, but even 
to hold the riches he had got. He would come from the gaming¬ 
table and weep over his losses. He could not even behave like a 
gentleman; he sickened me. That \fras why, at the moment when 
he probably most stood in need of my sympathy, I had none to 
give him. Not all my many good resolutions could move me so 
far. 

Meanwhile Guido’s breathing was becoming gradually louder 
and more regular. He had fallen asleep! What an unmanly way 
to meet misfortune ! They had stolen his booty and he quietly 
closed his eyes and dreamed, perhaps, that it was still in his 
possession, instead of opening them wide and trying to snatch 
back a small part of it. 

I was curious to know whether Ada had been told of the 
calamity that had befallen him, and asked him in a loud voice. 
He started, and it was a few moments before he could accustom 
himself to his misfortune, which suddenly rose again before him 
to its full stature. 

“ No ! ” he murmured, and again closed his eyes. 

I believe it is a fact that all who have received a violent blow 
have a tendency to sleep. Sleep restores one s strength. I stoo a 
few moments irresolute, looking at Guido. If he insisted on s eep- 
ing how was one to help him? It was not the moment or s eep. 

I took hold of him roughly by the shoulder and shook him . 

He had really been fast asleep. He looked at me doubtfully, 

his eyes still heavy with sleep, and asked: 

" What is it? " Suddenly he got angry, and shouted out again: 

“What is it you want? ” 
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I wanted to help him, otherwise I should have had no right to 
wake him up. I got angry too and shouted that this was not the 
moment for going to sleep; that we must get to work quickly 
and save what we could. We must decide what was to be done, 
and discuss it with all the members of our family here and in 
Buenos Aires. 

Guido sat up at last. He was still rather disconcerted by my 
rough method of waking him. He said bitterly: 

“ It would have been much better if you had let me go on 
sleeping. Who do you imagine can help me now? Don’t you 
remember what means I had to adopt last time in order to get 
the little I then needed to save me? But now it is a matter of 
very large sums of money. Who do you propose I should turn to 
now? " 

I felt quite unsympathetic, even angry, at the thought that I 
should have to rob myself and my own family in order to help 
him. 

"Aren’t I still here?” I said. My avarice, however, at once 
stepped in to modify my first generous impulse: 

"Isn’t Ada still there? And your mother-in-law? Can’t we all 
combine to save you? ” 

He rose and came toward me, evidently intending to embrace 
me. But I was determined to avoid that at all costs. Now that I 
had offered to help him I had a perfect right to take him to task, 
and I made the utmost use of it. I upbraided him for his weak¬ 
ness and for his conceit, which had really been the cause of his 
ruin, and which he was even yet not free from. He had acted just 
as he thought fit, without consulting anybody. How often I had 
tried to find out what he was engaged on, so that I might restrain 
him if necessary, and save him from the very danger into which 
he had fallen; and he had always refused to tell me anything, 
and had persisted in confiding only in Nilini. 

At this Guido smiled; he actually smiled, poor man ! He said 
that for the last fortnight he had had nothing to do with Nilini; 
he thought his ugly mug would bring him ill-luck. 

How characteristic of him that smile was, and that falling 
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asleep; he could ruin everyone belonging to him and still go on 
smiling. I put on a very severe judicial air; if I was going to save 
Guido I should have to educate him first. I wanted to know how 
much he had lost, and flew into a rage when he said he could 
not tell exactly. I was still more furious when he named a rela¬ 
tively low figure, which turned out to be the sum that must be 
paid at the fortnightly settlement, which was only five days 
ahead. Guido asserted that the end of the month was still a long 
way off and things might easily change before then. The shortage 
on the money market could hardly last for ever. 

I shouted: 

“ I suppose if there’s a money shortage on the earth you get 
some down from the moon ! ” I said he must not go on gambling 
for a single day longer. His losses were already huge and we must 
not take the risk of increasing them. I said that his losses wou 
have to be divided into four parts, and borne by me, by him (t lat 
is to say his father), Signora Malfenti, and Ada; that we must 
return at once to sound, unspeculative business methods, an t at 
I refused ever to see Nilini or any other broker in our office again. 
He very gently asked me not to shout so much, because t le 

neighbours might hear us. 

I made a great effort to calm myself, and succeeded in so ar as 
only to go on abusing him under my breath. I said it was positive y 
criminal to lose as much as he had done, and in such a way. one 
must be an absolute idiot and worse, to get into such an impasse. 
I was determined that not a word of my lectuie shou c e ost 

on him. , 

But here Guido made a mild protest. Was there anyone \\ 10 

had not at some time or other speculated on the ours ®* . 
father-in-law, for instance, who was such a respecta e usiness 
man, had not let a day pass without some speculation, n t en, 

Guido was sure, I had speculated myself. 

I protested that there was gambling and gam ing. e ia 
staked the whole of his patrimony on the Bouise; 13 on y 

staked a month’s income. . 

Guido’s childish attempts to shift his responsi i lties 
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someone else made a melancholy impression on me. He asserted 
that Nilini had induced him to play for much higher stakes than 
he had ever meant to, by holding out to him the hope of winning 
a great fortune. 

I laughed and made fun of him. It was no use to blame Nilini; 
he was only looking after his own interests. Besides, after he had 
left Nilini, hadn’t he plunged headlong into still further losses 
through the medium of another broker? It would have been time 
enough to boast of his new business connection if, unknown to 
Nilini, he had begun speculating a la baisse. What was the use of 
changing his broker only to pursue the same ill-fated policy as 
before? Guido begged me at last to leave him in peace, and with 
a sob in his throat acknowledged his error. 

I left off attacking him. I was genuinely sorry for him now, and 
would gladly have embraced him, if he had allowed me. I said I 
would at once see about providing my share of the money and that 
I would also undertake to speak to our mother-in-law. He, for his 
part, was to tell Ada all about it. 

My pity for him increased when he confessed to me that he 
would not mind speaking to his mother-in-law instead of me, but 
that he was tortured by the thought of having to speak to Ada. 

44 You know what women are ! They don’t understand business, 
or at least only when it turns out well.” He said he would prefer 
not to speak to Ada, but could ask her mother to tell her what 
had happened instead. 

This decision removed a great weight off his mind, and we went 
out together. When I saw him walking along beside me with his 
head drooping, I repented of having been so cruel to him. But if 
one was fond of him, what else could one do? He really must be 
brought to his senses, or he would be totally ruined. What sort of 
terms must he be on with his wife, if he was so afraid of speaking 
to her? 

But he almost immediately contrived to enrage me again. As 
we walked along he was engaged in perfecting the plan he had 
thought so brilliant. Not only was there no need for him to speak 
to his wife, but he would not see her at all that evening, for he 
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would go straight out shooting. Having made this proposal he 
cast all care aside. The mere thought of getting out into the open 
air and leaving all his troubles behind was enough to restore him 
completely, and drive every cloud from his brow. I was furious 
with him ! He might easily go back to the Bourse with the same 
regardless air and play away the whole remaining capital of his 
family and mine. 

He said: 

“ I am going to allow myself this one last pleasure, and I invite 
you to come too, on condition that you undertake not to say 
a single word that would remind me of what has happened 
today/’ 

Up to this point he had been talking gaily. But when he saw 
my serious face, he became more serious too. He added: 

“ You must agree that I need a little rest after such a shock as 
this has been. It will be easier for me afterwards to take my place 
again in the fight.” 

His voice trembled with emotion; I could not doubt his sincerity, 
so that I succeeded in controlling my irritation, or only showe 
it in so far as to refuse his invitation, saying that I must remain 
in town to see about collecting the necessary funds. This was 
surely a reproof in itself! I, the innocent one, must remain at my 
post, while he, the culprit, could go off and amuse himself as e 
pleased. 

We had already reached Signora Malfenti s front door. His ace 
had not resumed the joyous expression it had worn be ore at t e 
thought of the pleasant hours that awaited him; so long as le was 
with me he kept on his face the fixed expression of conventiona 
grief which I had called back to it. But before leaving me he gave 
vent to his feelings by a display of independence whic e t was 

partly inspired by resentment. , , . 

He said he was surprised to find what a good frien ie jac in 

me. He hesitated to accept the sacrifice I had offered ma e or 
him. He wished me definitely to understand that he i not con 
sider me bound in any way whatever, and that I was ree to give 

or not exactly as I thought fit. 
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I feel certain that I blushed. To escape from my embarrassment 
I said: 

“ Why should you imagine I want to withdraw, when only a 
few minutes ago I offered to help you, without your having asked 
anything of me? ” 

He looked at me rather doubtfully and said: 

“ Since you wish it I accept without more ado. Thank you. 
But we must make a fresh contract, and each of us must receive 
the share he deserves. So that from henceforth, if business comes 
our way and you are willing to go on dealing with it, you must 
have a proper salary. Yes, we must put the company on a totally 
different basis. Then there can be no danger of any trouble 
accruing to us from our suppression of last year’s losses. It will 
only have been a lesson to us.” 

“ It’s no use your thinking any more about those losses; we 
have finished with that. What you have to do now is to try and 
win over your mother-in-law. That is all that matters.” 

And so we parted. I have no doubt I smiled at the naivete with 
which Guido had betrayed to me his inmost feelings. He had made 
all that long speech solely in order that he might accept my gift, 
without having to show me too much gratitude. But I did not 
demand it of him. It was quite enough for me to know that he 
really owed it. 

For my part, as soon as I had parted from him I felt a sense 
of relief as well, as if I too had just escaped into the open air. I 
felt I had regained the freedom I had lost when I set about trying 
to educate Guido and put him on the right path. The teacher is 
really much more chained than the pupil. I had fully made up my 
mind to get the money for him. It is difficult for me to say 
whether I was really doing it out of affection for him or for Ada, 
or perhaps also because I felt that a certain responsibility might 
attach to me for having worked in his office. In any case I resolved 
to sacrifice part of my own fortune, and even today I look back 
on that moment in my life with great satisfaction. The money 
would save Guido and procure me a quiet conscience. 

I walked about till dark in this exalted frame of mind, and 




A BUSINESS PARTNERSHIP 387 

then found it was too late to catch Olivi at the Bourse. I was 

obliged to apply to him in order to get a large sum of money. 

Then I decided that it was not really so urgent. I had a certain 

amount of money at my disposal which would be enough to 

cover the fortnightly settlement. There was plenty of time 

for me to take all the necessary steps before the end of the 
month. 

I put Guido out of my mind for the whole evening. Later on, 
after the children had been put to bed, I several times made up my 
mind to tell Augusta about Guido’s financial collapse and how it 
was going to affect me, but I hated the thought of discussing it, 
and decided it would be better to wait for Augusta to give her 
consent when everything had been arranged, and the settlement 
of Guido’s affairs was in full swing. Besides, I did not see why I 
should have all this tiresome business just when Guido was out 
amusing himself. 

I slept perfectly and went to the office next morning with rather 
a light purse. I still had in my pocket the old envelope that Carla 
had returned to me and which I was saving up religiously for her 
or for one of her children, and I had drawn a little money from 
the bank. I spent the morning reading the papers, while Carmen 
sat sewing and Luciano employed himself in various feats of 
multiplication and addition. 

When I went home to lunch I found Augusta quite bewildered 
and cast down. She was very pale, as she always was on occasions 
when I had made her suffer. She said to me gently: 

“ I hear that you have decided to sacrifice part of your fortune 
to save Guido ! I know I had no right to have been told.” 

She was so doubtful about her right that she hesitated. Then 
she began to reproach me for not having told her. 

“ But I am not like Ada. I have never opposed your will in any 
way." 

It was some time before I discovered what had happened. 
Augusta had arrived at Ada’s house just when she was in the 
middle of discussing Guido with her mother. When she saw her, 
Ada had burst out crying and told her of my generous offer. 
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which she absolutely refused to accept. She had begged Augusta 
to ask me not to persist in it. 

I saw at once that Augusta was suffering from her old malady, 
jealousy of her sister; but I took no notice of it. Ada’s attitude 
surprised me. 

“ Do you think she was offended? ” I asked, pretending to look 
very surprised. 

“ No ! no ! Not offended! ” cried the straightforward Augusta. 
“She hugged and kissed me . . . perhaps it was really meant for 
you! ’’ 

That seemed an odd enough way of expressing herself. She 
kept her eyes fixed on me suspiciously, as if she were trying to 
read my thoughts. 

I protested. 

“Do you really believe Ada is in love with me? What can 
have put that into your head? " 

But I could not succeed in pacifying Augusta, whose jealousy I 
found terribly tiresome. It was true that Guido had stopped enjoy¬ 
ing himself by then, and was no doubt having a horrible time be¬ 
tween his wife and his mother-in-law; but I was having a suffi¬ 
ciently bad time myself, and I could not help feeling my sufferings 
were disproportionately great, seeing that I was entirely innocent. 

I tried to calm Augusta by caressing her. But she drew her face 
away, so that she could look at me better, and uttered a gentle 
reproof, which moved me deeply. 

“ I know you love me too,” she said. 

It was clearly not Ada’s state of mind, but mine, that she was 
troubled about. I suddenly had an inspiration that I thought must 
prove my innocence. 

“So Ada is in love with me? ” I said laughing. Then, drawing 
away a little from Augusta so that she could see me better, I 
puffed out my cheeks and opened my eyes very wide so as to make 
myself look like Ada. Augusta gazed at me in astonishment for a 
moment, but soon guessed what I was doing. She burst out laugh¬ 
ing, but at once felt ashamed of herself. 

“ No ! ” she said; “ please don’t laugh at her.” 
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Then she admitted, still laughing, that I had succeeded in 

imitating exactly the bulges that gave Ada’s face such an odd 

appearance. And I knew that I had, for while I was imitating her 

I had actually felt as if I were kissing Ada. And when I was by 

myself I repeated the process with a mingled feeling of desire and 
disgust. 

In the afternoon I went to the office hoping to find Guido there. 
I waited for some time, then decided to go and look for him at his 
house. It was necessary that I should know whether or not I was 
to ask Olivi for the money. I must fulfil my duty, painful though 
the prospect was of seeing Ada’s face still more distorted in her 
efforts to express her gratitude. Who knows what surprises that 
woman still had in store for me ! 

On the steps leading up to Guido’s house I ran into Signora 
Malfenti who was ponderously ascending. She told me at great 
length everything that had been decided about Guido’s affairs up 
to then. When they separated the evening before they had almost 
agreed that it was essential to do all they could to save that unfor¬ 
tunate man from the ruin that threatened him. It was not till the 
next morning that Ada discovered I was proposing to collaborate 
in covering Guido’s losses, and then she absolutely refused to 
accept. Signora Malfenti tried to make excuses for her. 

“What are you going to do about it? She cannot reconcile it 
with her conscience to rob her favourite sister." 

At the top of the first flight of steps the Signora stopped to get 
breath, to enable her to go on talking. She said with a smile that 
everything would turn out well for everybody concerned. Before 
lunch she and Ada and Guido had gone to consult a solicitor, an 
old friend of the family who was now little Anna’s guardian. The 
solicitor had said there was no need to pay; gambling-debts did 
not come under the law. Guido had taken the opposite point of 
view, and talked about honour and duty, but she was sure that 
if everyone, including Ada, decided not to pay, he could very 
soon fall into line. 

“But will his business be declared bankrupt on the Bourse? 

I asked in bewilderment. 
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“ Probably it will! ” replied Signora Malfenti, with a sigh, 
before climbing the last flight. 

Guido was in the habit of lying down after lunch, so that we 
were received by Ada in the little boudoir I knew so well. When 
she saw me she betrayed a moment’s uneasiness; only a moment, 
but enough for me to notice and remember, for it was as clear as 
if she had confessed it to me herself. Then she made an effort to 
control herself, and offered me her hand with a decided, almost 
virile movement, which seemed meant to contradict the feminine 
hesitation that had preceded it. 

She said: 

4 Augusta will have told you how grateful I am to you. I feel 
too bewildered at the moment to express to you what I really feel. 
I am ill too. Yes, I am very ill! I ought really to go into the 
nursing-home again at Bologna.” 

A sob interrupted her. Then she went on: 

“ I want to ask you one favour. Please tell Guido that you find 
you can’t let him have any money. It will make it much easier for 
us to persuade him to do what ought to be done.” 

She had sobbed before, thinking of her own illness; she sobbed 
again now, before going on to talk about her husband: 

” He is only a child, and must be treated as such. If he knows 
that you are ready to let him have that money, he will cling all 
the more obstinately to his idea of throwing away the rest, quite 
uselessly, for now we know for a certainty that a bankruptcy on 
the Bourse is not illegal. The solicitor told us so.” 

She gave me the opinion of a high financial authority without 
ever asking for mine. As an old habitue of the Bourse I thought 
that my opinion might have had some weight alongside that of 
the solicitor, but I quite forgot what my opinion was, even if I 
had ever had one. It was obvious to me, however, that I was put 
in an awkward position. I could not back out of the promise I had 
made Guido; it was in return for that promise that I had thought 
myself authorized to shout so many insults in his ear, pocketing 
thereby a sort of interest on the capital that it was thus impossible 
for me to refuse him. 
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“Ada! ” I said hesitatingly, “I don't think I can go back on 

my word like this, from one day to another. Wouldn't it be better 

if you tried to persuade Guido to do things as you want them 
done? " 

Signora Malfenti, with the peculiar sympathy she always 
showed me, said that she understood perfectly well the situation 
in which I found myself, but that she thought when Guido dis¬ 
covered he could only obtain a quarter of the money he needed he 
would be obliged to submit with a good grace to their will. 

But Ada had not yet exhausted her supply of tears. With her 
face hidden in her handkerchief, she said between her sobs : 

You did very, very wrong to make him such an extraordinary 
offer. Now one sees what a great mistake you made! " 

She seemed to me to waver between gratitude and resentment. 

Then she said she did not want my offer ever to be mentioned 

again, and begged me not to procure the money for him, for if I 

did she would not let me give it him, or would forbid Guido to 

accept it. 

I felt so embarrassed that I ended by telling a lie. I told her that 
I had already procured the money, and pointed to my breast pocket 
where that very light envelope was lying. Ada looked at me now 
with an expression of genuine admiration which might have given 
me pleasure if I had not known how little I deserved it. In any 
case it was that lie, for which I can give no other explanation 
than my strange tendency to try and appear to Ada better than I 
really was, that prevented my waiting for Guido and made me get 
°ut of the house as quickly as possible. It might easily have hap¬ 
pened that, contrary to all expectation, I should have been asked 
to hand over the money I said I actually had with me, and what 
sort of a figure should I have cut then? I explained that I had 
urgent business at the office, and hurried out of the house. 

Ada accompanied me to the door and assured me that she would 
persuade Guido to come to me himself and thank me for my kind¬ 
ness, refusing at the same time to accept it. She made this state¬ 
ment with so much determination that I was quite startled. I could 
not help feeling that so definite a resolution was aimed in part also 
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at me. No ! at that moment she certainly did not love me. My 
generosity had been too great. It threatened to overwhelm those 
whom it was supposed to benefit, and it was no wonder if they 
rose up and protested. On my way to the office I tried to shake 
off the unpleasant impression that Ada’s behaviour had made on 
me, by reminding myself that the sacrifice I proposed to make 
concerned Guido and no one else. What had Ada to do with it? 
I promised myself to make Ada see this at the earliest opportunity. 

I went to the office simply in order to avoid having another lie 
on my conscience. A fine rain had been falling since the early 
morning, which had made the air very chilly; spring was slow in 
coming. A few steps would have taken me home, whereas to 
reach the office I had to walk down a much longer street, which 
in itself was sufficiently annoying. But I thought I had a duty 
to fulfil. 

Guido joined me shortly afterwards. He sent Luciano away, so 
as to remain alone with me. He had on that agonized air which 
was such a help to him in his disputes with his wife, and which 
I knew only too well. He had evidently been crying, and shouting 
too. 

He asked me what I thought about his wife’s and mother-in-law’s 
plan, which he knew I had already been told of. I was not very 
ready with my reply. I did not want to tell him my opinion, 
which was contrary to that of the two women, and at the same 
time I knew that if I were to agree with them I should only pro¬ 
voke fresh scenes with Guido. I hated to seem to grudge him my 
assistance, and agreed on the whole with Ada that the decision 
ought to come from Guido and not from me. I said that we must 
make some calculations and work things out and hear what other 
people had to say about it. I was not a good enough business man 
to be able to pronounce an opinion on such an important matter. 
To gain time, I asked him if he would like me to consult Olivi. 

This was enough to make him scream: 

" That idiot! I beg you to leave him out of the question ! ” 

I did not feel in the least inclined to work myself up in defence 
of Olivi, but my calmness had no effect on Guido. We were in a 



A BUSINESS PARTNERSHIP 393 

precisely similar situation to that of the day before, only now it 

was his turn to scream and mine to be silent. It is a matter of 

temperament; I felt so very awkward that all my limbs were abso- 
lutely paralysed. 

But he insisted on my saying exactly what I thought about it. 

o I began to speak and, by an almost divine inspiration, spoke 
very well; so well that if he had paid the smallest attention to 
what I said the subsequent catastrophe would never have hap¬ 
pened. I said that I was inclined for the moment to consider the 
two questions separately, that of the fortnightly and that of the 
monthly settlement. Not such a very large sum was required for 
the former and one must induce the two women to consent to 
that relatively light loss. Then we should still have plenty of 
time before us to make wise provision for the other settlement. 

Guido interrupted me to say: 

Ada told me that you have got the money all ready in your 
pocket. Have you got it with you now? ” 

I blushed. But I speedily found another lie which saved me: 

As they would not accept the money when I was at your 
house, I deposited it at the bank. But we can draw it out again 
as soon as we like; early tomorrow morning, if necessary." 

He reproached me for having changed my mind. And only the 
day before I had declared that everything could be put in order 
at once, and that there was no need to wait for the second settle¬ 
ment ! Here he was overtaken by a violent fit of rage and finally 
sank helpless on to the sofa. He would chuck Nilini out of the 
office, and all those other brokers who had encouraged him to 
speculate. Oh ! when he had begun speculating he had foreseen, 
of course, that he might be ruined, but not that he would come 
under the thumb of women who understood nothing, less than 

nothing about it! 

I went up and shook him by the hand. If he had let me, I 
would have embraced him. All that I had ever wanted was that 
he should make up his mind, as he had done now, to give up 
gambling and settle down to regular work. Then our future would 
be secure, and he would regain his independence. He would have 

N* 
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a short, difficult time to go through first, but after that every¬ 
thing would be quite simple and straightforward. 

He left me soon afterwards still depressed, but calmer. Weak 
though he was, he seemed to have come to a definite decision. 

“ I am going back to Ada,” he murmured, with a bitter but 
confident smile. 

I accompanied him to the door, and would have gone all the 
way home with him, but his carriage was waiting for him outside. 

Nemesis seemed to pursue Guido. Half an hour after he had 
left me I thought it would be wise if I were to go to his house and 
see if there was anything I could do for him. Not that I thought 
he was in any particular danger, but I was now entirely on his 
side, and might have helped to persuade Ada and Signora Malfenti 
to help him. A bankruptcy on the Bourse was not at all to my 
taste, and all things considered, though his losses were by no 
means insignificant even if divided between four of us, they were 
not enough to ruin any of us. 

Then I reflected that my chief duty at the moment was not so 
much to assist Guido by my presence as to have ready the sum I 
had promised him for the following day. I at once went in search 
of Olivi, and prepared myself for a fresh struggle. I had thought 
out a system of paying back the large sum to my firm, over a 
period of several years, though I should be obliged during the 
next few months to spend whatever remained over of the money 
I had inherited from my mother. I hoped Olivi would not make 
any difficulties, for up to that time I had never asked for any¬ 
thing but my share of the profits and the interest due to me, and 
I could undertake not to worry him again with similar requests. 

It was clear that I might hope to recover from Guido at least a 
part of the sum. 

I was unable to find Olivi that evening. He had only just left 
the office when I got there. They thought he had probably gone 
to the Bourse. But I could not find him there, so went on to his 
house, where I heard that he was at a meeting of the Economic 
Association, in which he occupied an honorary post. I might have 
gone on to look for him there, but by now it was getting late, and 
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the rain was falling heavily and uninterruptedly, turning the 
roads into streams of water. 

The deluge continued all night, and was remembered for many 
years as a record. The rain went on falling steadily, without a 
moment’s cessation; pouring, pouring down in sheets. The mud 
was washed down from the hills that surround the city on all 
sides, and combined with the refuse of the streets to block up the 
few canals. I decided at last to go home, after waiting vainly 
under shelter for the rain to stop, and finally making up my mind 
that it was useless to hope for a change in the weather; but even 
where the pavement was highest I had to wade through water. I 
hurried home as fast as I could, soaked to the skin and cursing 
the weather. I was cursing partly at having spent all that long 
time in hunting for Olivi. I can well believe that my time is not 
so very precious, but I know I suffer horribly when I have to 
waste it in some useless occupation. As I hurried along, I thought 
to myself: “I will leave everything till tomorrow, when it will 
have cleared and be fine and dry again. Tomorrow I will go to 
Olivi, tomorrow I will go and see Guido. I will get up as early as 
you please, if only the weather is dry and fine.” I was so con¬ 
vinced of the reasonableness of this view that I told Augusta we 
had all agreed to wait till the next day before making any decision. 

I changed into dry clothes and nice, warm, comfortable slippers, 
and after supper went early to bed and slept soundly and dream- 
lessly till morning, while the heavy rain whipped the window- 
panes without ceasing. 

So that it was getting late before I heard what had happened 
during the night. First we were told that the rain had caused 
floods in various parts of the town, and then that Guido was dead. 

It was not till much later in the day that I heard what had really 
happened. At about eleven o’clock, when Signora Malfcnti bad 
left them, Guido told his wife that he had swallowed an enormous 
quantity of veronal. He tried to convince her that all was over 
with him. He kissed her again and again, and implored her to 
forgive him for having made her suffer. Then, before bis speet 1 
became incoherent and almost inaudible, he assured hei that s e 
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had been the only love of his life. She did not believe this assur¬ 
ance, any more than she believed he had really taken enough 
veronal to kill him. Nor did she believe he had really become 
unconscious; she imagined he was only pretending, so as to get 
more money out of her. 

But after an hour, when she saw him sink deeper and deeper 
into sleep, a kind of terror seized her, and she wrote a note to a 
doctor who lived not far from their house. In the note she said 
that her husband was in need of immediate help, as he had 
swallowed a large quantity of veronal. 

Up to then there had been nothing to warn the servant that 
anything was wrong; she was an old woman who had only been 

with them a short time, and she had no idea of the nature of her 
mission. 

The rain was responsible for the rest. The servant was almost 
up to her knees in water, and lost the note. She only discovered 
this when she was actually shown in to the doctor. But she 
succeeded in persuading him that it was urgent, and induced him 
to go back with her. 

Dr. Mali was a man of about fifty-five, not the least clever, but 
a practical doctor who had always done his duty as well as he 
could. His regular practice was not very large, but he had a great 
deal of work to do for a society that had a very large membership, 
and for which his fees were very small indeed. He had not been 
home long, and had just succeeded in drying and warming him¬ 
self by the fire. One can imagine how reluctant he was to tear 
himself away from his warm, snug corner. When I was trying 
to unravel the causes of my poor friend’s death I made a point of 
getting to know Dr. Mali. All I could gather from him was this: 
that when he got outside the door and felt the rain soaking him 
actually through his umbrella, he repented having studied 
medicine instead of agriculture, for the peasant, he said to himself, 
stops at home when it rains. 

When he reached Guido's bedside, he found Ada much relieved. 
Now that she had the doctor there it was easier for her to remem¬ 
ber what a trick Guido had played on her a few months ago, 


A BUSINESS PARTNERSHIP 


397 

when he pretended to commit suicide. She was able now to shift 
all responsibility on to the doctor, to whom she gave a full account 
of what had happened, and of the reasons that led her to think 
this might also be a false alarm. The doctor took it all in with one 
ear, and listened with the other to the torrents of rain pouring 
down the street. As he had not been warned that it was a case of 
poisoning, he had brought with him none of the instruments 
necessary for treating the case. He stammered a few words of 
excuse which Ada could not hear. The worst of it was that he 
could not send anyone else to fetch the stomach pump he needed; 
he would have to wade twice through the flood himself. He felt 
Guido’s pulse and found it excellent. He asked Ada whether Guido 
was accustomed always to sleep very soundly. She said yes, but 
not as soundly as that. The doctor then examined Guido’s eyes; 
they at once reacted to the light. He finally left, after having 
recommended her to give him a spoonful of very strong coffee from 
time to time. 

I heard also that when he had got down to the street and was 
setting off home again, he muttered furiously: 

“ It ought to be illegal to pretend one has committed suicide in 
weather like this! ” 

When I heard all this from the doctor I did not dare to reproach 
him openly for his carelessness; but he guessed what I was think¬ 
ing, and began defending himself. He said he was so astonished 
when he heard next morning that Guido was dead, that he 
thought at first he must have come to, and taken another dose of 
veronal. It was impossible, he said, for a layman to realize how 
used the doctor becomes to protecting himself against his patients, 
who are continually making attempts on his life, in their selfish 
insistence on saving their own. 

After about an hour, Ada got tired of trying to force the spoon¬ 
ful of coffee between Guido’s teeth, and noticing that he absorbed 
less and less of it, and that most of it went on to the pillow, she 
took fright again and begged the servant to go for Dr. Paoli. This 
time the servant managed not to lose the note. But she took more 
than an hour getting to the doctor’s house. When it is raining 
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like that one naturally feels one must stop from time to time and 
take shelter under a porch. Rain like that does not only soak, it 
positively scourges one. 

Dr. Paoli was not at home. He had been called out by a patient 
a little while before, and had gone off saying he hoped to be back 
before long. But it looked as if he had chosen to wait at the 
patient’s house for the rain to stop. His housekeeper, who was a 
kind elderly person, insisted on Ada’s servant sitting down by 
the fire and getting thoroughly warm. The doctor had not left his 
patient’s address, so the two women spent several hours sitting by 
the fire together. The doctor did not come back till the rain had 
stopped, and day was breaking when he at last got to Ada, armed 
with the necessary instruments. But only one task remained for 
him now; to hide from Ada that Guido was already dead, and 
to get Signora Malfenti to come, without Ada realizing it, so that 
she might help her in her first access of grief. 

And so it happened that the news reached us rather late and 
without many details. 

As I got out of bed, anger surged up in me for the last time 
against poor Guido: how he complicated every misfortune by 
playing the fool like that! I left the house alone, for Augusta 
could not leave the baby to its own devices. When I got outside, 
I hesitated for a moment. Hadn’t I better wait till the bank 
opened and Olivi would be in his office, so as to be able to appear 
before Guido armed with the money I had promised? So little 
did I believe really that things were as bad with Guido as they 
were reported to be. 

I heard the full truth from Dr. Paoli, whom I met as I went 
upstairs. I was so startled that I almost fell down the stairs back¬ 
wards. Ever since we had spent so much of our time together 
Guido had been a very important person to me. So long as he 
was alive I saw him in a peculiar light, and in that light part of 
my days was passed. When he died the light was suddenly 
refracted as though it had passed through a prism. It was that 
which dazzled me so much at first. He had had many faults, but 
I saw at once that now he was dead nothing remained of them. In 
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my opinion the wit who, in a cemetery full of laudatory epitaphs, 
asked where the sinners were buried, was a fool. The dead never 
have been sinners. Guido was pure now. Death had purified him. 

The doctor was deeply moved by Ada's sorrow. He told me 
something of the horrible night she had lived through. They had 
succeeded at last in making her believe that the amount of poison 
which Guido had swallowed must have been fatal; that nothing 
could have saved him. She must on no account discover the real 
truth. 

“ The truth is,” said the doctor, shaking his head, “ that if I had 
arrived a few hours sooner I could have saved him. I found the 
bottles still full of poison.” 

I examined them. It was certainly a strong dose, but not much 
stronger than the first time. He showed me several little bottles, 
all labelled: “ Veronal.” Not veronal and sodium then. I could 
appreciate the significance of this better than anyone. I knew 
now that Guido had not intended to kill himself. But I have never 
said a word to anyone. 

Paoli left soon after, warning me not to try and see Ada for the 
moment. He had prescribed a strong sleeping-draught and did not 
doubt that it would soon take effect. 

As I stood in the passage I heard a subdued lamentation coming 
from the little room where Ada had twice received me. From time 
to time I heard a few unintelligible, grief-stricken words. The 
word ” he ” was repeated several times, and I tried to picture 
what she might be saying. She was trying to set up a new relation¬ 
ship between herself and the dead man. It would have to be very 
different from the one she had had with the living. It was clear 
to me that she had sinned against her husband while he was 
alive. He had died for a sin that they had all committed, for he 
had gambled on the Bourse with the approval of them all. It was 
only when it came to paying up that they had left him alone. 
And he had made haste to pay. I had had nothing to do with it, 
yet I alone of all his relations had felt it was my duty to help him. 

Poor Guido was lying all alone in their bedroom, covered by the 
sheet. The rigor mortis was already far advanced. There was no 
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sense of strength in that rigidity, only an immense surprise at 
being dead without having wished to die. His dark, handsome face 
seemed to wear a reproachful expression; but the reproach could 
not be intended for me. 

I went back to Augusta, to urge her to go and be with her 
sister. I was deeply moved and Augusta burst into tears and 
embraced me. 

“You have been a brother to him/’ she murmured. “I quite 
agree with you now, and am ready to sacrifice part of our fortune 
to keep his memory pure.” 

I took pains that every honour should be paid to my poor 
friend. First of all I put up a notice on the office door, announcing 
that the office was closed on account of the death of the chief. I 
myself composed the obituary notice. The arrangements for the 
funeral were not made till the following day, and Ada herself took 
part in them. Then I was told that she had decided to follow his 
coffin to the grave. She wanted to give him every possible proof 
of her affection. Poor thing ! I knew only too well what terrible 
pangs of remorse one may suffer beside a grave. I had suffered 
enough myself at the death of my father. 

I spent the afternoon shut up in the office with Nilini. We 
were engaged in drawing up a provisional balance-sheet. The 
situation was really terrible! Not only was the entire capital of 
the firm lost, but Guido owed as much again, if his debts were 
to be paid in full. 

I ought to have put all my energies into working for my poor 
dead friend, but I found I could do nothing but dream. My first 
thought had been to give up my whole life to working in that 
office for the sake of Ada and her children. But should I really 
be able to carry it through? 

Nilini, as usual, went on chattering, while I was looking far 
ahead into the future. He too felt the need now of a fundamental 
change in his relations with Guido. He understood it all now! 
When he treated him so unfairly poor Guido was already stricken 
by the disease that was to lead him to commit suicide. Everything 
was forgiven and forgotten ! 
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“I am made like that/’ he said. “I can’t bear ill-will against 
anyone. I was always fond of Guido, and I still am.” 

Nilini’s dreams ended by mingling with mine and imposing 
themselves upon me. There was no hope of repairing a catastrophe 
like this by slow business methods; the only hope was in fresh 
speculations on the Bourse. Nilini went on to tell me about a 
friend of his who had saved himself at the very last moment by 
doubling his stakes. 

We spent several hours in conversation, but Nilini’s proposal to 
carry on Guido’s gamble was made shortly before midday, and I 
at once agreed to it. My joy in accepting it was almost as great 
as if I had succeeded in bringing my friend to life again. I ended 
by buying, in poor Guido's name, a number of new shares with 
such odd titles as Rio Tinto, Southern France, etc. 

This was the beginning of forty-eight hours of the hardest work 
I have ever done in my life. I stayed at the office till evening, 
pacing up and down with great strides, waiting to hear if my 
orders had been carried out. I was afraid the news of Guido s 
suicide might already have reached the Bourse, and that they 
might refuse to do any more business in his name. But, as it 
turned out, they did not put his death down to suicide till several 
days later. 

When Nilini finally told me that all my orders had been carried 
out there began for me a time of terrible anxiety, increased y 
the fact that at the very moment of receiving the purchase papers 
I was told that I had already lost quite a lot on what I had bought. 
When I look back on it, the very anxiety I felt produces on me 
the impression of actual work. I have the curious sensation o 
having sat for forty-eight hours on end at the gaming-table trying 
to exercise a magnetic influence on the cards. I noted every 
fluctuation in the prices, I brooded over it and, if I must te t ic 
truth, willed it up or down according as it best suited me, or 

rather my poor friend. I got no sleep at all. 

Fearing lest some member of the family might step in an in,< j r 
fere with the work of salvation I had taken upon myse , S P° e 
to no one about the fortnightly settlement, when it came, P ai 
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it all myself, for everyone else had forgotten about it, busy as they 
were in preparing the corpse for burial. As a matter of fact I had 
less to pay than had been supposed in Guido's lifetime. The tide 
had suddenly begun to turn in my favour. My grief at Guido’s 
death had been so great that I thought I might mitigate it some¬ 
what by taking every possible risk both with the money of my 
firm and my own personal money. I was sustained by that vision 
of benevolence which had inspired me long ago at Guido’s side. 
But I suffered so intensely from the state of agitation I lived in at 
this time, that I have never again gambled on my own account. 

In consequence of poring over the money market, my only 
occupation during those few days, I was actually not present at 
Guido’s funeral. This was how it happened. The shares we were 
interested in took an upward leap that very day. Nilini and I 
spent all our time in working out how much of our losses we had 
won back. Old Speier’s fortune was now only reduced by half, a 
magnificent result that filled me with pride! Exactly what Nilini 
had predicted had now taken place. It was true that his original 
prophecy had been made in a very doubtful tone, but now this 
naturally vanished and he repeated it with the utmost confidence. 
I remembered that he had foreseen what actually happened, but 
also the exact opposite, so that it was impossible for him to be in 
the wrong; but I did not say so to him, for it was essential to me 
that he should work at the business with the whole energy of 
his ambition. I hoped that his will might influence the prices too. 

We left the office at three, and set off at a run, for we had just 
remembered that the funeral was to take place at a quarter past 
three. 

When we got to the top of the Volti di Chiozza, I saw the 
procession in the distance, and even thought I recognized a 
carriage that a friend had put at Ada’s disposal for the funeral. 
Nilini and I leapt into a cab and told the driver to follow in the 
procession. We went on talking about our speculations all the 
way. Our thoughts were so far from our dead friend that we even 
complained because the carriage went so slow. Who knows what 
might be happening on the Bourse, now that we were no longer 
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there to keep an eye on it? Suddenly Nilini looked me straight in 
the face, an unusual thing for him, and asked me why I did not 
gamble at all on my own account. I blushed, I don’t quite know 
why. 

“ For the moment," I said, “ I am only working for my friend. 

Then, after pausing a moment, I added: 

“ I will think of myself later." I wanted to encourage him in the 
hope that he might be able to induce me to gamble, simply because 
I was bent on keeping him friendly for the moment. But mean¬ 
while I was saying to myself what I did not dare say to him. 
“I will never put myself in your hands ! ” He went on wit is 


sermon: „ 

“ Who knows if you will ever have such an opportunity again. 

he said. He forgot that he himself had taught me there were res 

opportunities on the Bourse every hour. 

When we reached the place where the carriages genera y stop, 
Nilini put his head out of the window and gave a cry 0 surprise. 
Our cab was still following the procession, which seeme to 

going on to the Greek cemetery. . , 

“ Was Guido a Greek Catholic? " he asked in surprise. And 

procession was, in fact, passing the Catholic cemetery an pro 

ceeding toward one of the others, Jewish, Greek, ro es a 

^On he have been a Protestant! " I wondered. But I at once 
remembered having gone to his marriage in t e at 0 ic 

“It must be a mistake! ” I exclaimed, thinkmg for a moment 

that they were going to bury Guido in the wrong p ace. 

Nilini suddenly burst out laughing, and Iaughe ^ 

strainedly that he fell back hel P less on ' ' ^ewhde of hi ’ little 
his huge mouth wide open, seeming to 

'“w, have made . mis..k«.“ he said. When he at !»>sneered 
in bridling his mirth, he overwhclme me wi h;| ,,, 

ought to have noticed where we ^re g b J n expec ted to 

known what time it was to be, and mig 
recognize the people. It was someone e se s une 
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I was in a great state of irritation. I had not shared his mirth, 
and found his reproaches hard to bear. Why hadn’t he kept a 
better lookout himself? I suppressed my vexation simply because 
the Bourse was of more importance to me than the funeral. We 
got out of the carriage to see where we were, and made our way 
toward the entrance into the Catholic cemetery. Our carriage 
followed us. I noticed that the survivors of the other dead person 
looked at us with surprise, unable to explain to themselves why, 
after having accompanied him so far, we abandoned him at the 
very last moment. 

Nilini went on ahead impatiently. He said to the porter, after 
a moment’s hesitation: 

“Has Signor Guido Speier’s funeral procession arrived yet?” 

The porter did not seem surprised by the question, though I 
thought it rather comic. He replied that he could not say. He only 
knew there had been two funerals in the cemetery during the last 
half-hour. 

We took counsel together in our perplexity. There was evidently 
no means of discovering whether the funeral was already inside 
the cemetery or not. Then I made up my mind. It was obviously 
impossible for me to burst into the middle of the service, which 
perhaps had already begun, and interrupt it. So I decided I would 
not enter the cemetery at all. On the other hand I could not risk 
meeting the procession on my way back. So I gave up all thought 
of taking part in the burial and decided to go back to the town, 
making a long detour beyond Servola. I left the carriage to Nilini, 
who wanted at least to put in an appearance, because he knew Ada. 

I walked fast so as to avoid meeting anyone, and joined the 
country road leading to the village. I no longer minded having 
made a mistake about the funeral, and not having paid the final 
honours to poor Guido. I had no time to waste in religious 
practices. I had another duty to perform: I must save the honour 
of my friend and defend his inheritance for the sake of his widow 
and children. When I told Ada that I had succeeded in retrieving 
three-quarters of his losses (I ran through the whole account again 
in my mind: Guido had lost his father’s fortune twice over and 
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now, after my intervention, that fortune was only reduced by 
half; so I really had recovered three-quarters of his losses), she 
would certainly forgive me for not being present at his funeral. 

The weather had become glorious again. The air was soft an 
delicious, and the countryside, still wet from the recent rain was 
bathed in brilliant sunshine. After being confined to the offi e 
for so many days, my lungs expanded and I found it del g 
exercise my limbs. I was full of health and strength Health .all 

a matter of comparison. I compared myse wi P / bed 

rose victorious from the same battle in w ic e energ y. 

Everything around me seemed to breathe out health and^ene gy 

Everywhere the young, green grass was S P™« * h wbich 

f>ood 7 of a few days ago had sunk Ye t 

now drank rapturously the sun rays c j ou( ] f it t00 wou id 

if that blue sky were to remain long wi make ' this 0 bserva- 

become hateful. It is only now as wn then, 

tion drawn from everyday experience , d-d not stn ^ 

At that moment my soul was filled with■ »y _Joy m 

being and in the perennial we - emg^ ^ sQ ljght an d free. 

I quickened my steps. I re]oiced ^ { broke int0 a run. 

As I came down the hill into e ™° Andrea I slackened my 
When I reached the promenade of The air 

pace again, but I still had a marvellous sense 

seemed to bear me along. coming from the funeral 

I had completely forgotten a breathe( i victory. But my 

of my dearest friend. My w o e memory; it was for is 

elation was a homage to my poor friend 

sake that I had entered the lists They W ere a 

I went to the office to look at the clo , was deter - 

little slacker, but not enough ( ° d^J doubt of attaining my 
mined to go on speculating, and 

end. f Ada’s house. Augusta came 

I was compelled at last to go 

. pl „ the door me. She » « „ con , ,o the 

“ Whatever can have possess y 
and you, the only man in the family . 
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I put down my hat and umbrella, and said, in some perplexity, 
that I should like to speak to Ada and her together, so as not to 
have to repeat myself. But meanwhile I could assure her that I 
had a very good reason for missing the funeral. I no longer felt 
quite so confident as before, and suddenly my side began to pain 
me again, perhaps because I was tired. It must have been that 
Augusta's remark made me doubt the possibility of explaining 
my absence, which was naturally regarded as scandalous; in my 
mind’s eye I could see before me all who had taken part in that 
gloomy function distracted for a moment from their grief by the 
speculation as to where I could possibly be. 

Ada never came. I heard later that she had not even been told 
I was waiting to see her. I was received by Signora Malfenti, who 
began speaking to me in a severe tone such as I had never known 
her to use before. I muttered some excuses, but I was very far from 
feeling as sure of myself as I had been during my rapid flight 
from the cemetery to the town. I stammered as I began to tell her 
a few half truths about what I had been doing in my attempt to 
rehabilitate Guido, and said that quite a short while before the 
hour of the funeral I had been obliged to wire some instructions 
to Paris, and had not felt I could leave the office till I received an 
answer. It was true that Nilini and I had been obliged to telegraph 
to Paris, but it had been two days ago, and we had also received 
the reply two days ago. But I realized that the truth was not a 
sufficient excuse, perhaps because it was impossible for me to tell 
it all, or to talk about what I regarded as my most important 
operation: my attempt to influence the world exchanges by will¬ 
power. But Signora Malfenti forgave me when she heard the 
amount by which I had already reduced Guido’s losses. She 
thanked me with tears in her eyes. I again became not only the 
one man in the family, but the best one. She asked me to come 
with Augusta in the evening to see Ada. She would meanwhile 
tell her all about it. For the moment she was not in a condition 
to receive anyone. I went off only too gladly with my wife. She 
did not feel it necessary, either, to say good-bye to Ada before 
leaving. The poor creature alternated between desperate floods of 
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tears and such prostration that she was even unaware who was 
in the room. 

A faint hope remained to me: 

“So it was not Ada, then, who noticed my absence. 

Augusta confessed that she would rather have said nothing 
about it, for Ada’s anger at my failure to be at the funera a 
passed all bounds. She had insisted on an exp anation, an 
Augusta was obliged to say she knew nothing a out 1 , "° 
seen me herself, she gave way again to her despair y g 
that of course one must expect Guido to be treated like that 

he was dead, because all the family hate im. an( j 

I did think Augusta might have spol f n , “ P d t ' 0 he l p 
reminded Ada that I was the only person who had offered 
Guido in the way he wanted. If they had bst*ri«o me he won 

have had no need to commit suici e, or muc j 1 mo ved by 

But Augusta had said nothing. She a utraoe to her grief 

Ada’s despair that she feared it mig t see ™ Sion ora Malfenti's 
to enter on a discussion. But she wasthat Si c no ^ ^ ^ 

explanations would convince A a d m per f ect confi- 

I must say I thought so too, and °tl s tnsofgraLde.Every- 

dence to witnessing her surprise an e P Basedow’s disease. 

thing about her was excessive^ on , that t h e re was again 

I went back to the office, w er ^ but enough to 

a slight upward movement very si g day a s high 

warrant the hope that the shares would be up 
as they had been that morning. Ac | a a ] 0 ne; Augusta 

After dinner I was obliged to g° was jjj Signora Malfenti 

could not come with me because the baby ^ w somet hing: m 

received me, and said she was o ^ a)one wit h Ada. She 
the kitchen and must therefore wjth me _ because s e 

added that Ada had begged to b ^ must hear . she led 

had something to say to me which n ^ ^ before scc n Ada 
me into the little bou oir w said laughing: 

alone, and before taking eave ^ forgive you yet or 

“ You know she is not quit Y ( „ 
being at Guido’s funeral, but-alm 
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My heart always beat faster in that little room. But this time 
it was not for fear of finding myself loved by someone I did not 
love. During the last few moments, and solely in consequence of 
what Signora Malfenti had said, I was conscious of having com¬ 
mitted a serious breach of friendship toward poor Guido. I sat 
down and began studying the portraits of Guido’s parents. The 
old Senor wore a satisfied air, which I felt he owed entirely to my 
intervention, while Guido’s mother, a thin woman in a dress with 
full sleeves, and a huge hat balanced precariously on mountains 
of hair, was very severe-looking. But then everyone puts on an 
unnatural face in front of the camera, and I looked away, feeling 
almost ashamed of myself for trying to read their character in 
those faces. The mother could certainly never have foreseen that 
I should not have attended her son’s funeral. 

But the way in which Ada spoke to me came as an unpleasant 
surprise. She must have spent some time in preparing what she 
wanted to say, and she paid not the smallest heed to my explana¬ 
tions, protests, or corrections, which she could not have foreseen. 
She galloped along like a frightened horse to the bitter end. 

She was dressed very simply in a black boudoir gown. Her hair 
was in great disorder, as if she were continually running her 
fingers through it, in a kind of desperate need to find something 
for them to do. She came up to the table at which I was sitting, 
and rested her hands on it so as to see me better. Her face was 
quite thin again and had shed once more that uncanny fullness 
which grew all in the wrong place. She was no longer beautiful, 
as she had been when Guido won her for himself, but no one 
looking at her would have remembered her illness. There was no 
trace of that now, only a great sorrow, which entirely transformed 
her. I could understand her immense grief so well that I was 
unable to speak. All the time I was looking at her I kept wonder¬ 
ing what words I could think of to say to her, which should be 
equivalent to taking her in my arms and comforting her as a 
brother: then perhaps she might weep and ease her overburdened 
heart. When she began to attack me I wanted to defend myself, 
but I did it too feebly, and she did not hear. 
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She went on talking, talking, talking: I cannot remember all she 

said. Unless I am mistaken she began by thanking me grave y 
quite coldly for all I had done for her and her children. Then she 

suddenly began to reproach me: , • t u at was 

“ And yet you drove him to his death for something that was 

not worth the trouble ! ” t ^ at 

She lowered her voice as if she wanted to lone of 
she was saying to me, and there was more wa also—or 

voice, due no doubt to her love for Guido, and perhaps 

did I merely fancy it?—for me: funeral. You were 

“ I forgive you for not having come o ^ forgive n you 

unable to do so, and I forgive you. beside his 

Mo 11 h« were alive. What good would„ #h , 

grave! You. who neve, lo.ud h»l ^ bu , 

have shed tears for me, you might P , z „ 0 1 

you would have shed none for him. You 

My poor brother! ” t hing pke that, which 

It was monstrous that she shou Y ^ bu( she would not 
was such a parody of the trut • P an yway I had the 

listen to me. I believe I must have screamed, 
sensation of doing so, in my t roa • yj ow can you possibly 

“ But it is all a mistake, a lie, a calumny. 

believe such a thing? 

She went on, still in a low ^ 0ice . j was never unfaithful to 
“But I did not really love him ei* M ^ ^ (hat j had not 
him, even in thought, but I felt watched y0 ur relationship 

even the strength to protect ^ho'ught what you gave 

with your wife, and I envie you grateful to you o 

her was better than what he offered ^ I am g mjght , 

not having come to the funeral. Ifor^oth ^ ^ ^ , understand 

yet have understood anything. had, how could I 

ft all. No, I did not fect expression of 

hated even his violin, which was 

his great soul? ’ , y head on my han s an 

When she said this I rested my he ^ un]USt that 

face. The charges she brought aga.ns 
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was impossible to discuss them; and their unreasonableness was 
so mitigated by the gentle, almost affectionate tone of her voice 
that I had not the heart to refute them sternly, as I might have 
done if I was to issue victorious from this duel. And then Augusta 
had set me an example of consideration, by keeping silence in the 
presence of such bitter grief. But when I closed my eyes I saw in 
the darkness that her words had created a new world, like all 
words which are not true. I seemed to see myself as having always 
hated Guido, as having stood by his side ever on the watch for 
an opportunity to strike him down. And then she had spoken of 
Guido and his violin together. If I had not known that she was 
almost beside herself from grief and remorse, I might have thought 
she had set up his violin as a part of Guido, in order to bring home 
to me my hatred of him. 

Then in the darkness I saw again Guido’s dead body, still wear¬ 
ing that expression of astonishment on his face at finding himself 
lying there lifeless. I raised my head in horror. It was better to 
face Ada’s accusations, unjust as they were, than to go on looking 
into the dark. 

But she still continued talking about Guido and me: 

“ Poor Zeno, you went on living with him without realizing 
that you hated him. It was impossible ! It had to end like this! 
There was a time when I was foolish enough to think I might use 
the love I knew you felt for me, to build up a defence for him 
who so much needed it. But he could only have been protected by 
someone who loved him and, between ourselves, he was loved by 
no one.” 

“What more could I have done for him? ” I asked. Hot tears 
fell from my eyes, to persuade her of my innocence, and to per¬ 
suade myself. Tears sometimes take the place of loud argument. I 
was not even sure if I ought to speak at all; still less could I cry 
out and dispute loudly with her. But I had somehow to crush her 
assertions—so I wept. 

“You might have saved him, dear brother. Between us we 
ought to have saved him, you and I. But I, though I was at his 
side, could not save him because I did not really love him; and 
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you were never there; you were absent, always absent till he was 
actually in his grave. Then you appeared armed with a great love 
for him. Till then you gave no thought to him at all. Yet he was 
with you up to that last evening. And you might have guessed, if 
you had paid any attention to him at all, that something serious 

was going to happen.” 

Tears prevented me from speaking, but I stammere out some 

thing to the effect that the night before he had spent amusing 

himself out shooting in the marshes, so that no one cou P 0 *** 

have foreseen in what way he would spent t e o * ' 
“ He had to have shooting, he had to have ,t!' Sherebuked 

me in a loud voice. Then, as if all her strengt a 

in the effort of that one cry, she suddenly collapsed and fell m 

faint on the floor. , c iannra 

For an instant, I remember, I hesitated to summon Signora 

Malfenti. I thought her fainting might revea t e m d ° f help . 
she had been saying to me. The next moment I ailedd°r P 

Signora Malfenti and Alberta came hurrymg m. Her mothe 

bent over her, and said to me as she 1 te er specula- 

“ Has she been talking to you about ^ ^‘0 P , 

tions? ” Then: “This is the second t*®' f e hasfamje ^ 

She asked me to go away for a mome , ^ ^ t0 g0 in 

the passage and waited there till I ** r further exp i an ations with 
again or go away. I prepared mys had done what I had 

Ada. She was forgetting that if o y Y ^ d It ought 
suggested, the catastrophe wou ne ^ tQ conv ince her of 

to be enough to remind her of this, 

the wrong she was doing me. , ai( ] that Ada had 

Soon after Signora Malfenti j° ,ne ™ ' me> she was lying on 
recovered and would like to say goo m inutes ago. When 

the sofa, where I had been sittmg1 U P the first tears I saw 

she saw me she began to cry, and h persp iration, 

her shed. She held out her hand to me, damp 

and said : ^mber 1 I want y ou a ^ va ^ S t0 

“ Good-bye, Zeno dear ! Please remember . 

remember ! Don’t ever forget. 
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Signora Malfenti broke in to ask what it was I was always to 
remember, and I told her that Ada was anxious for an immediate 
settlement of Guido’s affairs on the Bourse. I blushed as I uttered 
this lie, and was afraid lest Ada might contradict me. But instead 

of that she burst out: f 

“ y es I yes! everything must be settled at once ! I don t ever 

want to hear that horrible place spoken of again! ” 

She had become very pale again, and to quiet her Signora 
Malfenti said that everything should be done at once as she 

wanted. 

Then Signora Malfenti accompanied me to the door and begged 
me not to be over-hasty. I was to do whatever I thought best in 
Guido’s interests. But I answered that I had lost confidence in 
myself. The risks were enormous, and I could no longer venture 
to play with other people’s money in that way. I didn t really 
believe in gambling on the Bourse, and I no longer believed in my 
power to influence the rise or fall of stocks. So I should make an 
immediate settlement, and be thankful that things had gone as 
well as they had. 

I did not repeat to Augusta what Ada had said. Why should 
distress her? But just because I told them to no one, those words 
continued to beat on my ears like a drum, and went on echoing 
for many years. Even today I often find myself brooding over 
them. I can hardly say that I loved Guido, but only because he 
was such a strange man. And I stood by him as if he had been my 
brother, and helped him in every way I could. No, I don’t deserve 

Ada’s reproof. 

I was never alone with her again. She did not feel the need to 
say anything more to me, and I never demanded an explanation, 
perhaps because I did not want to intensify her grief. ^ 

On the Bourse things turned out as I had foreseen, and Guido s 
father, after hearing in one cable that he had lost the whole of his 
fortune, was naturally pleased to find that half of it still remained 
intact. Unfortunately I did not get the pleasure I expected from 

my handiwork. 

Ada behaved affectionately to me up to the time when she set 
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off to Buenos Aires with her children to join her husband s family- 
She always liked to see Augusta and me. I sometimes me o 
believe that her speech had been due to a sudden mad outburst to 
grief and that she did not even remember it But once 
talked of Guido before us she repeated and confirmed 1 

everything she had said that day: 

“ No one loved him, poor darling ! /cl was 

lust as she went on board the boat she ktssed me. (She wa 

carrying one of the children, who was not very well.) Then, 

moment when no one was by, she said to ine • u er tbat I 

“ Good-bye, Zeno, my brother. I shall alway ]eave my 

did not love him enough. I want you to ' n ° w ‘ f n . 
country gladly, for I feel as if I were leav.ng my pangs 

science behind.'’ u t saY ing she 

I reproached her for abo ut it and could bear 

had been a good wife, and that , ronvincing her. She 

witness to it. I don’t know if I succee e ^ afterwards it 

said no more, her sobs . overCame . f belike that she had wanted 

seemed to me that in taking eave tbat she judged me 

to renew her attack on me. u oacb myself with not 

unfairly. I certainly have no need to reproacti y 

having loved Guido. 0n e innocent-looking cloud 

It was a gloomy, misera /Harkening the whole sky. A 
seemed to be spreading over an the masts, was 

great cargo boat, with its sails hang mg mert^ ^ ^ ^ oars 

being rowed out of the harbour. On y jn stirring the 

and row as they might they ^cely find a s i igh t breeze to 
great ship. Perhaps out at sea they wou 

help them. A , wave d good-bye to us wit 

From the deck of her steamer Ada wa * ^ , ook must be 

her handkerchief. Then she turnedW sle nder Httle figur 
for Saint Anna, where Guido was bu**d- ^ ^ Thc tears 

took on a fresh grace as she was « again should 

bl,«d,d „y e,., Sh. «« 

I be able to prove to her that 
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I HAVE FINISHED WITH PSYCHOANALYSIS. AFTER PRACTISING IT 

assiduously for six whole months I find I am worse than before. I 
have not yet told the doctor, but nothing will make me change my 
mind. Yesterday I sent to say that I was prevented from coming, 
and I shall let him expect me for a few days. If I could be sure of 
laughing at him without getting into a rage, I should not mind 
seeing him again. But I am afraid I should end by assaulting him. 

Since war broke out, this town has become more tedious than 
usual, and to fill up the time that I used to give to my treatment, 
I have returned to my beloved notebooks. I had not written a 
word for a year, obeying the doctor in this as in everything else; 
for he asserted that during the cure I must not examine myself 
except in his presence, as any self-examination that was not con¬ 
trolled by him would only strengthen my resistances, and prevent 
my being able to give myself up completely. But now I am more 
unbalanced and in worse health than ever, and I think that writ¬ 
ing may help to work off the mischief that the treatment has done 
me. Anyway I am certain that this is the only way to give 
prominence to a past that it is no longer hateful for me to dwell 
on, and to banish the hateful present as quickly as possible. 

I had abandoned myself to the doctor with such entire confi¬ 
dence that when he told me I was cured I believed him absolutely, 
and gave no credence to the pains which still continued to torment 
me. I said to them: “You are not really there! ” But now I can 
doubt no longer. They really are there. The bones in my legs have 
turned into sharp fish-bones that wound my muscles and my flesh. 

But I should not mind that so much: that is not the reason I 
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am giving up the cure. If, during the hours of self-examination 
which I spent with the doctor, I had continued to make new dis¬ 
coveries and to experience fresh sensations, I would never have 
given it up, or at least I would have waited till the end of the war, 
which puts a stop to all my other activities. But now that I have 
seen through it, and know that it is nothing but a stupid i usion, 
a foolish trick that might take in an hysterical old woman, how 
can I any longer endure to be in the company of that ridiculous 
man, with his would-be penetrating eye, and the intolerable 
conceit that allows him to group all the phenomena in the wo 

round his grand new theory? I am going to empoy my 
in writing as I please. And, to begin with, I shaU wnte the story 
of my treatment. All sincerity had disappeared between me^and 

the doctor; now I breathe again. I am no onger u 
I have no longer got to try to believe, nor to pretend to bdieve 

I don’t. I forced myself to be cringinglysubservien t m him , 

in order to hide what I was really thinking, an 8 

him to invent some fresh monstrosity -^.f^^^ith m , 

cured, for they have found out w at^ tha( Sop h 0 cles drew 

The diagnosis is exactly the same as mother and 

up long ago for poor (Idipus: I was in love witn y 

wanted to murder my father. j T t was a disease 

1 did not even get angry. I listened enraptured. It was ^ a 

that exalted me to a place among t e g ^ digree even to the 
disease so dignified that it cou trace eyen now that I sit 

mythological age ! And I don t ee ^ whole-heartedly. The 

here alone, pen in hand. I can laugh js that i have not been 
surest proof that I never had the di (he doct0 r himself, 

cured of it. This proof should surely c ^ Me w spoil , he 
He need not worry; his words ha cyes and immedi- 

— of »y y“' h -' ™ »r “*"■ *" d ,he 

ately there rises up before m y c-ther. 
great respect and affection I e t or ^ importance to those 

And then the doctor attach “ t0 give back so that I may 

confessions of mine, whic '' , studied medicine, an 

look at them again. My God ! He has only 
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so he has no idea what writing in Italian means to us who talk 
dialect but cannot express ourselves in writing. A written con¬ 
fession is always mendacious. We lie with every word we speak 
in the Tuscan tongue! If only he knew how we tend to talk 
about things for which we have the words all ready, and how we 
avoid subjects that would oblige us to look up words in the 
dictionary! That is the principle that guided me when it came to 
putting down certain episodes in my life. Naturally it would 
take on quite a different aspect if I told it in our own dialect. 

The doctor confessed to me that during the whole of his long 
practice he had never met with such violent emotion as I dis¬ 
played before the images that he believed himself to have suggested 
to me. That was why he was in such a hurry to say I was cured. 

And I did not simulate that emotion; it was really one of the 
strongest I have ever felt in my life. I was bathed in perspiration 
while creating the images, and in tears when I recognized them. 
The idea of being able to live again one day of innocence and 
inexperience gave me inexpressible delight. It supported me and 
gave me courage for months and months ahead. Was it not like 
the miracle of plucking in October the roses of May? The doctor 
himself assured me that the image in my memory would be clear 
and complete, so that it would be another day added to my life. 
The roses would have all their fragrance, even perhaps their 

thorns. 

And by dint of pursuing these memory-pictures, I at last really 
overtook them. I know now that I invented them. But invention 
is a creative act, not merely a lie. My inventions were like the 
fantasies of fever, which walk about the room so that one can 
survey them from all sides and even touch them. They had the 
solidity, the colour, and the movement of living things. My desire 
created these images. They existed only in my brain and in the 
space into which I projected them; I felt the air, I saw the light 
that was in this space, and even its hard corners, just as in any 

other space that I have ever walked through. 

When I fell into that dream-state which was to aid in creating 
the illusion, and which was probably only a mingling of great 
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energy with extreme inertia, I thought my dream-pictures really 
were an actual reproduction of the past. I might have suspected 
at once that they were not, because directly they had vanished 
my memory of them was free from any excitement or agitation I 
remembered them as one remembers an event one has been told y 
somebody who was not present at it. If they ha een actua 
reproductions, they would have continued to niy tears 

laughter as they had done when I first saw them. e oc or n 

“ We have had this, we have had that," though we had really 
had nothing but graphic signs, mere skeletons o images. 

I was persuaded into the belief that it was «aUymydWdh«d 
I was evoking, because the first picture placed me marjn y 
recent epoch of which I still retamed a pale memoryhe 
image seemed to confirm. There was one year my We dm g 

which I was already going m ' o ^ year. 

yet begun; and the hour I evoked see ^ sunny m0 rning in 

I saw myself coming out of the down to the 

spring, and walking through the our old servant Catina. 

town, on and on, with my hand 1 i S cene, but he was 

My brother did not appear at all m t ns ^ at home , while 

the hero of it. I thought of him so appy . tC p anc i with 
I had to go to school. I went there -th a dragging^ P y ^ ^ 

anger in my heart, and felt as i wa " jn my heart told me 
of those walks to school, but the bi (hat every day 

that I should have to go to school eve y J- ^ ^ whereas 
my brother would stay at home ^ on i y a year younger 

actually I believe that my brot ei, g ut at t h a t moment t e 

than me, soon after went to schoo - j was condemned 

truth of my dream seemed to me md.spuU ^ t0 tay 

eternally to go to school, while my ( counted up how long 

at home. As I trotted along esi ^ ^ile he is at home ■ ■ 

my torture would last: Till I had been scolded a 

I remembered that on other days, t j had always thoug • 

school, o, *»•»«! o 

“ They can’t touch him. it w 
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Catina, whom I knew to have been short, seemed to me tall on 
that occasion, because I was so little. She had always seemed 
immensely old; but then children always think grown-up people 
are old. On the way to school I also saw in my dream the curious 
little columns that used, at that time, to border the pavements in 
our town. I was born early enough to have seen those little 
columns even when I was quite grown up, in the centre of the 
town, before they were removed. But in the street I walked along 
that day with Catina there were none left almost before I had 
outgrown my childhood. 

My faith in the authenticity of these images was not shattered 
even when, stimulated by the dream, my sober memory began to 
evoke other details of that period; of which the chief was that my 
brother envied me too, because I went to school. I was sure that I 
had been conscious of this, but it was not at first enough to throw 
suspicion on the truth of my dream. Later on it deprived it of every 
vestige of truth; there certainly had been jealousy, but in my 
dream it had got attached to the wrong person. 

My second vision carried me back also to a comparatively recent 
date, though earlier than the first. I saw a room in our house, 
but I don’t know which, for it was larger than any that is there 
in reality. The curious thing is that I saw myself shut up in that 
room, and was at once aware of a fact that the vision alone could 
not have revealed to me: the room was a long way off from 
another room in which my mother and Catina used to sit. Also I 

had not yet begun going to school. 

The room was quite white, indeed I had never seen such a 
white room, nor one so entirely flooded with sunlight. Could it be 
that the sun was really shining through the walls? It must have 
been high in the sky, but I was still in bed with a cup in my 
hand from which I had drunk up all the caffelattc; and I was 
going round and round the empty cup with my spoon, trying to 
get out the sugar. There came a point when I could not get any 
more out with the spoon, and then I tried to reach the bottom of 
the cup with my tongue. But I was unsuccessful. I ended by 
sitting with the cup in one hand and the spoon in the other, 
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watching my brother, who was in a bed next to mine, still busy 
drinking his caffelatte, with his nose buried in the cup. When he 
at last raised his head I saw his face all wrinkled up in the sun, 
which shone full on it, while mine, for some reason or other was 
in the shade. His face was pale and slightly disfigured by a pro- 

truding jaw. He said: 

“ Will you lend me your spoon? ” , otten to 

Then I noticed for the first time that Cat.na had o gotten 

give him a spoon. I replied without the sl >g hte f„ 

“ Yes, if you will give me a P lece of y °" ^ at once J heard 
I held my spoon up, to enhance its value, n 

Catina’s voice in the room, saying. 

44 For shame! You little Jew! tbe present. 

Fright and shame brought me bac wi ^ my brother , 

I should have liked to ^^ ^'lew-plunged together into the 
an d I—that tiny, innocent little Jew p 

abyss and disappeared. shamed as to have destroyed 

I was sorry to have felt s ° It wou i d have been much 

the image I had built up so , he spoon gratis, and not 

better if I had quietly given my broth the first I 

tried to discuss that ^action which^ was p ^ ^ y 
had ever committed. Perhaps have seen her again at last 

mother to punish me, and so . jned that I did. I ough 

I did see her a few days later, f Uusion> for the image of 

to have realized at once that it w resem blance to the 

my mother, as I ^nfess that in that vision 

portrait I have over my ]i V ; n g person. , 

of her my mother behaved^hk 1 u h ?| From th e P®' 

The sun ! the sun ! dazzl n h sun strea med out that 

what I thought to be my you jf Qur dining-room m h 

afternoon. My in** f" * 

beside m, mother. ' JJ ”®,, the table » w** sh ' 

,»• lln ' n 

Slt ;” g m unde, the 
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and nearer to Mamma. I probably want her to join in my game. 
Suddenly I seize hold of the linen that is hanging down from the 
table, in order to pull myself up by it; and now a disaster happens. 
The bottle of ink falls on my head, soaking my face and my 
clothes and Mamma’s skirt and leaving a slight stain on Papa’s 
trousers. My father lifts his leg to give me a kick. . . . 

But I got back in time from my long voyage and found myself 
safely here, grown-up and old. I must confess that the threatened 
punishment positively hurt me, and immediately afterwards I 
felt sorry to think that I had not been there to see Mamma’s pro¬ 
tecting gesture, which I know must have followed. But who can 
stop those pictures, once they have taken flight through time, 
which never before had seemed so much like space? At least I 
thought so while I still believed in the authenticity of the pictures. 
Now alas, to my sorrow I believe in them no longer, and know 
that it was not the pictures that fled, but my eyes from which a 
veil was lifted, so that they looked out again on real space, where 
there is no room for spirits. 

I will describe some visions that came to me another day, and 
which the doctor regarded as so important that he declared I was 
cured. 

In the state between sleep and waking into which I had sunk 
I had a dream that was fixed and unmoving as a nightmare. I 
dreamt of myself as a tiny child, only to see what a baby’s dreams 
are like. As it lay there, its whole small being was filled with joy. 
Yet it was lying there quite alone. But it could see and feel with 
a clearness with which in dreams one sometimes perceives quite 
distant objects. The baby, who was lying in a room in my house, 
saw, God knows how, that on the roof there was a cage, built on 
solid foundations, without doors or windows, but filled with a 
gentle light, and pure, perfumed air. And the child knew that he 
alone could reach that cage, and that he need not move to get 
there, for the cage would come to him. In it was only one piece 
of furniture, an armchair on which was seated a beautiful woman, 
perfect in shape and dressed in black. She had fair hair, great blue 
eyes, and exquisitely white hands; she wore patent-leather shoes 
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on her feet, which shed a faint reflection from under her skirt. 
She seemed to me to be one indivisible whole in her black dress 
and patent-leather shoes. It was all part of her. And the child 
dreamed of possessing that woman, but in the strangest manner 
he was convinced that he would be able to eat httle bits off h 

Looking back on it now I am surprised that the doctor, who 
professed to have read my manuscript so attentiv y, 

reminded of another dream I had had before going to s^ C^ 

for the first time. When I thought o it ™ ^ ^ 

I have described seemed to me exactly the same, with slight 

tions that made it more childish. ^ said 

But the doctor took everything carefully down, and 

with a rather sly air: ,• ? ” 

“Was your mother fair and g0 ° d r ° ljed 8 that s0 was my grand- 
This question surprised me, and I P lete ly cured. I 

mother too. But from his point of vi f ings and listened 
opened my mouth wide to re)oice h , f e ^ minatlon , no more 
meekly to his prescription: no mo 1 thorough and 

analysis, no more meditation on the past, 

gradual re-education. a tor ture to me, and 

From thence onward those sitti g ^ f oun d jt as d.ffi- 
I went on with them only because V h^ ^ { am at re st. 

cult to stop once I am ,n mot ‘ J. a i tog ether too wide of the 
Occasionally, when he said som 8 . means true, as he 

mark, I ventured mildly to ob.ect. It was q{ 

assumed, that every wor was cu red, and I re use 

criminal. That made him stare. me that I ha 

admit it. It was sheer bmother! -and I would 
wanted to carry off my father hea ; d<) f obstinacy. How 

not allow that I was cured. It wa ^ comp letely cured when 
the doctor admitted that I shoul accustomed myself 

; h Ld“Lh,d.a*. - sr, 

look on such things as things in the world, 

mother as the most innocent cropped up m the 

need feel no remorse, since y 
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families. After all, what harm could it do me? One day he told 
me I was like someone recovering from an illness who has not 
yet got accustomed to doing without fever. Only have patience! 
I should get used to it in time. 

He felt that he had not won me completely, and besides 
re-educating me he went back to the cure from time to time. He 
tried me with dreams again, but I had no more authentic ones. 
Tired at last of waiting, I ended by inventing one. I should never 
have done it if I could have foreseen the difficulties attending my 
invention. It is not easy to stammer a few words as if one were 
half-asleep, to be covered with perspiration or grow pale, without 
betraying oneself; to go crimson from the effort one has made, 
and not to blush ! I talked as if I were seeing the woman in the 
cage again, and as if I had persuaded her to put one of her feet 
through a hole that had suddenly appeared in the wall of her cell, 
so that I might suck it and eat it. “ The left one, the left one! ” I 
murmured, adding a singular detail that should make it more 
like the dreams that had gone before. I thereby showed that I had 
grasped perfectly the disease that the doctor insisted on my 
having. The infant CEdipus was just like that; he sucked his 
mother’s left foot, leaving the right one to the father! In the 
imaginative effort I made to deceive the doctor I almost succeeded 
(and this is no contradiction) in deceiving myself too, so that I 
could actually taste that foot. It made me feel quite sick. 

The doctor could not have been more eager than I was myself 
that I should continue to see those pictures of my childhood, 
whether genuine or not, which had come to me spontaneously, 
without my needing to invent them. As they would no longer 
come when I was with the doctor, I tried to evoke them away 
from him. There was a danger of my forgetting them, as I was by 
myself, but then I was not hoping to be cured by them ! I wanted 
to see once more in December the roses of May. I had seen them 
once; why should they not come again? 

I found solitude sufficiently boring, but at last something came 
which for a while took the place of my visions. I thought I had 
made an important scientific discovery. I suddenly felt called to 
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complete the physiological theory of colour My predecessors 
Goethe and Schopenhauer, had never dreamed how far one m g 
go simply by a skilful arrangement of the complementary colours. 

I must tell you that I spent my time in my 
sofa facing the window, from which I could see a stretch of the 

£ and the horizon. One evening, when the sun - setung 
the sky was broken by clouds, I lay there a k J 

a white cloud take on a marvellous » g ^ 

The clouds in the west were frmged with> «d. ^ P it . 
bleached by the white rays o t e sun ^ eyes Then it 

The light dazzled me, and after a w 1 ^ had been given t0 

was clear to me that all my atten ‘° co i our was produced 

that shade of green, for its “mplem y t0 do with the 

on my retina, a brilliant re ja ^ enchantment at the 

luminous, but pale red of the ky. g My great surpnse 

colour that I had myself ro g t ^ en \ S aw that flaming 

came when I opened my eyes up my emerald green, 

red spread over the wholc s '>' j see it . So 1 had actually 
so that for some time I was una repeated the expen- 

found a way of painting nature _ I ^ (hat j had actually 
ment several times. The strang P 0 pened my eyes 

endowed the colours with -^^"he colour from my 
again, the sky would not a n during which I could )t 

retina There was a moment shes had sprun g, and 

S£ L emerald green J emerged now from 

which seemed to have been destroyed y conflagra «,on. 

Shin and spread in all *"*£*]& accuracy of my observ ; 

When I had convinced myselto (0 anim ate our tire 

ti0m ' 1 Carrie a me ^ doctor polished me off by saying 

was on the tip o my ^ = reprodu ction of events have 

S,ri b h .tX." » f-;'S; »»“ have 
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But the idiot did not always treat me as if I was poisoned. 
That is evident from the method of re-education adopted by him 
to cure me from what he called my smoking-disease. This is what 
he said: smoking did not hurt me at all, and if I only could 
persuade myself that it was harmless it would really become so. 
Then he went on to say that now that my relations with my 
father had been brought to light and judged by my adult con¬ 
sciousness, I should be able to see that I had adopted that vice 
merely in order to compete with my father, and had attributed a 
poisonous effect to tobacco because of my secret conviction that 
he would punish me for attempting to compete with him. 

I left the doctor's house that day smoking like a Turk. He 
wanted to make an experiment, and I lent myself to it with 
enthusiasm. I smoked without ceasing, all day long. This was 
followed by a sleepless night. My chronic bronchitis had broken 
out again, of that there could be no doubt; the spittoon bore 
witness. 

Next day I told the doctor I had smoked a great deal and that 
it no longer did me any harm. He regarded me with a complacent 
smile and I could guess from his expression how proud he felt 
of himself. He proceeded with my re-education in quiet confidence, 
and the certainty that every sod he stepped on would eventually 
bear fruit. 

I remember very little of that re-education. I submitted to it, 
and every time I left his room, shook myself like a dog coming 
out of the water. Like the dog I remained wet, but was never 
drenched. 

But I remember my indignation on hearing my tutor state that 
Dr. Coprosich was right in addressing to me the words that had 
so roused my indignation. Was it true then that I deserved the 
blow which my father aimed at me just before he died? I don't 
know if that was one of the things he said, but I distinctly 
remember him saying that I hated old Malfenti, whom I had 
substituted for my father. There are so many people who think 
it impossible to live in the world without a certain amount of 
affection; but I, according to him, was quite lost without a 
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modicum of hatred. I wanted to marry one or other of his 
daughters, it did not matter which, because all I needed was to 
see their father in a position where I could reach him with my 
hatred. I did my best to dishonour the family I had married into, 
so far as it lay in my power; I was unfaithful to my wife, and, i 
I had been able, it was clear that I would have seduced Ada and 
Alberta. Of course I am not attempting to deny this, and it e 
made me laugh when the doctor, in saying it, pu o 
Christopher Columbus discovering America. All the am I thmk 
he must be the only person in the world who he-ng t£ I 
wanted to go to bed with two lovely women, must rack 

to try and find a reason for it! , , , jt nece ssary 

I found it still more difficult to bear whathe felt it ^ ^ 

to say about my relations wit Qn first making his 

own account how much I dis £eased t0 do so , and Ada 

acquaintance. According to him hjs £ unera ] a s a final 

was quite right in regarding my a se t }, at I was at that 

manifestation of my dislike. He qui g s fortune> 

very moment engaged in my labour of love 

and I did not deign to remind him ot e abou( Gllido 

Apparently the doctor had ma ^ had chosen him lt 

on his own account. He “ ^ bed. He din 

* as impossible he should close » ta* 

covered that an enormous belonged to the firm 

where he practised hlS P^ c , j ver mentioned it? 
of Guido Speier & Co. Why had ^ a fresh complication 

If I had mentioned it, it wou f that \ omitted 

m, already -e-y »»n >U ^ ” !“ l ” 

it is only another proof that n There ar e a vast number o 
could ever be complete or si ^ j ncs te we call by va "° m 
different kinds of wood, dja)ect> from Croatian, 

barbaric names, taken from ourrow (zapirt , or ms tan e 

Cerman and sometimes even from would have pro 

S does not with us » * *~g* , a, my » 
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timber-yard belonging to the firm of Guido Speier & Co. showed 
no profits whatever. And then there was nothing for me to say 
about it, because it was always in a stagnant condition, except 
when thieves came and made the wood with barbaric names fly 
through the air as if it was destined to be made into tables for 
experiments in psychic research. 

I suggested to the doctor that he might get some information 
about Guido from my wife, from Carmen, and also from Luciano, 
who has now become a respected merchant. I know for a fact that 
he did not apply to any of them, and can only suppose that he 
abstained from fear that his whole edifice of false charges and 
suspicions would crumble, when confronted with the facts. I 
wonder why he took such a violent dislike to me. He is probably 
also an hysteric, who avenges himself for having lusted after his 
mother, by tormenting innocent people. 

In the end I felt quite worn out by this incessant duel with the 
doctor whom I was paying. I don’t think those dreams were very 
good for me, and the freedom to smoke when I liked gave me my 
final coup dc grace. I had a happy idea: I paid a visit to Dr. Paoli. 

I had not seen him for a good many years. He had grown rather 
grey, but his spare figure was as upright as ever, and he had not 
put on any fat. He still looked at things with a caressing air. I 
suddenly realized why he always makes that impression. I think 
it is that he enjoys observing things, and he observes the beautiful 
and the ugly with the same satisfaction with which he might 
caress someone he loved. 

I went to him with the intention of asking him whether he 
thought I ought to go on with psychoanalysis. But when I found 
his cold, penetrating gaze fixed on me, my courage failed. Perhaps 
he would think I was merely making a fool of myself, at my age, 
to be taken in by such quackery. I hated keeping silent about it; 
it is true that it would have simplified my position very much if 
Dr. Paoli had forbidden me to go on with psychoanalysis, but I 
could not long have endured being caressed by those great eyes 
of his. 

I told him of my insomnia, my chronic bronchitis, the eruptions 
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on my face which were tormenting me just then; of the sharp 
stabbing pains in my legs, and finally of my inexplicable lapses 

of memory. , 

Paoli analysed my urine in my presence. The mixture turned 

black and Paoli looked grave. At last I was going to have a true 
analysis after aU this psychoanalysis. I felt quite touched as I 
remembered the time, now long past, when I was myself a chemi 
and made true analyses; I thought fondly of retorts and reagent 
The element that l being analysed sleeps till it » —e 
imperiously to life by the reagent. There is no resista « n th 
retort, at least it yields to the smallest rise temperamre, ^ 
shamming is out of the question, ot mg ^ ^ w h en , to 

retort to remind me of my behavioui chi idhood in order to 
please him, I invented fresh details o J ^ (ruth The 

conform to Sophocles’ diagnosis. • ne( j in the phial and, 

thing that had to be analysed was impn oned mtn IP^ ^ 

incapable of being false to Use , awai ^ psychoanalysis, on 
came it always responded in the sam ^ same words ever 

the other hand, neither J e J e J another name , psychical 
repeat themselves. It ought to b y js when one starts 

adventure, perhaps. Yes, t at is ) knowing whether 

such an analysis, it is like entering a wood, n ^ . Qne qujte sure 

one is going “^^^"^venture is over. In this respect 
which it has been, after tne a 

psychoanalysis resembles the trouble. He wanted 

But Paoli did not think that sug the liquid, 

to see me again next day, ^ h*tadpj , ^ got diabete, 
I meanwhile went off triumphant s ^ hoW he wou d 

I was tempted to go a. once o D, 5,3 ^ ^ j order to 

propose to analyse the psyc 1 individual and e t c 

care it. But I had had enough ot tna ^ hjm 

not bear to see him again, even o djabetes W as very ° 

I must confess that the though t0 me with tears 

me. I spoke of it to Augusta, ^ ^ 

her ey6S ' u, a c 0 much about diseases all y 

'• You have talked so muci 
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said, “that you were bound to end by having one.’' Then she 
tried to console me. 

But I loved my disease. I thought with sympathy of poor 
Copier, who preferred real diseases to imaginary ones. I agreed 
with him now. A real disease was so simple; you had only to let 
it work its will. And, in fact, when I looked up the description 
of my sweet sickness in a medical prescriber, I found a whole 
programme of life (not of death !) drawn up for the various stages 
of the disease. Farewell resolutions ! Henceforth I should be free 
of them. Everything would pursue its own course now, without 
any intervention. 

I further discovered that my disease was always, or almost 
always, very agreeable. The invalid eats and drinks a great deal, 
and suffers very little so long as he is careful to avoid getting 
abscesses. Then he sinks into a delightful state of coma and dies. 

It was not long before I was called to the telephone by Paoli. 
He said he could find no trace of sugar. I went to see him next 
day, and he ordered me a diet, which I only kept to for a few 
days, and a medicine illegibly scribbled on a prescription, which 
did me good for a whole month. 

“ That diabetes gave you a fright, I know! ’’ he said smiling. 

I denied this, but did not tell him that I felt very lonely now 
that I was deserted by my diabetes. He would never have believed 
me. 

It was about this time that Dr. Beard’s famous work on 
neurasthenia fell into my hands. I followed his advice and 
changed my medicine every week, according to the prescriptions, 
which I copied clearly out of his book. For a few months I thought 
the treatment was doing me good. Not even Copier, in the whole 
course of his life, could have had such consolation from drugs as I 
had then. My faith in them evaporated by degrees, but I had had 
a certain respite from psychoanalysis, and kept putting off my 
return from day to day. 

One day I met Dr. S. by chance. He asked if I had decided to 
give up treatment. He was most polite, much more so than when 
he had had me in his clutches. He was evidently anxious to get 
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hold of me again. I told him I had a great deal of business to 
attend to, family affairs, which took up all my tune and attention, 
but that directly I had settled them and had some time to myself 
again, I should return to him. I wanted to ask him to give me 
back my manuscript, but I did not dare; it would have b en as 
good as confessing that I wanted to have nothing more todo w. 
his treatment. I decided to put off asking him till another^ t, 
when he should have realized that I had given up all idea 

• ret =:: s? ss - 

tion of drawing me again into his net _ „ will fin d 

" “ vo» ^ tacl 

whLyL £•—■ 

a comparatively short space of tltne - d by dint of study- 

What I really think is that, with h help a^^X 

ing my psyche, I only mfecte m> from his treatment. I 

My one thought now is h duced suc h a state of con- 

avoid dreams and memories, which P whether or not 

fusion in my poor head that it . terribly absent- 

it is firmly fixed between my sho Id . ^ (he tjme trying 

minded. While I am talking to someo ^ ^ and have 

to remember what it was I sai j tryin g to recapture, 

quite forgotten. Or it may b .. ibo ught.^ ^ much 1D1 portance 
which I feel to be of enormous P° whj , e before he died, 

as those thoughts my hther ^member. 

and which he likewise failed less j want t0 end 

I must put a stop to all this tony, 

lunatic asylum. 

May 1 9 I 5* 

1 our villa at 

stay on for severa w to my former 

here for Whitsun ttin g back again my 

I have succeeded at last in g 
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good resolutions, and I have given up smoking. I feel much 
better already, since renouncing the liberty which that fool of a 
doctor forced on me. Today we have reached the middle of the 
month, and I am struck by the obstacles that our calendar places 
in the way of carrying out a straightforward, well-ordered resolu¬ 
tion. All the months are a different length. In order to demon¬ 
strate my resolution properly I ought to stop smoking at the 
same time that something else comt» to an end—the month, for 
instance. But except for July and August, December and January, 
there are no two successive months that have an equal number 
of days. Time is really very ill-ordered ! 

In order to be able to concentrate better, I spent the afternoon 
of the second day alone, on the banks of the Isonzo. Nothing 
helps one to concentrate so well as gazing for a long time at 
running water. One remains perfectly still oneself and all the 
necessary diversion is provided by the water, which is never the 
same for a single instant, either in colour or design. 

It was a wonderful day. A strong wind must have been blow¬ 
ing in the upper air, for the clouds were continually changing 
shape, but down below there was no movement in the atmosphere. 
From time to time the sun, which already gave some warmth, 
found a gap in the swiftly moving clouds and streamed through, 
flooding with light some expanse of upland or some mountain 
peak, and lifting the tender May green out of the shadow that 
covered all the landscape. The air was warm, and there was 
something spring-like even in that flight of clouds across the 
sky. There could be no doubt the weather too was convalescent! 

In my contemplative mood I enjoyed one of those moments 
that niggard life so rarely grants, when one ceases to feel oneself 
a victim, and can take a large, impersonal view of things. In the 
midst of all that green, so exquisitely radiant under the fitful 
sun-rays, I was able to smile at life and at my malady. Women 
played a great part in both. Even the details of a woman's body 
—her feet, her waist, her mouth—were enough to fill my days. 
And as I looked back over my life and my malady, I felt that I 
loved and understood them both. How much better my life had 
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been than that of the so-called normal healthy man who, except 
at certain moments, beats or would like to beat his mistress every 
day. But I had always been accompanied by love. Even when I 
was not thinking of my mistress, I still thought o er in 

sense 

as well. Other men leave this mistress disillusioned an de pa mg 
of life. I have never known life without desire, andI illusmn 

sprang up afresh for me after every shipwreck of my 
I was always dreaming of limbs, of gestures, of a voice mo 

Pe f™Ld th.t among ,h. 

profound observer, Dr. S., one was , , t h eor y 0 n that 

wife after Ada wen, w ,h 

he. But on the river-bank I suddenly realized j had 

for some days past, perhaps since g cured then, 

not run after any woman except my w^ Was 1 re ^ ^ 

as Dr. S. pretended? I am getting ^ Jf j were to lose 

since women ceased to tak ® a " Y t0 a ll relationship between 

interest in them, there would be an en 

us. .1 j Trieste I should at once have 

If such a doubt had assaile me 1 ^ more difficult. 

known how to solve it Here it ^ hands the memoirs of Da 
A few days before I had ha ^ with Casanova. He 

Ponte, an adventurer who was contempo ^ and , gained 

too must certainly have passe 8 ^ hef , jmbs hidden y 

of meeting one of his pow er women manage to 0 i 

tainly reassured me, thougn P relations hi P I have 
it I spoilt and destroyed the pur 

in my life. 
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I happened to meet Teresina, the eldest daughter of a peasant 
who had settled on a plot of ground near to my villa. Her mother 
had died two years before, and the large family of small brothers 
and sisters had found a second mother in Teresina, a robust girl 
who rose early to begin work, and went to bed directly the day’s 
work was over, to rest before beginning again. That day she was 
leading the donkey, which was generally entrusted to her young 
brother, and she was walking beside the cart laden with new 
hay, because so small a beast would not have been able to carry 
the girl's weight as well, going up the hill. 

A year ago Teresina had seemed to me quite a child, and I had 
felt nothing but a fatherly affection for her. Only the day before, 
when I had seen her again for the first time, although I noticed 
that she had grown, that her sunburnt face had become more 
serious, and her slender shoulders had widened out above the 
swelling curve of her breasts, her undeveloped, hard-worked little 
body made me look on her still as a mere child, in whom I could 
only admire her extraordinary activity and the maternal instinct 
that she lavished on her little brothers and sisters. If it had not 
been for that odious cure, and the necessity of verifying on the 
spot exactly what stage my malady had reached, I should 
have left Lucinico this time too, without troubling her perfect 
innocence. 

She wore no crinoline, and her round, smiling little face was 
innocent of powder. She was barefooted and I could see halfway 
up her naked leg. Neither her face, feet, nor legs sufficed to kindle 
my desire. Her face and such limbs as I could see were all the 
same colour; they belonged to the open air, and there was no 
harm in their being abandoned thus to the air. Perhaps that was 
why they failed to excite me. But I was shocked to find myself 
cold. Could it be that after my cure I needed a crinoline to stimu¬ 
late my imagination? 

I began by stroking the donkey, which was thus obliged to 
take a few minutes’ rest. Then I turned my attention to Teresina, 
and put in her hand no less than ten kronen. It was my first 
attempt on her virtue! Last year I had given'her and her brothers 
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ccntcsimi only, as an expression of my fatherly affection for them. 
But everyone knows that fatherly affection is quite a different 
thing. Teresina was dumbfounded by such a magnificent gift, b e 
carefully lifted her skirt to put the precious piece of paper away 
in her pocket, and as she did so I caught a glimpse of her leg above 

the knee, but that was just as sunburnt and chaste^ 

I returned to the donkey and kissed it on the head. My display 

of affection aroused its own. It stretche out 1 s n tQ with 

Ears uess * «»“»» 

to it at such close qoa.tets was P””“ , ,„ oeJ 

Teresina laughed, and her lau B “ r , h , fomr m, moving 
again to her and seized her su shoulder, and studying 

sfo.1, up i. whh »» k- cured ,«I . 

my sensations the while. Than 

had stopped the treatment jusl• m time^ she eviden tly 

But Teresina urged on the donkey witn 

intended to go on and leave m , e „ i f e lt very happy, even if 

I could not help laughing j sa j d; 

the peasant girl would have none of ^ ^ would be a pity 
“Have you a lover < iou °ug 
if you hadn't got one yet. away from me: 

She answered, as she continu ^ younger than you- 

“ When I take one, he will , Dines s. I should have liked 
Even this could not obscure my l h PP^ over jn my min d that 
to read Teresina a hide lessom ^ q{ Bo l og na virtuously 

episode in Boccaccio— s hamed him for falling m ov 

shames a lady who would have ng took no effect fo 

with her.” But Maestro Alberto ^ hjm; "Your love J 

Madonna Malgherido de’ J* ^ vabant man must always ^ 
precious to me, as that o impose your wil on 

and therefore, saving my h° n0 
all things that are yours- 
I tried to improve on this. 
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“ When will you begin to look at old men, Teresina? ” I shouted, 
so that she might hear me—for she was already some way off. 

“ When I am old too," she shouted back without even stopping, 
and bursting out laughing. 

“ But the old men won’t look at you then. You mark my words ! 
I know them ! " 

I shouted at the top of my voice, enjoying a joke that was 
directly inspired by my sex. 

At that moment the clouds opened at various points in the sky 
and let some sun-rays through, which fell straight on Teresina, 
who was now about fifty yards away and more than thirty feet 
above me. She was dark and small, but shining! 

The sun did not shine on me! When you are old, you have to 
stay in the shade, however witty you may be. 

The war has reached me at last! I used to listen to stories of 
the war as if it were a war in times gone by, which it was amus¬ 
ing to talk about, but about which it would be foolish to excite 
oneself; when, to my astonishment, I found myself right in the 
middle of it, and was surprised then to think I had not realized 
that I must sooner or later become involved. I had lived quite 
peacefully in a building of which the ground-floor had caught 
fire, and it had never occurred to me that sooner or later the 
whole building, with me in it, would go up in flames. 

The war took hold of me, shook me out like a rag, and robbed 
me at one blow of all my family, including my steward. From 
one day to the next I became a completely new man or, to be more 
exact, every one of my twenty-four hours was different. Since 
yesterday I have felt a little calmer, for after waiting a whole 
month I have at last had news of my family. They are safe and 
sound at Turin, while I had already lost all hope of ever seeing 
them again. 

I have to spend the whole day in my office. There is nothing 
for me to do there, but the Olivis, who are Italian citizens, have 
had to go, and all the best of my employees have gone off to fight 
in one place or another; so I must stick to my post and superin¬ 
tend it all. I go home in the evening laden with the huge ware- 
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house keys. Today, when I felt so much calmer, I took this manu¬ 
script with me to the office, thinking it might help to pass t e 
time. And it did in fact procure me a wonderful quarter of an 
hour, which reminded me that there was once a time in the world s 
history when one could allow oneself the luxury of sitting down 

in peace and quietness to enjoy such trifles as this. 

It would be nice if someone were to invite me seriously to faU 

into a state of half-consciousness in which I might iy e again 
one hour of my former life. I should laugh m his f-e. How could 
one give up a present like this to pursue such frivolous trifles? t 
“ only now L I fed ddmifel, dou. M 

occupation with health and disease. As wa ^ , perS0 n 

of our unfortunate city I am conscious of being a pn & P 

who does not have to go happy 

needs to eat. In comparison should be afraid 

(especially since I had news of my amj )' ^ ^ abso i ut ely 
of provoking the wrath of the g 

well with me. violent one , 0 f which 

My first encounter with the war wa 

I can now see the comic side. urinico to spend Whitsun 

Augusta and I had returne , j got up early, for I had 

there with the children. On ay before my morning 

to take some Carlsbad salts an go t hat j realized that 

coffee. It was during this cure a , h better on an empty 

the heart carries on its restorative w k mud (he who l e 

stomach, and spreads a sense of wel he (hat ry 

body. My theory was to find remarkably ^ sa)utary fast . 

day, when I was compelled to pra illow to wish me 

Augusta raised her white head from th P (q get my 

good morning, and reminde^finished T'Z 

daughter some roses. ° ur e e where. My 

so I was obliged to get them from else had sudde nly for- 

grown into .‘fine girl, mentor, and had assumed 

gotten to who respects femininity even^nj ^ w 

toght, sL »■»»« h " p “ e 
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Augusta’s and my great amusement. She had expressed a wish 
for some roses, so I must procure some for her. 

I proposed to walk for about two hours. The sun was shining 
brightly, and as I intended to walk all the time and not to stop 
till I got back home, I did not even take a coat or hat with me. 
I fortunately remembered that I should have to pay for the 
roses, so I did not leave my pocket-book at home as well as my 
coat. 

I went first of all into the neighbouring property, belonging to 
Teresina’s father, to ask him to cut some roses, which I would 
call for on my way back. I entered the great courtyard surrounded 
by a partially ruined wall, but found no one there. I shouted 
Teresina’s name. The youngest of the children, aged about six, 
came out of the house. I put a few coppers into his hand, and he 
told me the whole family had gone off early to the other side of 
the Isonzo for a day’s work on a field of potatoes which needed 
earthing up. 

This was quite welcome news to me, for I knew the field, and 
it would take me about an hour to reach it. As I had decided to 
go for a two hours’ walk I was glad to be provided with a definite 
goal. There was no danger now of my interrupting it by a sudden 
attack of laziness. I set off across the plain, which lies higher 
than the road so that I could only see from it the tops of a few 
flowering trees which grew along the sides. I was in a cheerful 
mood; I felt so light and airy in my shirt-sleeves and without a 
hat. I breathed the pure air with delight, and as I walked along 
did some of Niemeyer’s lung gymnastics, which I had been 
practising now for some time past. A German friend had taught 
me the exercises, and they cannot be too highly recommended to 
anyone living a sedentary life. 

When I got to the field I saw Teresina working on the side 
nearest the road. I went toward her, and then caught sight of her 
father and little brothers at work a little farther on. I should 
think they must have been between ten and fourteen years old. 
Though one feels exhausted after any unusual effort when one is 
old, one nevertheless feels younger than when doing nothing, 
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because of the accompanying sense of excitement. I went to 

Teresina and said gaily: 

“ There is still time, Teresina. Don’t be too long. 

She did not understand, and I did not think it necessary o 
explain. Since she had forgotten, I could go back to my old re a- 
tions with her. I had already repeated the expenmen andjhe 
result had again been favourable. In addressing tho 
to her I had caressed her, and not wdh my boks^lone^^ ^ ^ 

I came ,o an ££ no, ,«.«! 

cut as many roses as I liked, and at once> 

about the price. He was going to retu ™ hg change( i his mind 
while I had begun to set off home war , w voice: 

and ran after me. When he caught - ^^tas broken out." 
“ Haven't you heard anything. y on for nearly 

“ Well yes, we aff know that! It has been g s 

a year," I replied. . . imnatien tlv. “I mean the 

“ I don’t mean that," he exclaimed (he 

other with . . and he ma e a g thing a bout it? ” He 

Italian frontier. “ Haven’t you heard anything 

waited anxiously for my complete confidence “ that 

“ You can rest assured, I said w . thcre is no thmg to 

if I have heard nothing about.t ,11 m ^ ^ , ast thing I 
hear. I have just come from Trie. tQ do with the war. In 

heard was that they will have n J that wanted war, 

Rome they have turned out the Govern 

and have put in Giolitti. 

He was reassured at once. ^ co vering up, an 

“ Then all these potatoes th There are S o ma y 

whilh promise so well, will th e sweat that was 

of those scaremongers about. r (. s leeve. , nni „ r 

pouring from his brow with h«sh ^ ^ make him happ^ 
Seeing that I had made him PP. the mselves. So 

stiff. I do so like to S f r^ardiy like to remember. whe re 

number of things which I hard y be fought any 

even if war had il “ 

near there. First of all there was 
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began fighting on, and then in Europe there were battlefields 
enough and to spare. There was the whole of Flanders, and several 
departments in France. I had heard say—I could not remember 
by whom—that there was such a shortage of potatoes in the 
world that they even cultivated them with great care on the field 
of battle. I talked a great deal, keeping my eyes fixed the while 
on the slender little form of Teresina, who was crouching down 
to feel the earth with her hand before she began digging. 

The peasant went back to his work, with his mind set com¬ 
pletely at rest. But I who had given him part of my own tran¬ 
quillity had so much less left for myself. It was clear we were too 
near the frontier at Lucinico. I would speak to Augusta about it. 
Perhaps we should do well to return to Trieste, or anyway to 
move farther from the frontier, in whichever direction. It was true 
that Giolitti was now in power, but one could not tell whether, 
once he had arrived there, he would continue to see things in the 
same light as when someone else was in power. 

My uneasiness was increased by a chance meeting with a troop 
of soldiers who were marching toward Lucinico. They were none 
of them young, and they were shabbily dressed and ill-equipped. 
They were carrying what we used to call a “ darlindana” in 
Trieste, a kind of old-fashioned long bayonet, which in the sum¬ 
mer of 1915 the Austrians had had to fetch out of their old stores. 

I continued to walk behind them for some time, eager to be at 
home again. But the unpleasant odour that emanated from them 
at last forced me to slacken my pace. My anxiety and my haste 
were equally foolish. It was ridiculous to be alarmed just because 
I had been talking to a timid peasant. I could see my villa in the 
distance now, and there was no sign of the soldiers on the road. 
I began walking faster so as to get the sooner to my caffelatte. 

It was at this point that my adventure began. At a bend of the 
road I was suddenly stopped by a sentinel, who shouted: 

“ Zuriick,” at the same time pointing his gun at me. I was going 
to talk German to him because he had given his command in 
German, but that was the only word he knew and he repeated it 
threateningly several times. 
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There was nothing for it but to go zuriick and I did so rather 
hurriedly, looking behind me constantly to make sure that he was 
not going to enforce his words by firing; and even when he was 

lost to view I did not slacken my pace. 

But I had not yet given up the idea of reaching my villa as 

quickly as possible. I thought that by climbing the hill on my 
right I should come out a good way behind the threatening 

It was not a difficult climb, especially as the tall grass had bee 
trodden down by many footsteps. It seemed as if a whoe crowd 
had come that way before me, driven to do so, no doubt, by the 
impossibility of going along the road. As I walked^recovere^my 

assurance, and decided that directly reac receive( j. if he 

protest to the mayor against the treatmen 

allowed people who had country houses to be treated 

very soon everyone would give up j was unpleasantly 

But when I reached the top of the hdl P ^ 

surprised to find it already occupie y °, ere ]y in g j n the 

who smelt like venison. A num ero ^ j had known f or a 

shade of a cottage belonging to some: pe ^ ^ jn lt ThrC e of 

long time; at that hour t ere ''' ou were not facing in the 
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direction I had come from; others ders w hich he Ulus- 

in front of an officer, who was giving themmd^ .. ^ 
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I had not even a hat that best smile advanced 
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fire of all those eyes, and on tn 
difficult matter to move at all. 
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Amazed at being insu 
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vocation, I should have liked to make a dignified but manly pro¬ 
test, but thinking discretion to be the better part of valour I left 
the path and was going toward the hill beyond which lay Lucinico. 
The officer began shouting at me that if I took another step he 
would order his men to fire. I at once became very polite, and 
from that day to this I have always been most polite. It was 
monstrous that I should be obliged to treat with an uncivil lout 
like that, but there was at least this advantage, that he talked 
German fluently. It was such an advantage, that the more I 
thought of it the easier it became for me to talk gently to him. 
Supposing the horrible creature had not even understood German ! 
I should have been lost. 

It was a pity I could not talk the language very fluently myself; 
otherwise I should have had no difficulty in making his Highness 
laugh. I told him my caffclattc was waiting for me at Lucinico, 
and that I was only parted from it by his division. 

He did laugh, on my honour he laughed. He laughed and swore 
at the same time, and had not the patience to hear me out. He 
said that other people would drink up my coffee for me at 
Lucinico, and when he heard my wife was waiting for me there, 
as well as the caffclattc, he shouted: 

“Auch Ihre Frau w ird von andcren gegessen werdcn.” (And 
other people will eat up your wife as well.) 

By this time he was in a better temper than I was. I think he 
was sorry to have said something that the loud laughter of his 
five soldiers might have made to seem offensive; he became serious, 
and explained to me that I must not hope to see Lucinico again 
for some days, and he advised me as a friend not to ask any 
questions, because this in itself would be enough to compromise 
me! 

“Habcn Sie verstanden? ” (Do you understand?) 

I did understand, but could not so easily resign myself to giving 
up my caffclattc, which was less than half a mile away. So I 
hesitated to turn back; for it was clear that if I went down the 
hill again I should certainly never reach my villa that day at all. 
To gain time I said politely to the officer: 
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“But to whom must I apply for permission to return to 

Lucinico and fetch at least my hat and coat? 

I ought to have real.zed that the officer was in a hurry to be 

left alone with his map and his men, but I never expec 

arouse his fury to the extent I did. 

In a voice that seemed as if it wouU burstthedrum 

he shouted that he had alrea y to c me ^ ^ w0 

questions. Then he bade me 8° whel bd taken anywhere 

der Teufel Sie tragcn wdl ^ J^ extrem^y tired; but I still 
was not displeasing to me, of shout ing at me, had 

hesitated. The officer meanw \ , y t h reate ning tones called 
become more and more enrage , an ^ roun d him, and call- 
to his side one of the men who were g ^ down (he hil [ an d 
ing him Signor Caporak ordere ^ ^ ^ ^ leading to 
not to lose sight of me till moment he was to fire. 

Gorizia. If I hesitated to obey hi t0 be on my 

On hearing these instructions I was almos g 

way down again. . , t t u e i eas t touch of irony. The 

“ D anke sclwn," I said, without b‘ welL He thought 

corporal was a Slav who spoke Italian X and shout ed 
it best to seem brutal in the. officer^ P ^ ^ Bu[ whe n 
“Marsch!" to me, to'indicatei th qmte gent l e and friendly- 
we had gone a short distance h ^ waf and if it was rea y 
He asked if I had any fresh new ^ my reply anxiously, 

true that Italy was coming in. H at war or not _ 
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hearing my news he felt sure that the order forbidding me to go 
home would be withdrawn on the following day. In the mean¬ 
time he advised me to go to Trieste to the Platz Kommando who 
would perhaps grant me a special permit. 

“To Trieste?" I exclaimed, horrified. To Trieste without a 
coat or hat, and without my caffclattc ? 

According to the corporal a close cordon of infantry was being 
drawn across the road into Italy at this very moment, forming a 
new and insuperable frontier. He said with a condescending smile 
that in his opinion the shortest way to Lucinico was via Trieste. 

I had now heard this so often that I was getting resigned to 
it, and set off for Gorizia, intending to catch the midday train to 
Trieste. I was excited, but I must say that I felt very well. I was 
more light-hearted than I had been for a long time. I was not at 
all sorry to be obliged to go on walking. My legs were rather 
tired, but I thought I could hold out as far as Gorizia, my breath¬ 
ing was so free and deep. Once my legs had warmed up to walk¬ 
ing at a good rate, I got along without any difficulty at all. I went 
at an unusually quick pace, beating time as I walked, and with 
my physical well-being my optimism returned. They were 
threatening here and threatening there, but they wouldn’t really 
fight. And that is why when I reached Gorizia I hesitated as to 
whether I had not better reserve a room in the hotel to spend the 
night, and go back to Lucinico next day to make my complaint 
to the mayor. 

I hurried to the post-office to telephone to Augusta. But they 
could get no answer from my villa. 

The only thing I remember about the clerk at the post-office is 
that he was a little man with a scanty beard whose small stature 
and stiff movements gave him a rather absurd and pompous air. 
When he heard me swearing furiously at the dumb telephone he 
came up to me and said: 

“This is the fourth time today that we have had no reply from 
Lucinico." 

When I turned toward him his eyes shone with a malicious 
joy (I was mistaken in saying I remembered nothing else!) and 
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he gave me a piercing look as if to see whether I was really as 
surprised and angry as I seemed. It was a good ten m'nutes before 
I really understood. Then I had no further doubts. Lucm co 
already in the line of fire, or would be in afowmmutestrmc. 
was not till I was on my way to the cafe to chmk he cup o 
coffee I had been waiting for since the early mornmg^ that,1 

realized the full significance of that eloquen g 
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to be nearer to my family and in 
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me so much that I resigned myself to the inevitable. The guard 
to whom I gave a good cigarette could not even procure me a bit 
of bread. I told no one about my experiences that morning. I 
thought I would wait till I got to Trieste and found a friend. No 
sound of fighting reached my ears from the frontier toward which 
I was going. We had stopped there in order to let eight or nine 
trains go winding down the long serpentine curves toward Italy. 
The open wound, as they soon began to call the Italian front, in 
Austria, had broken out again and needed more matter to feed it. 
And the poor men advanced toward it shouting and singing. 
From every train that I passed issued the same sounds of joy and 
intoxication. 

When I reached Trieste night had already descended on the city. 

The darkness was lit by the glow of many incendiary fires, 
and a friend who saw me going toward my house in my shirt¬ 
sleeves called out to me: 

“Have you been taking part in the sack too? ” 

At last I was able to get something to eat, and I went to bed at 
once, overcome by an immense fatigue, which was caused, no 
doubt, by the hopes and fears that chased each other perpetually 
through my mind. I was still feeling very well, and during the 
short time before I fell asleep, when I had become accustomed by 
psychoanalysis to retain the images that came to me, I remember 
I had one last childish idea with which to end my day: No one 
had been killed yet at the frontier, so it was still possible for 
peace to be patched up again. 

Now that I know my family to be safe and sound I don’t dis¬ 
like the life I lead. There is not much for me to do, but I cannot 
say I am altogether idle. One is not allowed to buy or sell. Trade 
will begin again when peace has come. Olivi sends me good advice 
from Switzerland. If only he knew how inappropriate it is to 
these surroundings, where everything is entirely changed ! At 
the moment I am doing nothing. 


March 24, 1916. 

I have not touched this notebook since May of last year. And 
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now suddenly Dr. S. has written from Switzerland asking me to 
send him as much as I had written up to now. It is an odd 
request, but I have no objection to sending him these notes as 
well; they will show him pretty clearly what I think of h ‘m and 
his treatment. He already has all my confessions; le him keep 
these few pages too, as well as a few more, which I d»U.willmg 
add for his edification. I have very little tune, as bu me ak 
up my whole day. But I shall let Dr. S have it, and not spare 
him. I have thought about it so much that my ideas on the 
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But when I used it I meant that I was ready to become a buyer of 
any goods that offered themselves. Like all strong characters I 
had only one idea in my head, and on this I lived, and made my 
fortune by it. Olivi was not at Trieste; if he had been he would 
never have allowed me to take such a risk; he would rather have 
left the profits to others. But for me there was no risk at all. I 
was absolutely convinced of the success of my venture. First of 
all, in accordance with a time-honoured custom in time of war, I 
proceeded to convert my whole fortune into gold; but there was 
a certain difficulty about buying and selling gold. Ready money, 
as being more easy to handle, was my merchandise, and I laid 
in a large stock. I sold from tune to time, but my sales were far 
smaller than my purchases. Because I had begun at the right 
moment, I was so lucky in my buying and selling that I soon 
acquired the means of realizing more ambitious schemes. 

I remember with pride that my first purchase was apparently 
sheer lunacy, and I only made it in order to put my new idea into 
practice as soon as possible. It consisted of a stock of incense. The 
seller boasted of the possibility of using incense as a substitute for 
resin, which was already beginning to run short. As a chemist, I 
knew for an absolute certainty that incense could never take the 
place of resin, from which it differs toto genere, but I thought the 
world would soon reach such a pitch of misery that it would be 
obliged to accept incense as a substitute for resin. So I bought! 
A few days ago I sold quite a small portion of it, and received as 
much for it as I had originally paid for the whole amount. When 
I pocketed the money my breast swelled at the thought of my 
strength and abounding health. 

When the doctor gets the last part of my manuscript, he will 
have to give me back the whole. I should be able to write it all 
over again with absolute certainty now; how was it possible for 
me to understand my life when I did not know what this last 
part was going to be? Perhaps I only lived all those years in order 
to prepare for it! 

I am not so naive as to blame the doctor for regarding life itself 
as a manifestation of disease. Life is a little like disease, with its 
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crises and periods of quiescence, its daily improvements and set¬ 
backs. But unlike other diseases life is always mortal. It admits 
no cure. It would be like trying to stop up the holes isi our body 
thinking them to be wounds. We should die of suffocation almost 
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Perhaps some incredible disaster produced by machines will 
lead us back to health. 

When all the poison gases are exhausted, a man, made like all 
other men of flesh and blood, will in the quiet of his room invent 
an explosive of such potency that all the explosives in existence 
will seem like harmless toys beside it. And another man, made in 
his image and in the image of all the rest, but a little weaker than 
them, will steal that explosive and crawl to the centre of the 
earth with it, and place it just where he calculates it would have 
the maximum effect. There will be a tremendous explosion, but 
no one will hear it and the earth will return to its nebulous state 
and go wandering through the sky, free at last from parasites and 
disease. 



